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CORONATION 


A        CJ    &  M    E    D    Y; 


*The  firft  edition  of  thit  Play  was  printed  in  quarto  in  the  year  1640', 
and  has  the  name  of  John  Fletcher  prefixed  to  it-,  as  the  jfuthef. 
Upon  this  authority  we  have  retained  it  in  the  prefeht  edition,  not' 
•withftanding  there  is  evidence  of  equal  weight  to  authorize  us  to 
afcribe  it  to  James  Shirley,  the  editor  of  the  Jirft  folio  in  1647.  fhat 
writer,  in  the  year  1653,  publifked  a  volume  of  hit  Plays,  and  at 
the  end  of  one  of  them,  viz.  The  Cardinal,  has  enumerated  the 
fcveral  Dramatic  Pieces  written  by  him :  Among  ft  the  reft,  he  has 
claimed  the  prefent  performance,  which,  he  fays,  was  '  falfely  afcribed 
*  to  Fletcher ;  *  with  what  degree  of  truth  it  is  impojfible  no<iu  to  de 
termine .  We  think  no  argument  can  be  drawn  from  the  ornijjion  of 
it  iit  the  frfl  folio,  for  the  reafon  ajjigned  in  the  jirft  note  to  the  Play 
ll  has  not  been  acjedfir  'many years  paj},  nor  do  we  know  of  its  hai'inf 
filer  been  altered. 


VOL,  IX.  A  BRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Seleucus,  Juppojed  Jon   to  Eubulus ;   but,   in  reality, 

^Leonatus,   the  right  king  of  Epirus. 
Arcadius,  Juppojed  nephew  t o  Macarius;  but,  in  reality, 

Demetrius,  Jecondjoh  to  the  dead  king. 
Eubulus,     -I 
,>,       .         j   noblemen,  guardians  to  the late 'kings Jons. 

Caflander,  lord-proteStor. 

Lyfimachus,  his  Jon,  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Neftorius,  father  to  Polidora. 

Philocles,   •) 

C  courtiers.  .  . 
Lyfander,    3 

Poleanus,  captain  of  the  caftle. 
A  Bifhop,  and  truflee  of  the  dead  kings  wilL 
Antigonus,  a  gentleman  in  waiting. 
Servant  to  Polidora. 

WOMEN. 

Sophia,  queen  of  Epirus. 

Polidora,  courted  by  Arcadius,  and  his  nolle  and  con- 

ftant  mijlrejs. 
Gharilla,  an  attendant  on  Sophia. 

Gentlemen,  Gentlewomen,  Majquers,  &c.  &c.   , 
SCENE,     EPIRUS. 


T  H  E 


PROLOGUE. 


SINCE  'tis  become  the  title  of  our  Play, 
A  woman  once  in  a  Coronation  may 
With  pardon  fpeak  the  Prologue,  give  as  free 
A  welcome  to  the  theatre,  as  he 
That  with  a  little  beard,  a  long  black  cloak, 
With  a  ftarch'd  face  and  fupple  leg,  hath  fpokfc 
Before  the  plays  the  twelve-month ;  let  me  then 
Prefent  a  welcome  to  thefe  gentlemen ! 
If  you  be  kind,  and  noble,  you  will  not 
Think  the  worfe  of  me  for  my  petticoat. — 
But  to  the  Play ;  the  Poet  bad  me  tell 
His  fears  firft  in  the  title,  left  it  fwell 
Some  thoughts  with  expectation  of  a  {train, 
That  but  once  could  be  feen  in  a  king's  reign. 
This  Coronation  he  hopes  you  may 
See  often ;  while  the  genius  of  his  Play 
Doth  prophefy,  the  conduits  may  run  wine, 
When  the  day's  triumph's  ended,  and  divine 
Brifk  nectar  fwell  his  temples  to  a  rage, 
With  fomething  of  more  price  t'  inveft  the  flagc. 
There  refts  but  to  prepare  you,  that  altho' 
It  be  a  Coronation,  there  doth  flow 
No  under-mirth,  fuch  as  doth  lard  the  fcene 
For  coarfe  delight ;  the  language  here  is  clean ; 
And  confident,  our  Poet  bad  me  fay, 
He'll  bate  you  but  the  folly  of  a  Play : 
For  which,  altho'  dull  fouls  his  pen  defpife, 
Who  think  it  yet  too  early  to  be  wife ', 
The  nobler  will  thank  his  Mufe,  at  lead 
Excufe  him,  'caufe  his  thought  aim'd  at  the  bell. 

1  Who  thinks  it  yet  too  early, ]  Corrected  in  1750. 
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But  we  conclude  not ;  it  does  reft  in  you 

To  cenfure  Poet,  Play,  and  Prologue  too. 

But,  what  have  I  omitted  ?  is  there  not 

A  blufh  upon  my  cheeks,  that  I  forgot 

The  ladies  ?  and  a  female  Prologue  too  ! 

Your  pardon,  noble  gentlewomen  !  you 

Were  firft  within  my  thoughts :  I  know  you  fit 

As  free,  and  high  commiflioners  of  wit, 

Have  clear  and  aclive  fouls ;  nay,  tho'  the  men 

Were  loft,  in  your  eyes  they'll  be  found  again : 

You  are  the  bright  intelligences  move, 

And  make  a  harmony  this  fphere  of  Love : 

Be  you  propitious  then  !  our  Poet  fays, 

One  wreath  from  you*,  is  worth  their  grove  of  bays. 

*  Our  wreath  from  you."]  Mr.  Seward  conjedlured  with  me,  thaf 
tn(t  not  our,  muft  be  the  word,  and  fo  I  have  altered  the  text. 

Sympfon. 
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ACT          I. 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Philcdes.  "]^     /f  A  K  E  way  for  my  lord-proteclor ! 
Lyfan.  Your  Grace's  fervants ! 

Enter  CaJJander  and  Lyftmachus. 

Caff.  I  like  your  diligent  waiting.   Where's  Lyfi- 
machus  ? 

Lyfm.  I  wait  upon  you,  Sir. 

Caff.  The  queen  looks  pleafant 
This  morning ;  does  fhe  not  ? 

Lyfim.  I  ever  found 
Her  gracious  fmiles  on  me. 

C?/T.  She  does  confult 
Her  fafety  in't  -,  for  I  muft  tell  thee,  boy, 

*  The  Coronation.]  It  were  to  be  wiftied  th  it  the  Publifher  of  our 
Authors  Works  in  1079  had  given  his  reafons  in  the  Preface,  or  elfe- 
where,  why  he  took  this  Play  into  that  edition.  There  fet-ms  to  be 
no  jull  grounds  upon  wh;cii  he  could  go  for  fo  bold  a  praclice,  feeirg 
the  editor  ot  the  ri;ft  iolio  in  1^47,  Mr.  Shirley,  has  left  it  out  ;  a 
pcrfon  who  mult  be  better  acquaint* d  vuth  what  was  our  Authors',  as 
living  nearer  to  their  time,  than  the  editor  of  the  fecond  fo'io  in  1679. 
'Tis  true,  there  are  feveral  fine  ftrokts  in  it,  which  might  poffibly  be 
•Fletcher's  ;  but  thofe  will  no  more  entitle  him  to  claim  it  for  his  own, 
than  it  will  Shakefpeare  to  cfli-rt  the  play  of  the  Noble  Kinfmen,  in 
which  we  know  he  wr.s  partially  concerned  :  To  Mr.  Shirlry  therefore, 
a^  he  has  laid  ctaim  to  it,  let'-  give  this  performance  ;  nor  rob  him 
of  the  glory  which  'I he  Coronation  may  do  his  memory.  Sjtn/y/on. 

This  note  betrays  a  wonderful  inattention  in  Sympfon  ;  finte  the 
Coronation  wa^  one  of  the  plays  printed  in  Q.U  IRTO,  and  Shirley  pro- 
ftfild  to  inicrt  none  in  the  FOLIO  that  had  ever  appeared  in  QUARTO. 
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But  in  the  afTu ranee  of  her  love  to  thee, 
I  fhould  advance  thy  hopes  another  way, 
And  ufe  the  power  I  have  in  Epire,  to 
Settle  our  own/  and  uncontroled  greatnefs : 
But  fmce  fhe  carrieth  herfelf  fo  fairly, 
I  am  content  t'-expect,  and  by  her  marriage 
Secure,  thy  fortune;  that's  all  my  ambition 
Now :  Be  ftili  careful  in  thy  applications 
To  her;  I  muft  attend  other  affairs. 
Return,  and  ufe  what  art  thou  canfl  to  lay 
More  charms  of  Jove  upon  her. 

Lyfim.  I  prefume 

She  always  fpeaks  the  language  of  her  heart, 
And  I  can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 
Happinefs  on  earth,  than  fhe  encourages 
Me  to  expect. 

Caff.  It  was  an  acl:  becoming 
The  wifdorn  of  her  father,  to  engage 
A  tie  between  our  families,  and  Ihe 
Hath  play'd  her  bed  difcretion  to  allow  it. 
But  we  lofe  time  in  conference ;  wait  on  hera 
And  be  what  thou  \vert  born  for,  king  of  Epire  ! 
I  muft  away.  \JLxit* 

Lyfim.  Succefs  ever  attend  you. 
Is  not  the  queen  yet  coming  forth4? 

#     #     #     #     #  *  #****###****•# 

Lyjan.  Your  fervant ! 

You  may  command  our  duties.  \Exit  Lyfim* 

This  is  the  court-ftar,  Philocles. 

Phil.  The  ftar  that  we  muft  fail  by. 

Lyjan.  All  muft  borrow 

A  light  from  him  ;  the  young  queen  directs  all 
Her  favours  that  way. 

+  Is  not  the  queen  vet  coming  forth  ? 

Lyfan.  Tour  fer<vant.~\  L\janders  aflcing  this  queftion  fuppofes, 
that  the  gentlemen  interrogated  were  capable  of  giving  him  an  aniwer  ; 
bat  that  the  reader  fees  is  no  where  to  be  found  ;  therefore  J  have 
thought  proper  to  mark  an  bialus  in  the  prefent  text.  Sympfon. 

Sympfon,    we  fuppofe,    meant  Lyfemacbus,  in  Head    of  Lyfander* 
who  afltj  no  qucilion,  but  is  the  next  fpeaker. 

Phil. 
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Phil.  He's  a  noble  gentleman, 
And  worthy  of  his  expectations : 
Too  good  to  be  the  fon  of  fuch  a  father. 

Lyjan.  Peace  !  remember  he  is  lord-protector. 

Phil.  We  have  more  need  of  Heav'n's  protection 
I'th'  mean  time  :  I  wonder  the  old  king 
Did  in  his  life  defign  him  for  the  office. 

Lyjan.  He  might  fufpect  his  faith ;  I  have  heard 

when 

The  Icing,  who  was  no  Epirote,  advanc'd 
His  claim,  Caftander,  our  prote<5tor  now, 
Young  then,  oppos'd  him  toughly  with  his  faction  j 
But  forc'd  to  yield,  had  fair  conditions, 
And  was  declar'd,  by  the  whole  ftate,  next  heir, 
If  the  king  wanted  iflue :  Our  hopes  only 
Thriv'd  in  this  daughter. 
•   Phil.  Whom,  but  for  her  fmiles 
And  hope  of  marriage  with  Lyfirqachus, 
His  father,  by  fome  cunning,  had  remov'd 
Ere  this. 

Lyfan.  Take  heed  !  the  arras  may  have  ears. 
I  fliould  not  weep  much  if  his  Grace  would  hence 
Remove  to  Heav'n. 

Phil.  I  prithee  what  ihould  he  do  there  ? 

Lyfan.  Some  offices  will  fall. 

Phil'.  And  the  fky  too,  ere  I  get  one  flair  higher 
While  he's  in  place. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Lyfander,  Philocles, 

How  looks  the  day  upon  us  ?  Where's  the  queen  ? 
•Phil.   In  her  bed-chamber. 

Ant.  Who  was  with  her  ? 

Lyjan.  None  but 
The  young  lord  Lyfimachus. 

Ant.  It  is  no  treafon, 
If  a  man  wifh  himfelf  a  courtier 
Of  fuch  a  poiTibility  :  He  has 
The  mounting  fate. 

A  4 
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Phil.  I  would  his  father  were 
Mounted  to  th'  gallows  ! 

Ant.  H'has  a  path  fair  enough 
If  he  furvive,  by  title  of  his  father. 

Lyfan.  The  queen  will  haften  his  afcent. 

Phil.  'Would  I  were  queen  ! 

Ant.  Thou  wouldft  become  rarely  the  petticoat ! 
What  wouldft  thou  dp  ! 

Phil.  Why,  I  would  marry  my 
Gentleman-ulher,  and  truft  all  the  ftrength 
And  burden  of  my  ftate  upon  his  legs, 
Rather  than  be  called  wife  by  any  fon, 
Oif  fuch  a  father, 

Lyjan.  Come,  let's  leave  this  fubjefl ! 
We  may  find  more  fecure  difcourfe.     When  faw 
You  young  Arcadius,  lord  Macarius*  nephew  ? 

Ant.  There's   a  fpark,   a  youth  moulded  for  ^ 

favourite ! 
The  queen  might  do  him  honour. 

Phil.  Favourite  ? 

It  is  top  cheap  a  name ;  there  were  a  match 
Now  for  her  virgin  blood  ! 

Lyjan..  Muft  every  man, 
That  has  a  handipme  face  or  leg,  feed  fuch 
Ambition  ?  I  confefs  I  honour  him, 
He,  has  a  nimble  foul,  and  gives  great  hope 
To  be  no  woman-hater ;  dances  handfomely, 
Can  court  a  lady  powerfully ;  but  more 
Goes  to  the  making  of  a  prince.     He's  here, 
And's  uncle. 

Enter  Arcadius^  Macarlus.^  and  Sekucus.. 

Sd.  Save  you,  gentlemen  !   Who  can  direft  m$ 
fo  find  my  lord-protetlor  ? 

Lyfan.  He  was  here 

Within  this  half-hour :  Young  Lyfimachus 
Jiis  fon  is  with  the. queen. 

Set.  There  let  him  compliment  j 
I've  other  bqfmefs. — Ha,  Arcadius  J  [Exit. 
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Phil.  Obferv'd  you  with  what  eyes  Arcadius 
And  he  fainted  ?  their  two  families 
With  hardly  reconcile. 

Ant.  Seleucus  carries 

Himfelf  too  roughly  :  With  what  pride  and  fcorn 
-He  pafs'd  by  'em  !  ' 

Lyjan.  The  other,  with  lefs  fhow 
Of  anger,  carries  pride  enough  in's  foul : 
I  wifh  'em  all  at  peace !  Macarius'  looks 
Are  without  civil  war,  a  good  old  man, 
The  old  king  lov'd  him  well ;  Seleucus'  father 
Was  as  dear  to  him,  and  maintain'd  the  character 
Of  an  honeft  lord  thro'  Epire  :  That  two  men, 
So  lov'd  of  others,  fhould  be  fo  unwelcome 
To  one  another ! 

Arc.  The  queen  was  not  wont 
To  fend  for  me. 

Mac.  The  reafon's  to  herfelf ; 
It  will  become  your  duty  to  attend  her. 

Arc.  Save,  you,  gentlemen  !  What  novelty 
Dees  the  court  breathe  to-day? 

Lyjan.  None,  Sir;  the  news 
That  took  the  lad  impreflion  is,  that  you 
Purpofe  to  leave  the  kingdom,  and  thofe  men 
That  honour  you  take  no  delight  to  hear  it. 

Arc.  I  have  ambition  to  fee  the  difference 
Of  courts,  and  this  may  fpare  me  ;  the  delights 
At  home  do  furfeit;  and  the  miftrefs,  whom 
We  all  do  ferve,  is  fix'd  upon  one  object ; 
Her  beams  are  too  much  pointed.     But  no  country 
Shall  make  me  lofe  your  memories. 

Enter  Sophia,  Lyfimachus3  and  Cbarilla. 

Sophia.  Arcadius ! 

Mac.  Your  lordlhip  honour'd  me  j 
J  have  no  blefling  in  his  abfence. 

Lyfim.  'Tis 
Done  like  a  pious  uncle. 

Sophia.  We  mult  not 

Give 
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Give  any  licence. 

Ant*  If  your  majefly 
Would  pleafe 

Sophia.  We  are  notpleas'd!  It  had  become  your  duty 
T'  have  firft  acquainted  us,  ere  you  declar'd 
Your  refolution  publick.     Is  our  court 
Not  worth  your  flay  ? 

Arc.  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon  ! 

Sophia.  Where's  Lyfimachus  ? 

Lyfim.  Your  humble  fervant,  madam. 

Sophia.  We  fhall  find 
Employment  at  home  for  you  ;  do  not  lofe  us. 

Arc,  Madam,  I  then  write  myfelf  blefs'd  on  earth- 
When  I  may  do  you  fervice.  [Exit. 

Sophia.  We  would  be 
Private,  Macarius. 

Mac.  Madam,  you  have  blefs'd  me ! 
Nothing  but  your  command  could  interpofe  to 
Stay  him.  [Exit. 

Sophia.  Lyfimachus,  you  muft  not  leave  us. 

iyjan.  Nothing  but 
Lyfimachus  ?  Has  fhe  not  ta'en  a  philter  ?        \Exit. 

Sophia.  Nay,  pray  be  cover'd ;  ceremony  from  you 
Mufl  be  excus'd. 

Lyfim.  It  will  become  my  duty. 

Sophia.  Not  your  love. 
I  know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  perfon  as  a  courtier  S3  but  a  favourite  ; 

*    /  know  you  iuould  have  me  look  upon 

Tour  perfon  as  a  courtier,  not  a  favourite ;]  This  unmufkal, 
BOnfenfical  place,  is  differently  read  in  the  quarto  of  1640, 

/  know  vou  would  not  have  me  lock  upon 

1  our  perfon  as  a  courtier  r  not  as  fa-vouiite ; 
That  of  1679, 

/  know.,  &c. 

as  a  courtier,  but  a  favourite  ; 

Put  yet  the  place  is  fad  fluff  itiii.     1  would  fuppofe  it  once  originally 
run  thus : 

1  knonv you  tvould  not1  '  i 

¥ou>  pttfon  as  a  courtier,  but  a  for  as)  favourite  ; 

that  title  were  too  narrow,  &c.  Sjmpfo*. 

That- 
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That  title  were  too  narrow  to  exprefs 
How  we  efteem  you. 

Lyfim.  The  leaft  of  all 
Thefe  names  from  you,  madam,  is  grace  enough. 

Sophia.  Yet  here  you  would  not  reft  ? 

Lyfim.  Not  if  you  pleafe 
To  fay  there  is  a  happinefs  beyond, 
And  teach  my  ambition  how  to  make  it  mine : 
Altho'  the  honours  you  already  have 
Let  fall  upon  your  fervant,  exceed  all 
My  merit,  I've  a  heart  is  fhidious 
To  reach  it  with  defert,  and  make  if  pofiible 
Your  favours  mine  by  juftice,  with  your  pardon. 

Sophia.  We're  confident  this  needs  no  pardon,  Sir, 
But  a  reward  to  cherifh  your  opinion  : 
And  that  you  may  keep  warm  your  pafllon, 
Know  we  refolve  for  marriage  ;  and  if 
I  had  another  gift,  befides  myfelf, 
Greater,  in  that  you  fhould  difcern  how  much 
My  heart  is  fix'd. 

Lyfim.  Let  me  digeft  my  blefllng  ! 

Sophia.  But  I  cannot  refolve  when  this  fhall  be. 

Lyfim.  How,  madam  !  Do  not  make  me  dream  of 

Heav'n, 

And  wake  me  into  mifery,  if  your  purpofe 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  humble  fervant ! 
Your  power  on  earth's  divine  •,  princes  are  here 
The  copies  of  eternity,  and  create, 
When  they  but  will,  our  hippinefs, 

Sophia.  I  fhall 

Believe  you  mock  me  in  this  argument ; 
J  have  no  power. 

Lyfim.  How  !  no  power  ? 

Sophia.  Not  as  a  queen. 

LyftM.  I  underftand  you  not. 

Sophia.  I  muft  obey  ;  your  father's  my  protector. 

Lyfim,  How  ! 

Sophia.  When  I'm  abfolute,  Lyfimachus, 
Our  power  and  tides  meet  -t  before,  we're  but 

A  fliadow, 
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A  fhadow,  and  to  give  you  that  were  nothing. 

lyfim.  Excellent  queen !  my  love  took  no  original 
From  ftate,  or  the  defire  of  other  greatnefs, 
'Bove  what  my  birth  may  challenge  modeftly. 
I  love  your  virtues  ;  mercenary  fouls 
Are  taken  with  advancement :  You've  an  empire 
\Vithin  you,  better  than  the  world's  ;  to  that 
Looks  rr.y  ambition. 

Scpbia.  T'  other  is  not,  Sir, 
To  be  defpis'd  ;  cofmography  allows 
Epire  a  place  i'  th' map;  and  know,  'till  I 
Poflefs  what  I  was  born  to,  and  alone 
Do  grafp  the  kingdom's  fceptre,  1  account 
Myfelf  divided  ;  he  that  marries  me 
Shall  take  an  abfolute  queen  to  his  warm  bofom : 
Jvly  temples  yet  are  naked  ;  until  then 
Our  loves  can  be  but  compliments  and  wiflies, 
Yet  very  hearty  ones. 

Lyfim.  I  apprehend. 

Sophia.  Your  father  ! 

Enter  Co/fonder  and  Seleucus. 

Cajf.  Madam,  a  gentleman  has  an  humble  fuit. 

Sophia.  'Tis   in  your  po\vcr  to    grant;  you  are 

protector ; 
lam  not  yet  a  queen. 

Caf.  How's  this  ? 

Lyfim.  I  fhall  expound  her  meaning. 

Sophia.  Why  kneel  you,  Sir  ? 

Sel.  Madam,  to  reconcile  two  families 
That  may  unite  both  counfels  and  their  blood 
To  ferve  your  crown. 

Sophia.  Macarius'j  and  Eubulus', 
That  bear  inveterate  malice  to  each  other. 
It  grew,  as  I  have  heard,  upon  the  queftion 
(Which  fame  of  either  family  had  made) 
"Which  of  their  father s  was  the  bed  commander : 
If  we  believe  our  ftories,  they  have  both 
Deferv'cJ  well  of  our  itate  3  and  yet  this  quarrel 

Ha 
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Has  coft  too  many  lives ;  a  fevere  faction ! 

Sel.  But  I'll  propound  a  way  to  plant  a  quiet 
And  peace  in  both  our  houfes,  which  are  torn 
With  their  diflenfions,  and  lofe  the  glory 
Of  their  great  names:  My  blood  fpeaks  my  relation 
T'  Eubulus ;  and  I  wifh  my  veins  were  emptied 
T'  appeafe  their  war. 

Sophia.  Thou  haft  a  noble  foul ! 
This  is  a  charity  above  thy  youth, 
And  it  flows  bravely  from  thee.  Name  the  way. 

Sel.  In  fuch  a  defperate  caufe,  a  little  ftream 
Of  blood  might  purge  the  foulnefs  of  their  hearts: 
If  you'll  prevent  a  deluge 

Sophia.  Be  particular  ! 

Sel.  Let  but  your  majefty  confent  that  two 
May,  with  their  perlbnal  valour,  undertake 
The  honour  of  their  family,  and  determine 
Their  difference. 

Sophia.  This  rather  will  enlarge 
Their  hate,  and  be  a  means  to  call  more  blood 
Into  the  ftream. 

Sel.  Not  if  both  families 
Agree,  and  fwear 

Sophia.  And  who  fhall  be  the  champions  ? 

Sel.  I  beg  the  honour,  for  Eubulus'  caufe 
To  be  engag'd,  if  any  for  Macarius 
(Worthy  to  wager  heart  with  mine)  accept  it : 
I'm  confident,  Arcadius 
(For  honour  would  dire6b  me  to  his  fword) 
Will  not  deny  to  ftake  againft  my  Hfe 
His  own,  if  you  vouchfafe  us  privilege. 

Sophia.  You  are  the  expectation  and  top  boughs 
Of  both  your  houfes  j  it  would  feem  injustice 
To  allow  a  civil  war  to  cut  you  off, 
And  yourfelves  the  inftruments.    Befides, 
You  appear  a  foldier  j  Arcadius      , 
Hath  no  acquaintance  yet  with  rugged  war, 
More  fit  to  drill  a  lady  than  expofe 
His  body  to  fuch  dangers ;  a  finall  wound 

T»       1    » 

Fth 
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.  I*  th'  head  may  fpoil  the  method  of  his  hair,     . 
Whofe  curioilty  exadts  more  time 
Than  his  devotion  ;  and  who  knows  but  he 
May  lofe  his  ribbon  by  it  in  his  lock 6, 
Dear  as  his  faint,  with  whom  he  would  exchange 
His  head  for  her  gay  colours ;  then  his  band 
May  be  diforder'd  and  transform'd  from  lace 
To  cutwork  j  his  rich  cloaths  be  difcomplexion'd 
With  blood,  befide  th'  infafhionable  fiafhes  j 
And  he  at  the  next  feflival  take  phyiick, 
Or  put  on  black,  and  mourn  for  his  flain  breeches ; 
His  hands,  cas'd  up  in  gloves  all  night,  and  fweet 
Pomatum,  the  next  day  may  be  endanger'd 
To  blifters  with  a  fword  ;  how  can  he  ftand 
Upon  his  guard,  who  hath  fiddles  in  his  head, 
To  which  his  feet  rnuft  ever  be  a-dancing  ? 
Befides,  a  falfify  may  fpoil  his  cringe 
Or  making  of  a  leg,   in  which  confifts 
Much  of  his  court-perfe<5tion. 

Set.  Is  this  character 
Beftow'd  on  him  ? 

Sophia.  It  fomcthing  may  concern 
The  gentleman  ;  whom  if  you  pleafe  to  challenge 
To  dance,  play  on  the  lute,  or  fmg • 

Sel.  Some  catch  ? 

Sophia.  He  fhall  not  want  thofe  will  maintain  him 
For  ajiy  tarn. 

Sel.  You  are  my  fovereign  ; 
I  dare  not  think — yet  I  muft  fpeak  fomewhat 7; 

6  May  lofe  in  ribbon  by  it  in  bis  lock  ]  Alluding  to  the  ridiculous 
fafhion,  in  our  Authors'  time,  of  wearing  love-locks.     This  cuilom 
is  alfo  fatyrized  in  Cupid's  Revenge  ;  which  lee. 

7  I  dare  not  tlink,  yet   1  muft  fpeak  fomevchat."}   Why  then 'tis 
plain  he  would  fpeak   without  thinking  ;  and  is  not  this  heroically 
{aid  ?  However,  tho'  he  duril  not  think,  yet  he  was  oblig'd  to  fpeak 
to   keep  himfeif  from  burjiing.      How   nonfenfe,    like  fame,  vires 
acquirit  eun'do  !  Surely,  if  we  fuppofe  the  words  could  ever  be  lenfe, 
we  mult  imagine  they  run  once  thus : 

1 dare  not  fpeak — andj«/  I  muft  fpeak  fomething 

I  foall  burjl  elfe  ; 

/.  t.  He  was  afraid  of"  fpeakirig  left  he  fhould  utter  an  affront  to  his 

queen ; 
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I» 
fhall  burft  elfe  : — I  have  no  fkill  in  jigs, 

Nor  tumbling 

Sophia.  How,  Sir  ! 

Sel.  Nor  was  I  born  a  minflrel  j  and  in  this 
You  have  fo  infinitely  difgrac'd  Arcadius, 
But  that  I've  heard  another  character, 
And  with  your  royal  licence  do  believe  it, 
I  fhould  not  think  him  worth  my  killing. 
Sophia.  Your  killing  ? 
Sel.  Does  fhe  not  jeer  me  ? 
I  fhall  talk  treafon  prefently  j  I  find  it 
At  my  tongue's  end  already :  This  is  an 
Affront !  I'll  leave  her. 

Sophia.  Come  back !  Do  you  know  Arcadius  ? 
Sel.  I  ha'  chang'd  but  little  breath  with  him  j  our 

perfons 

Admit  no  familiarity ;  we  were 
Born  to  live  both  at  diftance  ;  yet  I  ha'  feen  him 
Fight,  and  fight  bravely. 

Scphia.  When  the  fpirit  of  wine 
Made  his  brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely.- 
Sel.  Altho'  he  be  my  enemy,  fhould  any 
Of  the  gay  flies  that  buz  about  the  court, 
Sit  to  catch  trouts  i'th'fummer8,  tell  me  fo 

I  durft  in  any  prefence  but  your  own 

Sophia.  What? 

Sel.  Tell  him  he  were  not  honeft. 
Sophia.  I  fee,  Seleucus,  thou  art  refolute, 
And  I  but  wrong'd  Arcadius :  Your  firfl 
Requeft  is  granted,  you  fhall  fight,  and  he 
That  conquers  be  rewarded,  to  confirm 
Firfl  place  and  honour  to  his  family : 
Is  it  not  this  you  plead  for  ? 

queen  ;  and  yet  if  he  did  not  fpeak,  his  anger  unvented  might  do 
him  a  mifchief.  Sympfon. 

We  think  the  text  good  and  genuine,  and  Sympfon's  raillery  point- 
lefs  and  ill-founded. 

8  Sit  to  catch  trouts.']  The  Editors  of  1750  fubftitute  //  for  fit ; 
we  think  improperly  :  Seleucus  feems  to  mean,  '  Courtiers  that  buz 
*  about  the  court,  AND//  to  catch,  &c,' 
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Sel.  You  are  gracious* 

Sopbix.  Lyfimachus  ! 

Lyfim.  Madam. 

Caff.  She  has  granted  then  ? 

Stl.  With  much  ado» 

Caff.  I  wifh  thy  fword  may  open 
His  wanton  veins  !  Macarius  is  too  popular, 
And  has  taught  him  to  infmuate. 

Sophia.  It  fhall 

But  hafte  the  confirmation  of  our  loves, 
And  ripen  the  delights  of  marriage.     Seleucus  ! 

[Exit  cum  Sekucoi 

Lyfim.  As  I  guefs'd! 
It  cannot  be  too  foon* 

Caff.  Tomorrow  theft  we  crown  her,  and  invert 
My  ion  with  majefly;  'tis  to  my  wi  flies  i 
Beget  a  race  of  princes,  my  Lyfimachus  ! 

Lyfim.  Firft>  let  us  marry,  Sir* 

Caff.  Thy  brow  was  macle 
To  wear  a  golden  circle  ;  I'm  tranfpof  ted  ! 
Thou  fhalt  rule  her,  and  I  will  govern  thee. 

Lyfim.  Altho'  you  be  my  father,  that  will  not 
Concern  my  obedience3  as  I  take  it. 


Enter  PhilocleSj   Lvfander,   and 

Caff.  Gentlemen9,   4 
Prepare  yourfelves  for  a  folemnity 
Will  turn  the  kingdom  into  triumph  :  Epire, 
Look  frefh  tomoirow  !  —  'Twill  become  your  duties^ 
In  all  your  glory,  to  attend  the  queen  at 
Her  Coronation  j  fhe  is  pleas'd  to  make 
The  next  day  happy  in  our  calendar: 
My  office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  blood 
Renews  with  thought  on't. 

Phil.  How's  this  ? 

Ant.  Crown'd  tomorrow  ? 

9  Gentlemen, 

Prepare  yourfelve  i.~]  Mr.  Seward  has  happily  reflored  the  fpeaker, 
Cajfandtr,  which  isclro^t  negligently  thro'  ail  the  copies.  Sytnpfo*. 

Lyfim* 
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Lyjan.  And  he  fo joyful  to  refign  his  regency? 
There's  fome  trick  in't :  I  do  not  like  thefe  hafty 
Turnings  '%  and  whirls  of  ftate ;  they've  commonly 
As  ftrange  and  violent  effects.    Well>  Heav'n  fave 
The  queen ! 

Phil.  Heav'n  fave  the  queen,  fay  I,  and  fend  her 
A  fprightly  bedfellow  !  For  the  protector, 
Let  him  pray  for  himfelf;  he's  like  to  have 
No  benefit  of  my  devotion. 

Caff.  But  this  doth  quicken  my  old  heart !    Lyfi- 

machus, 

There  is  not  any  ftep  into  her  throne, 
But  is  the  fame  decree  of  thv  own  ftate. 

^J  J 

Come,  gentlemen ! 

Lyjan.  We  attend  your  Grace. 

Caff.  Lyfimachus  I 

Lyfim.  What  heretofore  could  happen  to  mankind 
Was  v/ith  much  pain  to  climb  to  Heav'n ;  but  in 
Sophia's  marriage,  of  all  queens  the  beft, 
Heav'n  will  come  down  to  earth,  to  make  me  bleft. 

[Exeunt* 


ACT          II. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Polidora. 

Polid.  Y  N  D  E  E  D  you  lhall  not  go. 

1     Arc.  Whither? 
Polid.  To  travel. 
I  know  you  fee  me  but  to  take  your  leave ; 


-thefe  bafty 


Proceedings,  and  whirls  of  ft  ate. ~\  Every  judge  of  poetry  muft 
fee,  that  proceedings  is  very  unpoetical,  both  in  ienie  ar,d  meafure  :  I 
take  the  true  word  to  have  been  blotted  in  the  manufcript,  and  this  to 
have  been  either  the  player  or  printer's  infertion.  I  conjecuir'd 
turnings,  and  whirls  of  Jlate,  which  I  afterwards  found  a  ftroug  con 
firmation  of  in  tins  very  Play,  adt  iii.  fccne  iii. 

Phil.   '7/j  a  ftrar.ge  turn. 

£>yfan.   '7 he  nubirligist  if  "women.  Se-tvarz* 

VOL.  IX.  B  But 
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But  I  muft-  never  yield  to  fuch  an  abfence. 

Arc.  I  prithee  leave  thy  fears  !  I  am  commanded 
To  th'  contrary-;  I  wonot  leave  thee  now. 

Polid.  Commanded  ?  by  whom  ? 

Arc.  The  queen. 

Polid.  I'm  very  glad  j  for,  truft  me,  I  could  think 
Of  thy  departure  with  no  comfort !  Thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I  have,  half  of  rny  foul ; 
But  I  muft  thank  the  queen  now  for  thy  company. 
I  prithee,  what  could  make  thee  fo  defirous 
To  be  abroad  ? 

Arc^  Only  to  get  an  appetite 
To  thee,  Polidora11. 

Polid.  Then  you  muft  provoke  it  ? 

-Arc.  Nay,  prithee,  do  not  To  miftake  thy  fervant^ 

Polid.  Perhaps  you  furfeit  with  my  love. 

Arc.  Thy  love  ? 

Pclid.  Altho'  I  have  no  beauty  to  compare 
With  the  beft  faces,  I've  a  heart  above 
All  competition. 

Arc.  Thou  art  jealous  now: 
Come,  let  me  take  the  kifs  I  gave  thee  laft  f 
I  am  fo  confident  of  thee,  no  lip 
Has  ravifh'd  it  from  thine.     I  prithee  come 
To  court ! 

Polid.  For  what? 

Arc.  There  is  the  throne  for  beauty, 

Polid.  'Tis  fafer  dwelling  here. 

Arc.  There's  none  will  hurt, 
Or  dare  but  think  an  ill  to  Polidora; 
The  greateil  will  be  proud  to  honour  thee : 
Thy  luftre  wants  the  admiration  here  !i ; 
There  thou  wot  fhine  indeed,  and  ftrike  a  reverence 

11  To  thee,  Polidora.'}   Sevvard  reads,  To  Polidora. 

ia  y'f.y  luftre  wants  the  admiration  here.]  We  mafl.  either  read, 

.that  admiration  ; 

or,   • admiration  there.  Syjr.pfon. 

Tbtie  needs  no  variation  at  all;  the  meaning  is  fimpiy,  '  Thy 
-*  lufcre  wants  [/.  e.  is  without]  its  due  admiration  HERE  ;  THERE 
'  yo-  would  be  noticed.' 

Into 
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Into  the  gazer. 

Polid.   You  can  flatter  too. 

Arc.  No  praife  of  thee  can  be  thought  fo  •,  thy  virtus 
Will  deferve  all.     1  -muft  confefs,  we  courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend,  to  mew  our  art : 
There  is  neceffity  fometimes  to  fay 
This  madam  breathes  Arabian  gums, 
Amber,  and  caflia  •,  tho',  while  we  are  praifing, 
We  wifh  we  had  no  noftrils  to  take  in 
Th'  offenfive  fteam  of  her  corrupted  lungs. 
Nay,  fome  will  fwear  they  love  their  miftrefs, 
Would  hazard  lives  and  fortunes  to  preferve 
One  of  her  hairs  brighter  than  Berenice's, 
Or  young  Apollo's ;  and  yet,  after  this, 
A  favour  from  another  toy  would  tempt  him 
To  laugh,  while  the  officious  hangman  whips 
Her  head  off. 

Polid.  Fine  men ! 

Arc.  I  am  none  of  thefe  : 
Nay,  there  are  women,  Polidora,  too 
That  can  do  pretty  well  at  flatteries-, 
Make  men  believe  they  dote,  will  languim  for  'em, 
Can  kifs  a  jewel  out  of  one,  and  dally 
A  carcanet IJ  of  diamonds  from  another, 
Weep  into  th'  bofom  of  a  third,  and  make 
Him  drop  as  many  pearls ;  they  count  it  nothing 
To  talk  a  reafonable  heir  within  ten  days 
Out  of  his  whole  eftate,  and  make  him  mad 
He  has  no  more  wealth  to  confume. 

Polid.  You'll  teach  me  > 
To  think  I  may  be  flatter'd  in  your  promifes, 
Since  you  live  where  this  art  is  mod  profefs'd. 

Arc.  I  dare  not  be  fo  wicked,  Polidora. 
The  infant  errors  of  the  court  I  may 
Be  guilty  of,  but  never  to  abufe 
So  rare  a  gooclnefs  -,  nor  indeed  did  ever 

I}  A  carcanet.]  A.  necklace,  from  the  old  French  word  carean, 
whofe  diminutive  was  carcanet.  See  Cotgrave's  Dictionary,  li  i» 
ufed  in  Shakefpeare,  vol.  ii.  p.  178. 

B  2  Converfe 
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Converfe  with  any  of  thofe  fhames  of  court, 
To  practife  for  bafe  ends.    Be  confident 
My  heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I  fo  deeply 
Carry  the  figure  of  my  Polidora, 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  time  or  diflance 
To  cancel  it.     By  all  that's  bled,  I  love  thec, 
Love  thee  above  ail  women,  dare  invoke 
A  curfe  when  I  forfake  thee. 

Polid.  Let  it  be 
Some  gentle  one. 

Arc.  Teach  me  an  oath  I  prithee, 
One  ftrong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  doft  find 
Any  fufpicion  of  my  faith  ;  or  elfe 
Direct  me  in  fome  horrid  imprecation  ! 
"When  I  forfake  thee  for  the  love  of  other 
Woman,  may  Heav'n  reward  my  apoftacy, 
To  blaft  my  greateft  happinels  on  earth  '*, 
And  make  all  joys  abortive! 

Polid.  Revoke  thefe  hafty  fyllables  !  they  carry 
Too  great  a  penalty  for  breach  of  love 
To  me  ;  I  am  not  worth  thy  fuffering  ; 
You  do  not  know  what  beauty  may  invite 
Your  change,  what  happinefs  may  tempt  your  eye 
And  heart  together. 

Arc.  Should  all  the  graces  of  your  fcx  confpirc 
In  one,  and  ihefliould  court  me  with  a  dower 
Able  to  buy  a  kingdom,  when  I  give 
My  heart  from  Polidora 

Polid.  Ifufpednot; 
And  to  requite  thy  conftancy,  I  fwear 

Arc.  It  were  a  fin  to  let  thee  wafte  thy  breath; 

Womev,  may  Heav'n  reward  my  apcftacy 
To  blaft,  £ffr,]  Mr.  Seward  fuppofes  the  words  mifplac'd  here, 
and  true  the  natural  order  is  thus ; 

— —  may  to  reward  my  apojlacy 

Heav'n  hlaft  my  great eji  bappinefs.  Sjmpfon. 

Thr  o'd  reding  gives  good  fenfe,  anc?  rnore  flrongly  expreffe?, 
that  '  bblting  his  happineis  would  be  thepioper  reward  of  his  falfe- 
•  ' 

I  have 


T  H  E    C  O  R  O  N  A  T  I  O  N.       21 

I  have  aflurance  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  uncle  hath  been  every  where 
J'th'  court  enquiring  for  you  ;  his  looks  fpeak  ,, 

Some  earneft  caufe.  [Exit. 

Arc.  I'm  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  virtue,  than  t'  imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excufe  me  now  :  One  kifs  difmifles  him 
Whofe  heart  mall  wait  onPolidora. 

Polid.  Prithee15 

Let  me  not  wifh  for  thy  return  too  often ! 
My  father  ?  [Exit  Arc. 

Enter  Neftorius  and  a  Servant. 

Neft.  I  met  Arcadius  in  ftrange  haftej  he  told  me 
He  had  been  with  thee. 

Polid.  Some  affair   too  foon 
Ravifh'd  him  hence;  his  uncle  fent  for  him. 
You  came  now  from  court :  How  looks  the  queen, 
This  golden  morning  ? 

Neft.  Like  a  bride :   Her  foul 
Is  all  on  mirth  ;  her  eyes  have  quick'ning  fires, 
Able  to  ftrike  a  fpring  into  the  earth 
In  winter. 

Polid.  Then  Lyfimachus  can  have 
No  froft  in's  blood,  that  lives  fo  near  her  beams. 

Neft.  His  politic  father,  the  protector,  fmiles  too. 
Refolve  to  lee  the  ceremony  of  the  queen ; 
'TwiH  be  a  day  of  ftate. 

Polid.  I  am  not  well. 

Neft.  How  !  no*  well  ?  retire  then.    I  muft  return; 
My  attendance  is  expected.     Polidora, 
Be  careful  of  thy  health  ! 

J5  Whofe  heart  Jball  'watt  on  Polidora,  prithee 

Let  me  not  it.ijh  -  -  ]  The  lealt  attention  to  this  paffage  will 
convince  the  reader,  that  the  ir.fertion  of  Polidora^  name  before 
Prithee  let  me  not,  which  Mr.  Sewaid  too  cormriinicMted  to  me,  is 
entirely  requifite  to  the  Jenie  of  this  place.  S\mpfon. 

B   i  Polid. 
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Polid.  It  will  concern  me.  [Exeunt* 

\ 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Macarius. 

Arc.  ,You  amaze  me,  Sir. 

Mac.  Dear  nephew,  if  thou  refpect  thy  fafety, 
My  honour,  or  my  age,  remove  thyfelf  j 
Thy  life's  in  danger. 

Arc.  Mine  ?   Who  is  my  enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  horfe,  and  inftantly  forfake  the  city, 
Or  elfe  within  fome  unfufpecled  dwelling 
Obfcure  thyfelf ;  flay  not  to  know  the  reafon. 

Arc.  Sir,  I   beieech  your  pardon !    Which,  i'tltf 

number 

Of  my  offences  unto  any,  mould 
Provoke  this  difhonourable  flight  ? 

Mac.  I  would,  when  I  petition'd  for  thy  ftay, 
I'd  pleaded  for  thy  baniflirnent  j  thou  know'ft  not 
"What  threatens  thee. 

Arc.  I  w.ould  ce.fi re  to  know  it : 
I  am.  in  no  confpi.racy  of  treafon, 
Have  ravifli'd  no  man's  miflrels,  not  fo  much; 
As  given  the  lie  to  any  :   What  mould  mean 
Your  (trance  and  violent,  fears  ?  I  will  not  ftir 

o 

Until  you  make  me  feniible  I've  loft 
My  innocence. 

Mac.  I  mu ft  not  live  to  fee 
Thy  body  full  of  wounds ;  it  were  lefs  fin 
To  rip  thy  father's  marble,  and  fetch  from 
The  reverend  vault  his  allies,  and  difperfe  them 
By  fome  rude  winds,  where  none  mould  ever  find 
The  facred  duft  :  It  was  his  legacy, 
The  breath  he  mingled  with  his  prayers  to  Heaven, 
I  mould  preferve  Arcadius,  whole  fate 
He  prophefied  in  death  would  need  protection : 
Thou  wot  difturb  his  ghoit,  and  call  it  to 
Affright  my  dreams,  if  thou  refufe  t'obey  me. 

Arc.  You  more  inflame  me,  to  enquire  the  caufe 
Of  your  diftracTion  ;  and  you'll  arm  me  better 
Than  any  coward  flight,  by  acquainting  me 

Whofe, 
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Whofe  malice  aims  to  kill  me :  Good  Sir,  tell  me  ! 

Mac.  Then,  prayers  and  tears  affift  me  ! 

Arc.  Sir? 

Mac.  Arcadius, 

Thou  art  a  rafh  young  man,  witnefs  the  fpirit 
Of  him  that  trufted  me  fo  much !  I  bleed, 
'Till  I  prevent  this  mifchief.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lyjander. 

Arc.  Ha  !  keep  off. 

Phil.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Lyfan.  We  are  your  friends. 

Arc.  I  know  your  faces,  but 
Am  not  fecure :  I  would  not  be  betrayed. 

Lyfan.  You  wrong  our  hearts,  who  truly  honour 
you. 

Arc.  They  fay  I  muft  be  kill'd. 

Phil.  By  whom  ? 

Arc.  I  know  not, 
Nor  would  I  part  with  life  fo  tamely. 

Phil.  We  dare 

Engage  ours  in  your  quarrel  •,  hide  your  fword, 
It  may  beget  fufpicion  ;  it  is 
Enough  to  queilion  you. 

Arc.  I'm  confident ; 

Pray  pardon  me  !   come,  I  defpife  all  danger ; 
Yet  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  my  uncle,  told  me 
J-Ie  would  not  fee  my  body  full  of  wounds. 

Lyfan.  Your  uncle  ?  this  is  ftrange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honeft  uncle. 
If  my  unlucky  ftars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a  fate 

Phil.  There  is  fome  ftrange  miftake  in't. 

Enter  *Antigonu$. 

Ant.  Arcadius,  the  queen  would  fpeak  with  you  j 
You  muft  make  hafte. 

Arc.  Tho'  to  my  death,  I  fly 
Upon  her  fummons  j  I  give  up  my  breath 

B.  4  Ther 
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Then  willingly,  if  fhe  command  ic  from  me.    [Exit, 

Phil.  This  does  a  little  trouble  me. 

Lyjan.  I  know  not 

What  to  imagine  •,  fomething  is  the  ground 
Of  this  perplexity,  but  I  hope  there  is  not 
Any  fuch  danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  Sophia,  Lyjimachus,  Macarius,  Eubulus,  Seleucus  * 
Arcadius,  Ladies,  Attendants,  and  Gentlemen. 

Sophia.  We  have  already  granted  to  Selfiicus, 
And  they  mall  try  their  valour,  if  Arcadius 
Have  fpirit  in  him  to  accept  the  challenge; 
Our  royal  word  is  palled. 

Phil.  This  is  ftrange. 

Eub.  Madam,  my  Ion  knew  not  what  he  afk'd, 
And  you  were  cruel  to  conlent  fo  foon. 

Mac.   Wherein  have  I  offended,  to  be  robb'd 
At  once  of  all  the  wealth  I  have  ?  Arcadiqs 
Is  part  of  me. 

Eub.  Seleucus'  life  and  mine 
Are  twilled  on  one  thread,  both  (land  or  fall 
Together.    Hath  the  fervice  for  my  country 
Delerv'd  but  this  reward,  to  be  fent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home  ?  Was't  not  enough, 
When  I  was  young,  to  lofe  rny  blood  in  wars, 
But  the  poor  remnant  that  is  fcarcely  warm, 
And  faintly  creeping  thro'  my  wither'd  veins, 
Mud  be  let  out  to  make  you  fport  ? 

Mad  How  can 

We,  that  fhall  this  morn  fee  the  facred  oil 
Fall  on  your  virgin  trefles,  hope  for  any 
^Protection  hereafter,  when  this  day 
You  facrifice  the  blood  of  them  that  pray  for  you  ? 
Arcadius,  I  prithee  fpeak  thyfelf ; 
It  is  for  thee  I  plead. 

Eub.  Seleucus,  kneel, 
And  fay  thou  h<aft  repented  thy  ram  fuit ! 
If  ere  I  fee  thee  fight  I  be  thus  wounded, 
How  will  the  leaft  drop  forced  from  thy  veins 
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my  heart  ? 

Mac.  Why,  that's  good  ! 
Arcadius,  fpeak  to  her ;  hear  him,  madam. 

Arc.  If  you  call  back  this  honour  you  have  done  me, 
J  fhall  repent  I  live. — Do  not  perfuade  me ! — 
Seleucus,  thou'rt  a  noble  enemy  ; 
And  I  will  love  thy  foul,  tho'  I  defpair 
Our  bodies'  friendly  converfation  : 
I  would  we  were  to  tug  upon  fome  cliff, 
Or,  like  two  prodigies  i'th'  air,  our  conflict 
Might  generally  be  gaz'd  at,  and  our  blood 
Appeafe  our  grandfires'  afhes  ! 

Mac.  I'm  undone  ! 

Sel.  Madam,  my  father  fays  I  have  offended ; 
If  fo,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  befeech  you, 
For  your  own  glory,  call  not  back  your  word  ! 

Eub.  They  are  both  mad. 

Sophia.  No  more  !  we  have  refolv'd  : 
And  fi nee  their  courage  is  fo  nobly  flam'd, 
This  morning  we'll  behold  the  champions 
Within  the  hit.     Be  not  afraid  their  flrife 
Will  ftretch  fo  far  as  death.     So  foon  as  we 
Are  crown'd,  prepare  yourfelves,     Seleucus  ! 

[§ejtucus  kifjes  her  band. 

Sel.  I  have  receiv'd  another  life  in  this 
High  favour,  and  may  lofe  what  nature  gave  me. 

Sophia.  Arcadius,  to  encourage  thy  young  valour, 
We  give  th.ee  our  father's  fword  j 
Command  it  from  our  armory.     Lyfimachus, 
'  To  our  Coronation.  [Exeunt. 

Eub.  I  will  forfeit  fooner 
My  head  for  a  rebellion,  than  fuffer  it l6.  \Exit. 

Mac.  I'm  circled  with  confufions !  I'll  do  fomewhat: 
My  brains  and  friends  affift  me  ! 

Phil. 


16  Sel.  r II  forfeit,  &c. 

Arc.   I  am  circled ]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  agree 

with  me  here  are  two  falfe  names  put  into  thefe  two  places  ;  and*hat 
fuifu/us  fhould  Aipply  Seleucus  and  Macarius  Arcadius,  and  tis  plain, 
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Phil.  But  do  you  think  they'll  fight  indeed  ? 

Lyfan.  Perhaps 

Her  majefty  will  fee  a  bout  or  two : 
And  yet  'tis  wondrous  ftrange  !  fuch  fpe&acles 
Are  rare  i'th'  court.     An  they  were  to  Ikirmim  nakecj 
Before  her,  then  there  might  be  fome  excufe. 
There  is  fome  gimcracks  in't ;  the  queen  is  wife 
Above  her  years. 

Phil.  Macarius  is  perplex'd. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

"Lyfan.  I  cannot  blame  him.    But  my  lord  Eubulu? 
Returns ;  they  are  both  troubled  :  'Las,  good  men  ! 
But  our  duties  are  expelled  ;  we  forget, 

\Exeunt  Pbilodes  and  Lyfander. 

Eitb.  I  mufl  refolve;  and  yet  things  are  not  ripe, 
My  brain's  upon  the  torture  ! 

Mac.  This  may  quit 

The  hazard  of  his  perfon,  whofe  lead  drop 
Of  blood  is  worth  more  than  our  families. 
My  lord  Eubulus,  I  have  thought  a  way 
To  flay  the  young  mens'  defperate  proceedings  : 
It  is  our  caufe  they  fight;  let  us  befeech 
The  queen,  to  grant  us  two  the  privilege 
Of  duel,  rather  than  expofe  their  lives 
To  cither's  fury :  It  were  pity  they 
Should  run  upon  fo  black  a  deftiny ; 
We  are  both  old,  and  may  be  fpar'd  ;  a  pair 
Of  fruitlefs  trees,  mofTy  and  wither'd  trunks. 
That  fill  up  too  much  room. 

Eub.  Moft  willingly ; 
And  I  will  praife  her  charity  t'  allow  it : 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  to  ufe  a  fword. 
Let's  lofe  no  time  !  By  this  act,  me  will  licence 

ior^eleucus  and  Arcadiui  are  not  now  upon  the  itage,  but  went  off 
vjith  the  queen,  Lyfmuchus,  urc.  I  have  likewife  ventured  to  add  a 
word  to 

Hub.  P 11  forfeit 

My  head,  &c. 

which  was  not  fenfe,  as  ii  flood  in  all  the  copies.  Sympfon. 

Our 
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Our  fouls  to  leave  our  bodies  but  a  day, 
Perhaps  an  hour,  the  fooner ;  they  may  live 
To  do  her  better  fervice,  and  be  friends 
When  we  are  dead.     And  yet  I  have  no  hope 
This  will  be  granted  ;  curfe  upon  our  faction  ! 

Mac.  If  Hie  deny  us 

Eub.  What? 

Mac.  I  would  do  fomewhat 

Eub.  There's  fomething  o'  the  fudden  ftruck  upon 
My  imagination,  that  may  fccur.e  us. 

Mac.  Name  it  j  if  no  difhonour  wait  upon't, 
To  preferve  them,  I'll  accept  any  danger. 

Eub.  There  is  no  other  way — and  yet  my  heart 
Would  be  excus'd— but  'tis  to  fave  his  life. 

Mac.  Speak  it,  Eubulus. 

Eub.  In  your  ear  I  fhall ; 
Jt  fha'not  make  a  noife  if  you  refufe  it. 

Mac.  Hum !    tho'  it  ftir  my  blood,   I'll  meet. 

Ar  cadi  us, 

If  this  preferve  thee  not,  I  muft  unfeal 
Another  myftery.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophia,  Lyjimacbus,  Caffander^  Charitta, 
Lyjander^  Philocles,  and  Antigonus. 

Sophia.  We  owe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will  deferve, 
At  lead  by  our  endeavours,  that  none  may 
This  day  repent  their  prayers.     My  lord-protector! 

Caf.  Madam, 

I  have  no  fuch  title  now,  and  am  bleft  to  lofe      ' 
That  name  fo  happily  :  I  was  but  trufled 
With  a  glorious  burden. 

Sophia.  You  have  prov'd 
Yourfelf  our  faithful  counfellor,  and  muft  ftill 
Protect  our  growing  ftate  :  A  kingdom's  fcepter 
Wreighs  down  a  woman's  arm;  this  crown  fits  heavy 
Upon  my  brow  already ;  and  we  know 
There's  fomething  more  than  metal  in  this  wreath 
Of  fhining  glory  j  but  your  faith  and  counfel, 
That  are  familiar  with  mvfteries, 

And 
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And  depths  of  ftate,  have  power  to  make  us  fit 
For  fuch  a  bearing,  in  which  both  you  fhall 
Do  loyal  fervice,  and  reward  your  duties. 

Caff.  Heav'n  preferve  your  highnefs  ! 

Sophia. But  yet,  my  lords  and  gentlemen,  let  none 
Mifhxe  me,  that,  becaufe  I  urge  your  wifdoms, 
I  fhall  grow  carelefs,  and  impofe  on  you 
The  managing  of  this  great  province  !  no, 
We  will  be  active  too ;  and  as  we  are 
In  dignity  above  your  perfcns,  fo 
The  gFeateft  portion  of  the  difficulties 
We  call  to  us,  you  in  your  fever al  places 
Relieving  us  with  your  experience, 
Obferving  in  your  beft  directions 
All  modefty,  and  diftance  ;  for  altho' 
We  are  but  young,  no  action  fhall  forfeit 
Our  royal  privilege,  or  encourage  any    « 
To  unreverent  boldnefs.     As  it  will  become 
Our  honour  to  corifult,  ere  we  determine, 
Of  the  moft  neceflary  thing  of  ftate  j 
So  we  are  fenfible  of  any  check  I7, 
But  in  a  brow?  that  faucily  controls 
Our  action,  prefuming  on  our  years 
As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  fex  ;  that  head 
Is  not  fecnre,  that  dares  our  power  or  juftice. 

Phil.  Sh'  has  a  brave  fpirit !  Look  how  the  protector 
Grows  pale  already ! 

Sophia.  But  I  fpeak  to  you 
Are  perfect  in  obedience,  and  may  fpare 
This  theme  -,  yet  'twas  no  immaterial 
Part  of  our  character,  fmce  I  defire 
AH  fhouid  take  notice  I  have  ftudied 
T^he  knowledge  of  myfelf ;  by  which  I  fhall 

*?  So  we  are  fenfcble  of  a  cheek.]   Seward  would  read, 

So  were  \\G\.  fenfible  of  any  check. 

But  in  a  brovj,  &c. 

We  have  adopted  Sympfon's  reading,  which  he  thus  explains  :  '  Even 
*  the  leaji  fee  ml  ng  diftike  ta  our  judgment  expreffid  by  a.  rwrink!edbrp<vjt 
'  we  artfcnfibieof)  &c.' 

Better 
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Better  diftinguifh  of  your  worth  and  perfons 
In  .your  relations  to  us. 

Lyjan.  This  language 
Is  but  a  threatening  to  fomebody. 

Sophia.  But  we  mifs  forme,  that  ufe  not  to  abfent 
Their  duties  from  us  :  Where's  Macarius  ? 
.    Caff.  Retir'd  to  grieve,  your  majefty  hath  given 
Confent  Arcadius  fhould  enter  lift 
To-day,  with  young  Sciences. 

Sophia.  We  purpofe 

Enter  Gentleman. 

They  fhall  proceed.     What's  he  ? 

Phil.  A  gentleman  t 

Belonging  to  Seleucus,  that  gives  notice 
He  is  prepar'd,  and  waits  your  royal  pleafure. 

Sophia.  He  was  compos'd  for  action.    Give  notice 
To  Arcadius,  and  admit  the  challenger  ! 
Let  other  princes  boaft  their  gaudy  tilting, 
And  mockery  of  battles  !  but  our  triumph 
Is  celebrated  with  true  noble  valour, 

Enter  Seleucus  and  Arcadius  at  Jeveral  doors y  their 
pages  before  them^  bearing  their  targets. 

Two  young  men  fpirited  enough  to  have 
Two  kingdoms  ftak'd  upon  their  fwords.  Lyfimachus, 
Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  arms  ? 
'Twere  pity  but  they  Ihould  do  fomething  more 
Than  wave  their  plumes.     \_A  Jhout  within.^  What 
noife  is  that  ? 

Enter  Macarius  and  Eululus. 

Mac.  The  peoples' joy,  to  know  us  reconcil'd, 
Is  added  to  the  jubilee  o'  th'  day  : 
We  have  no  more  a  faction,  but  one  heart. 
Peace  flow  in  every  bofom  ! 

Eub.  Throw  away 

Thefe  inftruments  of  death,  and  like  two  friends 
Embrace  by  our  example. 

Sophia. 
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Sophia.  This  unfeign'd  ? 

Mac.  By  our  duties  to  yourfelf !  Dear  madam, 
Command  them  not  advance  :  Our  houfes  from 
This  minute  are  incorporated  ;  happy  day  ! 
Our  eyes,  at  which  before  revenge  look'd  forth, 
May  clear  fufpicion.     Oh,  my  Arcadius  ! 

Eub.  We've  found  a  nearer  way  to  friendfhip, 

madam, 
Than  by  expofing  them  to  fight  for  us, 

Sophia.  If  this  be  faithful,  our  defires  are  blefs'd. 
We  had  no  thought  to  wafte,  but  reconcile 
Your  blood  this  way,  and  we  did  prophefy l8 
This  happy  chance :  Spring  into  either's  bofom, 
Arcadius  and  Seleucus  ! — What  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  day's  felicity  ? 
Yes,  there  is  fomething,  is  there  not,  my  lord, 
While  we  are  virgin-queen  ? 

Caf.  Ha  !  that  firing 
Doth  promife  mufick. 

Sophia.  I  am  yet,  my  lords. 
Your  fingle  joy  ;  and  when  I  look  upon 
What  I  have  took  to  manage,  the  great  care 
Of  this  moft  flourifhing  kingdom,  I  incline 
To  think  I  lhall  do  juftice  to  myfelf 
If  I  chufe  one,  whofe  ftrength  and  virtue  may 
AfTift  my  undertaking  :  Think  you,  lords, 
A  hufband  would  not  help  ? 

Lyfan.  No  queftion,  madam18; 
And  he  that  you  purpofe  to  make  fo  blefs'd, 
Muft  needs  be  worthy  of  our  humbleft  duty : 
It  is  the  general  vote. 

Sophia.  We  will  not  then 
Trouble  ambafiadors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad  ;  within  our  own  dominion, 
Fruitful  in  honour,  we  fhall  make  our  choice  ; 
And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over  long 
In  th'  imagination,  from  this  circle  we 
Have  purpofe  to  elect  one,  whom  I  fhall 

18  vW<UTtfWprophdy.]  i.  e.  Forcfie.  Sympfon. 

Salute 


THE      CORONATION.     3t 

Salute  a  king  and  hufband. 

Lyjan.  Now,  my  lord  Lyfimachus  ! 
Sophia.  Nor  Ihall  we  in  this  action  be  accus'd 
Of  rafhnefs,  fmce  the  man  we  fhall  declare 
Deferving  our  affection  hath  been  early 
In  our  opinion,  (which  had  reafon  firft 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  nobility) 
Long  married  to  our  thoughts,  will  juflify 
Our  fair  election. 

Phil,  Lyfimachus  bluflies. 

Caff.  Direct  our  duties,  madam,  to  pray  for  him! 

[She  comes  from  the  flats. 

Sophia.  Arcadius,  you  fee  from  whence  we  come ; 
Pray  lead  us  back  :  You  may  afcend. 
Caff.  How's  this  ?  o'er-reach'd  ? 
Arc.  Madam,  be  charitable  to  your  humbleft  crea 
ture  ! 

Do  not  reward  the  heart,  that  falls  in  duty 
Beneath  your  feet,  with  making  me  the  burden 
Of  the  court-mirth,  a  mockery  for  pages  ! 
'Twere  treafon  in  me  but  to  think  you  mean  thus. 

Sophia.  ArcadiuSj  you  muft  refufe  my  love, 
Or  fhame  this  kingdom. 

Phil.  Is  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 
Caff.  I  fliall  run  mad,  Lyfimachus ! 
Lyfim.  Sir,  contain  yourfelf. 
Sel.  Is  this  to  be  believ'd  ? 
Mac.  What  dream  is  this  ? 

Phil.  He  kiffes  her  !  now,  by  this  day,  I'm  glad  on't. 
Lyjan.  Mark  the  protector  ! 
Ant.  Let  him  fret  his  heart-firings  ! 
Sophia.  Is  the  day  cloudy  on  the  fudden  ? 
Arc.  Gentlemen, 

It  was  not  my  ambition ;  (I  durft  never 
Afpire  fo  high  in  thought)  but  fmce  her  majefty 
Hath  pleas'd  to  call  me  to  this  honour,  I 
Will  ftudy  to  be  worthy  of  her  grace, 
By  whom  I  live. 

Sophia.  The  church  tomorrow  fhall 

Confirm 
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Confirm  our  marriage.     Noble  Lyfimachus, 
We'll  find  out  other  ways  to  recompenfe 
Your  love  to  us.     Set  forward !  Come,  Arcadius ! 
[Exeunt  Scpbiay  Arcadius,  and  Philodes* 

Mac.  It  mult  be  fo ;  and  yet  let  me  confider ! 

Caff.  He  infults  already  !  Policy,  aflift  me 
To  break  his  neck  ! 

Lyfim.  Who  would  truft  woman  ? 
Loft,  in  a  pair  of  minutes  loft !  How  bright 
A  morning  rofe  but  now,  and  now  'tis  night.  \Exe. 


ACT        III. 


Enter  Polidora  and  Servant. 

t  where  (hall  virgins  look  for  faith  here- 

after, 

If  he  prove  falfe,  after  fo  many  vows  ? 
And  yet,  if  I  confider,  he  was  tempted 
Above  the  ftrength  of  a  young  lover :  Two 
Such  glories  courting  '9  his  acceptance,  were 
Able  to  make  difloyalty  no  fin, 
At  leaft  not  feem  a  fault :  A  lady  firft, 
Whofe  very  looks  would  thaw  a  man  more  frozen 
Than  th'  Alps,  quicken  afoul  more  dead  than  winter; 
Add  to  her  beauty  and  perfection, 
That  ftie's  a  queen,  and  brings  with  her  a  kingdom 
Able  to  make  a  great  mind  forfeit  Heaven. 
What  could  the  frailty  of  Arcadius 
Suggeft,  t'unfpirit  him  fo  much,  as  not 
To  fly  to  her  embraces  ? — You  were  prefent 
When  fhe  declar'd  herfelf  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  madam. 

Polid.  Tell  me, 
Did  not  he  make  a  paufe,  when  the  fair  queen 

'9  Such  glorious  courting.}  Correded  in  1750. 
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A  full  temptation  flood  him  ? 

Serv.  Very  little 

My  judgment  could  diftinguifli :  She  did  no  fobnef 
Propound,  but  he  accepted. 

Polid.  That  was  ill. 

He  might  with  honour  fta'nd  one  or  two  minutes  ; 
Methinks  it  fhould  have  ftartled  him  a  little 
To  have  rernember'd  me  ;  I  have  deferv'd 
At  leaft  a  cold  thought.   Well,  pray  give  it  him. 

Serv.  I  fhall.  .  \_Pclid'.  gives  him  a  Utter'. 

Polid.  When  ? 

Serv.  Inftantly. 

Polid.  Not  fo";  «,:,., 

But  take  a  time  when  his  joy  fwells  him  moft,' 
When  his  delights  are  high  and  ravifhing, 
When  you  perceive. his  foul  dance, in  his  eyes, 
When  ihe,  tfiat  muft  be  his,  hath  drefs'd  her  beaut 
With  all  her  pride,  and  fends  a  thoiifand  Cupids 
To  call  him  to  the  tailing  of  her  lip  ; 
Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I  live, 
I'll  pray  for  him. 

Serv.  I  fhall.  [Exeunt! 

Enter  Caffander  and Lyfima'chus* 

Caff.  There  is  no  way  but.  death, 

Lyfim:  That's  black  and  horrid  ! 
Confider,  Sir,  it  was  her  fin,  not  his ;.,      .  , 
I  cannot  accufe  him ;  what  man  could  carry 
A  heart  fo  frozen;  not  to  melt  at  fuch    , 
A  glorious  flame  ?  Who  could  not  fly  to  fuch" 
A  happinefs  ? 

Caff.  Have  you  ambition  . 

To  be  a  tame  fool  ?  See  fo  vaft  an  injury,'. 
And  not  revenge  it  ?  Make,  me  not  fufpecT 
Thy  mother  for  this  fufferance,  my  fori.' 

Lyfim.  Pray  heaV  me,  Sir. 
.  Caff.  Hear  a  patient .guH/,   ' 
A  property  ?  Thou  haft  no  blood  of  mine,' 
If  this  affront  provoke  thee  not :  How  canft 

VOL.  IX.  C  B* 
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Be  charitable  to  thyfelf,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  fhame  ?  Nor  is  he  innocent  j 
He  had  before  crept  (lily  into  her  bofom, 
And  pracYis'd  thy  difhonour. 

Lyfim.  You  begin 
To  ftir  me,  Sir. 

Caff.  How  elfe  could  (he  be  guilty 
Of  fuch  contempt  of  thee,  and  in  the  eye 
Of  all  the  kingdom  ?  they  confpir'd  this  {lain, 
When  they  had  cunning  meetings.     Shall  thy  love 
And  blooming  hopes  be  fcatter'd  thus,  and  Lyfl- 

machus 
Stand  idle  gazer  ? 

Lyfim.  What,  Sir,  will  his  death 
Advantage  us,  if  fhe  be  falfe  to  me  ? 
So  irreligious  ?  and  to  touch  her  perfon — 
Paufe,  we  may  be  obferv'd. 

Enter  Philodes  and  Lyfander. 

Lyfan.  'Tis  the  protector 
And  his  fon. 

Phil.  Alas,  poor  gentleman  !  I  pity  his 
Neglefl,  but  am  not  forry  for  his  father, 
'Tis  a  ftrange  turn. 

Lyfan.  The  whirligigs  of  women  ! 

Phil.  Your  Grace's  fervant. 

Caff.  I  .am  yours,  gentlemen  ; 
And  fhould  be  happy  to  deferve  your  loves. 

Phil.  Now  he  can  Matter. 

Lyfan.  Not,  Sir,  to  enlarge 
Your  fufferings,  I  have  a  heart  doth  wifh 
The  queen  had  known  better  to  reward 
Your  love  and  merit. 

Lyfim.  If  you  would  exprefs 
Your  love  to  me,  pray  do  not  mention  it. 
I  muft  obey  my  fate. 

Phil.  She  will  be»married 
To  t'other  gentleman  for  certain  then  ? 

Caff.  I  hope  you'll  wilh  'em  joy. 

PhiL 
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Phil  Indeed  I  will;  Sir. 

Lyjan.  Your  Grace's  fervant !  [Exeunt. 

Caff.  We  are  grown 

Ridiculous,  the  paftime  of  the  court  I— 
Here  comes  another. 

Enter  Seleucus-. 

Sel.  Where's  your  Ton,  my  lord  ? 

Caff.  Like  a  neglected  fervant  of  his  rniflrefs— *• 

Sel.  \  would  afk  him  a  queftion. 
,  Caff.  What? 

Sel.  Whether  the  queen* 
As  'tis  reported,  lov'd  him  :  He  can  tell 
Whether  fhe  promis'd  what  they  talk  ofj  marriage* 

'Caff.  I  caii  refolve  you  that^  Sir. 

Sel.  She  did  prornife  ? 

Caff.  Yes. 

Sel.  Then  fhe's  a"  woman )  and  your  fon * 

Caff.  What? 

Sel'.  Not 

Worthy  his  blood,  dnd  expectation; 
If  he  be  calm. 

Caff.  There's  nd  oppofmg  deftiny; 

Sel.  I'd  cut  the  throat — — 

Caff.  Whofe  throat  ? 

Sel.  Thedeftiny's;  that's  dl. 
I  am  Seleiicus  ftill]  a  poof  fhadow 
O'th'  world,  a  walking  picture  !  it  concerns 
Not  me;  I  am  forgotten  by  my  ftars. 

Caff.  The  queeni  with  more  difcretion,  might  ha' 
chofen  thee; 

Sel.  Whom  ? 

Caff.  Thee,  Seleiicus. 

Sel.  Me? 

1  cannot  dance,  and  ff ifk  with  due  activity ! 
My  body's  lead;  I've  too  much  phlegm ,«  what  fhould  1 
Do  with  a  kingdom  ?  No,  Arcadius 
Becomes  the  culhion,  and  can  pleafe.  Yet,  fetting 
Afide  the  trick  that  ladies  of  blood  look  atj 
Another  man  might  make  a  fhift  to  v/ear 
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Rich  cloaths,  fit  in  the  chair  of  ftate,  and  nod, 
Dare  venture  on  difcourfe  that  does  not  trench 
On  compliment,  and  think  the  fludy  of  arms 
And  arts  more  commendable  in  a  gentleman, 
Than  any  galliard  lo. 

Caff.  Arcadius 
And  you  were  reconcil'd  ? 

Sel.  We  ?  yes ;  oh,  yes. 

But  'tis  not  manners  now  to  fay  we  arc  friends ; 
At  our  equality  there  had  been  reafon, 
But  now  fubjettion  is  the  word. 

Caff.  They  are  not  yet  married  ? 

Sel.  I'll  make  no  oath  upon't.     My  lord  Lyfima- 

chus, 

A  word !  You'll  not  be  angry  if  I  love  you  ? 
May  not  a  batchelor  be  made  a  cuckold  ? 

Lyfim.  How,  Sir ! 

Caff.  Lyfimachus,  this  gentleman 
Is  worthy  our  embrace ;  he's  fpirited, 
And  may  be  ufeful. 

Sel.  Hark  you ;  can  you  tell 
Where's  the  beft  dancing-mailer  ?  An  you  mean 
To  rife  at  court,  practife  to  caper  :  Farewell, 
The  noble  fcience  that  makes  work  for  cutlers ! 
It  will  be  out  of  fafhion  to  wear  fwords ; 
Mafques  and  devices,  welcome  !  I  falute  you. 
Is  it  not  pity  any  divifion 
•Should  be  heard  out  of  mufick  ?  Oh,  'twill  be 
An  excellent  age  of  crotchets,  and  of  canters  ! 
B'y',  captains Zl,  that  like  fools  will  fpend  your  blood 
Out  of  your  country  !  you  will  be  of  lefs 
Ufe  than  your  feathers ;  if  you  return  unmaim'd, 
You  fhall  be  beaten  foon  to  a  new  march, 
When  you  fhall  think  it  a  difcretion 

*•  'Galliard.~\  '  The  Galliard  is  a  lively  air  in  triple  time  ;  Brof- 
'  tard  intimates  that  it  is  the  fame  with  the  Rovminefca,  a  favourite 
•  dance  with  the  Jtalians.'  i'/>  Job*  Hawkins,  Hiji.  Mufickt  vol. 
iv.  p.  387- 

ai  Buy  captains,  that  lihefoois— if  yfarttnrfi  uriihann'd.]  Both 
errors  collected  by  Sevvard, 
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To  fell  your  glorious  buffs  to  buy  fine  pumps, 
And  pan  tables ;  this  is,  I  hope,  no  treafon. 

Enter   Arcadius    leading  Sophia,    Charilla,    Eubulus, 
Lyfander,  Philoclesy  and  Polidora's  Servant™. 

CaJ.  Wo't  ftay,  Lyfimachus  ? 

Ly firti .  Yes,  Sir,  and  fliew 
A  patience  above  her  injury. 

Arc.  This  honour  is  too  much,  madam !  AfTumc 
Your  place,  and  let  Arcadius  wait  ftillj 
*Tis  happinefs  enough  to  be  your  fervant. 

Caff.  Now  he  diifembles. 

Sophia.  Sir,  you  muft  (it. 

Arc.  I  am  obedient.  \Mujic  heard. 

Sophia.  This  is  not  mufic 

Sprightly  enough ;  it  feeds  the  foul  with  melancholy. 
How  fays  Arcadius  ? 

Arc.  Give  me  leave  to  think, 
There  is  no  harmony  but  in  your  voice, 
And  not  an  accent  of  your  heav'nly  tongue, 
But  ftrikes  me  into  rapture:   I  incline 
To  think  the  tale  of  Orpheus  no  fable  ; 
*Tis  poffible  he  might  enchant  the  rocks, 
And  charm  the  foreir,  foften  Hell  itfelf, 
With  his  commanding  lute;  it  is  no  miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whole  ev'ry  breath  conveys 
The  hearer  into  Heav'n:  How  at  your  lips 
Winds  gather  perfumes,  proudly  glide  away, 
7'o  difperfe  fweetnels  round  about  the  world! 

Sel.   Fine  (luff! 

Sophia.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc,  Not,  if  I  mould  fay 

Nature  had  plac'd  you  here  the  creatures'  wonder, 
And  her  own  fpring,  from  which  ail  excellence 
On  earth's  deri'v'd,  and  copied  forth  j,  arid  when 
The  character  of  fair  and  good  in  others 
Is  quite  worn  out,  and  loft,  looking  on  you 
Jt  is  fupplied,  and  you  alone  made  mortal, 

**  Polidora.  Str-vant.]   Corrected  by  Symplon, 

c  3' 
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To  feed  and  keep  alive  all  beauty. 

Sel.  Ha  !   ha  !   Can  you  endure  it,  gentlemen  ? 

•Lyjcw,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sel.  Nay,  afk  him  what  he  means  ; 
Mine  is  a  down-right  laugh. 

Sofbia.  Well,  Sir,  proceed. 

Arc.  At  fuch  bright  eyes  the  ftars  do  light  them* 

felves, 

At  fuch  a  forehead  fwans  renew  their  white, 
From  fuch  a  lip  the  morning  gathers  blumes. 

Sel.  The  morning  is  more  modeft  than  thy  praifesj 
What  a  thing  docs  he  make  her  ? 

Arc.  And  when  you  fly  to  Heav'n,  and  leave  this 

world 

No  longer  maintenance  of  goodnefs  from  you, 
Then  poetry  mail  lole  all  ule  with  us, 
And  be  no  more,  fmce  nothing  in  your  abfence 
Js  left,  that  can  be  worthy  of  a  verfe. 

Sel.  Ha,  ha  ! 

Sophia.  Who's  that  ? 

Sel.  '  Fwas  I,  madam. 

Arc.  Seleucus  ? 

'Caff.  Ha! 

Sel.  Yes,  Sir;  'twas  I  that  Jaugh'd. 

Arc.  At  what  ? 

Sel.  At  nothing. 

Lyfan.  Contain  yourfelf,  Seleucus. 

JLub.  Are  you  mad  ? 

Sophia.  Have  you  ambition  to  be  punifh'd, 

Sel.  I  need  not  -,  'twaxs  punifhment 
Enough  to  hear  him  make  an  idol  of  you  ; 
I-le  left  out  the  commendation  of  your  patience. 
I  was  a  little  moved  in  my  nature, 
Fo  hear  his  rodomontados,  and  make 
A  monfter  of  his  miftrefs  ;  which 
I  pitied  firft;   but  feeing  him  proceed, 
I  gueis'd  he  brought  you  mirth  with  his  inventions, 
And  fo  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it. 
.  You're  faucy  ! 

We'll 
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We'll  place  you  where  you  mall  not  be  fo  merry. 
Take  him  away  ! 

Lyfan.  Submit  yourfelf. 

Arc.  Let  me 
Plead  for  his  pardon. 

Sel.  I  would  not  owe 

My  life  fo  poorly  !   Berg  thy  own  :  When  you 
Are  king  you  cannot  bribe  your  deftiny. 

Eub.  Good  madam,  hear  me  !  I  fear  he  is  diffracted. 

Caff.  Brave  boy  !  —  Thou  fhouldft  be  mafter  of  a 

foul 
.Like  his-,  thy  honour's  more  concerned  **. 

Sel.  'Tis  charity  ; 
Away  wo*  me  !  B'y',  madam*4! 

Caff".  He  has  a  daring  fpirit.  [Exeunf  Sel.  Eub.  Caff. 

Arc.  Theie,  and  a  thoufand  more  affronts,  I  mult 
Expect  -,  your  favours  draw  them  all  upon  me: 
In  my  firit  ftate  I  had  no  enemies  ; 
I  was  it-cure,  while  I  did  grow  beneath 
This  expectation  ;  humble  vallies  thrive  with 
Their  bofoins  full  of  flowers,  when  the  hills  melt 
With  lightning,  and  rough  anger  of  the  clouds. 
Let  me  retire. 

Sophia.  And  can  Arcadius 
At  fuch  a  breath  be  mov'd  ?  I  had  opinion 
Your  courage  durft  have  ftood  a  tempelt  for 
Our  love:  Can  you  for  this  incline  to  leave 

other  princes  mould  in  vain  havefued  for? 


i;  Brave  boy,  &c.]  This  fpeech  was  joined  to  that  of  EubuJus, 
'till  Mr.  beward  difcovered  the  error. 

z*  -  'boy,  madam  ?]  We  find  afterward  Seleucus  fent  to 
prifon,  for  which  there  is  now  no  exprefs  command  given  by  the 
queer,  ;  and  in  the  next  place  it  is  evident  that  (he  had  cnll'd  him  boy, 
to  which,  Boy,  madam,  is  an  anfwcr.  The  words  omitted,  might 
probably  come  in  between  Eubulus  and  Calender's  fpeeches,  and 
might  be  to  this  effect, 

Aivay  <voitb  that  audacious  boy  to  prifon.  Seward. 

What  occur  r'd  to  me  upon  reading  this  paiTage  was  this,  that  boy 
is  only  a  corruption  of  b  "y\  and  dehgned  QS  an  ironical  taking  leave 
of  the  queen  on  his  going  to  prifon.  Sytnpfon. 

Syiupi'on  is  undo4btedly  right. 

C  4 
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How  many  lovers  are  in  Epire  now 

Would  throw  themielves  on  danger,  not  expec~b 

One  enemy,  but  empty  their  own  veins, 

[And  think  the  lofs  of  all  their  blood  rewarded, 

To  have  one  fmile  of  us  when  they  are  dying  \ 

And  fhall  this  murmur  {hake  you  ? 

Arc.  'Not,  dear  madam ; 
My  life  is  fuch  a  poor  defpifed  thing, 
in  value  your  teaft  graces,  that  to  loie 
It  were  to  make  myfell  a  victory. 
It  is  not  for  myfelf  I  fear  :  The  envy 
Of  others  cannot  faften  wound  in  me 
Greater,  than  that  your  goodnefs  mould  be  check'd 
So  daringly. 

Sophia.  Let  not  thofe  thoughts  afflict  thee^ 
While  we  have  power  to  correct  tlV  offences. 
Arcadius;  be  tmine  !  This  Hull  confirm  it.  [Kijjesbm. 

Arc.  I  "mall  forget, 

And  lofe  my  way  to  Heav'n :  That  touch  had  been 
Enough  to  have  reitor'd  me,  and  infus'd 
A  fpirit  of  a  more  celeftial  nature, 
After  the  tedious  abience  of  my  foul. 
Qh,  b!efs  me  not  too  much  !   one  fmile  a-day 
\Vould  fVetch  my  life  to  immortality  *>. 
Poets,'  that  \vrap  divinity  in  taies, 
Look  here,  and  give  your  copies  forth  of  angels  \ 
"What  bieffing  can  remain  ? 

Sopbia.  Our  marriage. 

Arc.  Place  then  fome  horrors  in  the  way 
For  me,  not  you,  to  pafs  \  the  journey's  end 
Holds  out  fuch  glories  to  me,  I  fhould  think 
Hell  but 'a  poor  degree  of  f offer  ing  for  it. — 

[Servant  delivers  him  a  ptper* 
What's  th^t  ?  fome  petition  ?  a  letter  to  me  j" 
*  You  had  a  Poiidora.'     Ha  !    that's  all ! 
I'th'  minute  when  my  ye/Tel's  riew  launch'd  forth, 
With  all  my  pride,  and  filken  wings  about  me, 
I  ftrike  upon  a  rock :  What  power  can  lave  me  ? 

*5 To  moitality.]  Corredtd  in  1750.  ' 

'You 
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5  You  had  a  Polidora !'     There's  a  name  J 
Killed  with  grief,  I  can  fp  foon  forget  her. 

Serv.  She  did  impofe  on  me  this  fervice,  Sir; 
And  while  fhe  lives,  fhe  fays.,  (he'll  pray  for  you. 

Arc.  She  lives ! 

That's  well  j  and  yet  'twere  better  for  my  fame 
And  honour,  Hie  were  dead.  What  fate  hath  plac'd  me 
Upon  this  fearful  precipice  ? 

Serv.  He's  troubled. 

Arc.  \  mufl  refolve :   My  faith  is  violated 
Already  ;    yet,  poor  loving  Polidora 
Will  pray  for  me,  fhe  fays  ;  to  think  fhe  can, 
Renders  me  hated  to  myfelf,  and  every 
Thought's  a  tormentor  \   let  me  then  be  juft. 

Sophia.  Arcadius ! 

Arc.  That  voice  prevails  again.     Oh,  Polidora, 
Thou  mu  ft  forgive  Arcadius ;  I  dare  not 
Turn  rebel  to  a  princefs  :  I  fhall  love 
Thy  virtue,  but  a  kingdom  has  a  charm 
\To  excufe  our  frailty.     Deareil  madam  ! 

Sophia.  Now  fet  forward. 

Arc.  To  perfect  all  our  joys ! 

Enter  Macarius  and  a  Bificp. 

Mac.  I'll  fright  their  glories. 

Cajf.  By  what  means  ? 

Mac.  Obferye. 

'Arc.  Our  good  uncle,  welcome  ! 

Sophia.  My  lord 'Macarius,   we   did   want  your 

perfon ; 
There's  fqmethirig  in  our  joys  wherein  you  fhare. 

Mac.  This  you  intend  your  highnefs'  wedding-day  ? 

Sophia.  We  are  going — — 

Mac.  Save  your  labour ; 
I've  brought  a  pricft  to  meet  yoij. 

Arc.  Reverend  father ! 

S'opbia.  Meet  vis  ?     Why  ? 

Mac.  To  tt^ll  you  that  you  mufl  not  marry. 

Cajf.  Didil  thou  hear  that,  Lyfimachus  ? 

Ljfl*. 
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Lyfim.  And  wonder  what  will  follow. 

Sophia.  We  muft  not  marry  ? 

Bifoop.  Madam,  'tis  a  rule 
Firft  made  in  Heav'n  j  and  I  muft  needs  declare 
You  and  Arcadins  muft  tie  no  knot 
Of  man  and  wife. 

Arc.  Is  my  uncle  mad  ? 

Sophia.  Joy  has  tranfported  him, 
Or  age  has  made  him  dote  :  Macarius, 
Provoke  us  hot  too  much ;  you  will  prefumc 
Above  our  mercy. 

Mac.  I'll  difcharge  my  duty, 
Could  your  frown  ftrike  me  dead. — My  lord,  you 

know 
Whofe  character  this  is  ? 

'Caff.  It  is  Theodofius', 
Your  Grace's  father. 

.Bijhop.  I  am  fubfcrib'd  a  witnefs. 

Phil.  Upon  my  life,  'tis  his. 

Mac.  Fear  not;  I'll  crofs  this  match,  \dfids  to  Caffi 

Caff.  I'll  blefs  thee  for't. 

A?t.  Uncle,  d'ye  know  what  you  do, 
Or  what  we  are  going  to  finifli  ?  You  will  not  break 
The  neck  of  my  glorious  fortune,  now  my  foot's 
I'th'  ftirrups,  and,  mounting,  throw  me  o'er  the  faddle? 
I  hope  you'll  let  one  be  a  king. — Madam, 
*Tis  as  you  fay,  my  uncle  is  fomething  craz'd, 
There's  a  worm  in's  brain,  but  I  beleech  you  par 
don  him: 

He  is  not  the  firft  of  your  council,  that  has  talk'd 
Idly.     D'ye  hear,  my  lord-biihop,  I  hope  you  have 

more 
Religion  than  to  join  with  him  to  undo  me. 

Bifbcp.  Not  I,  Sir ;  but  I  am  commanded  by  oath 

and  conference, 
TO  fpeak  truth. 

Arc.  If  your  truth  fhould  do  me 
Any  harm,  I  fhall  never  be  in  chanty 
With  a  crozier's  ftafr  -3  look  to't ! 

Sophia. 
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Sophia.  My  youngeft  brother  ? 

Caff.  Worfe  and  worfe  !  my  brains  !  [Exit, 

Mac.  Deliver'd  to  me  an  infant  with  this  writing, 
To  which  this  reverend  father  is  a  witnefs. 

Lyfan.  This  he  whom  we  fo  long  thought  dead, 
a  child  ? 

Sophia.  But  what  Ihould  make  my  father  to  truft 

him 

To  your  concealment  ?  give  abroad  his  death, 
And  bury  an  empty  coffin  ? 

Mac.   A  jealoufy  he  had 
Upon  Caffander,  whofe  ambitious  brain 
He  fear'd  would  make  no  confcience  tp  depofe 
His  fon,  to  make  Lyfimachus  king  of  Epire. 

Sophia.  He  made  no  fcruple  to  expofe  me  then 
To  any  danger  ? 

Mac.  He  fecur'd  you,  madam, 
By  an  early  engagement  of  your  affection 
To  Lyfimachus,  exempt  this  teftimony  : 
Had  he  been  Arcadius,  and  my  nephew, 
I  needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  ftate  j 
Your  love  and  marriage  had  made  him  king 
Without  my  trouble,  and  fav'd  that  ambition. 
There  was  necefiity  to  open  now 
Jiis  birth  and  title. 

Phil.  Demetrius  alive  ? 

Arc.  What  riddles  are  thefe  ?     Whom  do  they 
talk  of? 

Omnes.  We  congratulate  your  return  to  life  and 

honour, 

And,  as  becomes  us,  with  one  voice  falute  you, 
Demetrius,  king  of  Epire. 

Mac.  I  am  no  uncle,  Sir:    This  is  your  fiflerj 
I  Ihould  have  fuffer'd  inceft,  to  have  kept  you 
Longer  i'th'  dark  ;    Love,  and  be  happy  both ! 
My  trull  is  now  difcharg'd. 

Lyjan.  And  we  rejoice. 

Arc.  But  do  not  mock  me,  gentlemen; 
May  I  be  bold  upon  your  words  to  fay 

I  am 
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I  am  prince  Theodofms'  fon  ? 

Mac.  The  king. 

Arc.  You'll  juftify  it? 
Sifter,  I'm  very  glad  to  fee  you. 

Sophia.  I  am 

To  find  a  brother,  and  refign  my  glory. 
My  triumph  is  my  fhame.  [Exit* 

Enter  Caffander. 

Caff.  Thine  ear,  Lyfimachus. 

Arc.  Gentlemen,  I  owe 
Unto  your  loves  as  large  acknowledgment 
As  to  my  birth,  for  this  great  honour ;  and 
My  ftudy  fhall  be  equal  to  be  thought 
Worthy  of  both.  [Exit  Sophia* 

Caff.  Thou  art  turn'd  marble. 

Lyfm.  There  will  be  the  lefs  charge  for  my  monu 
ment. 

Caff.  Thismtift  not  be :  Sit  foft,  youngling !  [Exit. 

Lyfan.  Your  fifter.  Sir,  is  gone. 

Arc.  My  fifter  fliould  have  boen  my  bride,    T!w£ 

name 

Puts  me  in  mind  of  Polidora  ;  ha  ! 
Lyfander !   Philocles !   gentlemen ! 
If  you  will  have  me  think  your  hearts  allow  me 
Theodofius'  fon,  oh,  quickly  fnatch  fome  wings, 
Exprefs  it  in  your  hafte  to  Polidora  \ 
Tell  her,  what  title  is  new  dropt  from  Heav'n 
To  make  her  rich,  only  created  for  me ; 
Give  her  the  ceremony  of  my  queen ; 
With  all  the  ftate  that  may  become  our  bride, 
Attend  her  to  this  throne.     Are  you  not  there  ? 
Yet  ftay  !  'tis  too  much  pride  to  Tend  for  her*' 
We'll  go  ourfelf;  no  honour  is  enough 
For  Polidora,  to  redeem  our  fault  j 
Salute  her  gently  from  me,  and,  upon 
Your  knee,  prefent  her  with  this  diadem  ! 
*Tis  our  firft  gift;  tell  her  Demetrius  follows 
To  be  her  gueft,  and  give  himfelf  a  fervant 

To 
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To  her  chafte  bofom  ;  bid  her  ftretch  her  heart 
To  meet  me!  I  am  loft  in  joy  and  wonder!  [Exeunt. 


ACT         IV. 

Enter  Caffander,  Eubulus,  and  Soldier. 
Caff.  TTT  HERE'S  the  captain  of  the  cattle? 

yV    Sold.  He'll  attend  your  honours  prcfendy* 

Caff.  Give  him  knowledge  we  expecl:  him. 

Sold.  I  (hall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Caff.  He  is  my  creature,  (fear  not !) 
And  fhall  run  any  courfe  that  we  propound. 

Eitb.  My  lord,  I  like  the  fubftance  of  your  plot, 
'Tis  promifing  ;  but  matters  of  this  conlequence 
Are  not  fo  eafily  perfeft ;  and  it  does 
Concern  our  heads  to  build  upon  fecure 
Principles  :  Tho'  Seleucus,  I  confefs, 
Carry  a  high  and  daring  fpirit  in  him, 
'Tis  hard  to  thrufl  upon  the  Hate  new  fettled 
Any  impoftor ;  and  we  know  not  yet 
Whether  he'll  undertake  to  play  the  prince ; 
Or,  if  he  fhould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
He  can  behave  himfelf. 

Caff".  My  lord,  affairs 

Of  fuch  a  glorious  nature  are  half  finilh'd, 
When  they  begin  with  confidence. 

Eub.   Admit 

He  want  no  art,  nor  courage,  it  mufl  reft 
Upon  the  people  to  receive  his  title ; 
And  with  what  danger  their  uncertain  breath 
May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  fcarcely  warm 
In  the  king's  feat,  I  may  fufpeft. 

Caff.  That  reafon 

Makes  for  our  part ;  for  if  it  be  fo  probable 
That  young  Demetrius  fhould  be  living,  why 

ay  not  we  work  them  to  believe  Leonatus, 

Tha 
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The  eldeft  fon,  was  by  fome  trick  prefer v'd, 
And  now  would  claim  his  own  ?  There  were  two  fonsj 
Who  in  their  father's  life  we  fuppos'd  dead  ; 
May  not  we  find  a  circumftance  to  make    • 
This  feem  as  clear  as  t'other?  Let  the  vulgar 
Be  once  poflefs'd,  we'll  carry  Epire  from 
Demetrius,  and  the  world* 
Eub.  I  could  be  pleas'd 

Enter  Poleanus. 

To  fee  my  fon  a  king. — The  captain's  here* 

Poleanus.  I  wait  your  lordlhip's  pleafure. 

Caff.  We  come  to  vifit  your  late  prifonen 
I  will  not  doubt,  but  you  entreat  him  fairly  i 
He  will  deferve  it  for  himfelf,  and  you 
Be  fortunate  in  any  occafiort 
To  have  exprefs'd  your  fervice* 

Pcleanus.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honourable  lord  his  father  will 
Inftru6t  me  to  behave  myfelf  with  all 
Refpects  becoming  me,  to  fuch  a  fon. 

Caff.  Thefe  things  will  leafl 
Oblige  you  j  but  how  bears  he  his  reftraint  ? 

Poleanus.  As  one  whofe  foul's  above  it. 

Eub.  Patiently  ? 

Poleanus.   With    contempt  rather  of  the   great 

command 

Which  made  him  prifoner:  He  will  talk  fometimefi 
So  ftrangely  to  himfelf! 

Eub.  He's  here, 

Enter  SeleuciiSi. 

Sel.  Why  was  I  born  to  be  a  fubjecl:  ?  'Tis 
Soon  anfwer'd  fure ;  my  father  was  no  prince, 
That's  all :  The  fame  ingredients  ufe  to  make 
A  man,  as  a£tive,  tho'  not  royal  blood, 
Went  to  my  compofition,  and  I 
Was  gotten  with  as  good  a  will  perhaps, 
And  my  birth  coft  my  mother  as  much  forfow> 

As 
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As  I'd  been  born  an  emp'ror. 

Caff.  While  I  look 

Upon  him,  fomething  in  his  face  prefents 
A  king  indeed. 

Eub.  He  does  refemble  much 
Theodofius  too. 

Caff.  Whofe  fon  we  would  pretend  him : 
This  will  advance  our  plot. 

Sel,  'Tis  but  a  name, 
And  mere  opinion,  that  prefers  one  man 
Above  another:  I'll  imagine  then 
I  am  a  prince,  or  fome  brave  thing  on  earth, 
And  fee  what  follows.     But  it  muft  not  be 
My  fingle  voice  will  carry  it ;  the  name 
Of  king  muft  be  attended  with  a  troop 
Of  acclamations,  on  whofe  airy  wings 
He  mounts,  and,  once  exalted,  threatens  Heav'n, 
.And  all  the  ftars.     How  to  acquire  this  noife, 
And  be  the  thing  I  talk  of — Men  have  rifen 
From  a  more  cheap  nobility  to  empires, 
From  dark  originals,  and  fordid  blood  ; 
Nay,  fome  that  had  no  fathers,  fons  o'  th'  earth, 
And  flying  people,  have  afpir'd  to  kingdoms, 
Made  nations  tremble t6,  nay,  have  praftis'd  frowns 
To  awe  the  world  :  Their  memory  is  glorious, 
And  I  would  hug  them  in  their  ihades.    But  what's 
All  this  to  me,  that  am  I  know  not  what, 
And  lefs  in  expectation  ? 

Poleanus.  Are  you  ferious  ? 

Caff.  Will  you  affift,  and  run  a  fate  with  us  ? 

Poleanus.  Command  my  life  -,  I  owe  it  to  your  favour. 

Sel.  Arcadius  was  once  as  far  from  king*7 
As  I  j  and  had  we  not  fo  cunningly 

15  Tremble,  any  have  prattiid frowns.]  Amended  by  Sympfon. 
*7  ^s  far  from  being 

At  1  ]  This  is  true  indeed,  yet  no  mighty  difcovery,  nor  what 
the  poets  defigned  him  to  f.iy  :  But  the  true  leftion,  and  what  the 
place  requires  abfolutely,  is  this ; 

— — — — IWM  as  far  from  king,  Symplon. 

Been 
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Been  reconcil'd,  or  one,  or  both,  had  gone 
To  feek  our  fortunes  in  another  world. — 
What's  the  device  now  ?  If  nly  death  be  next, 
The  fummons  fhall  not  make  me  once  look  pale: 

CajJ.  Chide  your  too  vdn  fufpicions  ;  we  bring 
A  life,  and  liberty,  with  what  elie  can  make 
Thy  ambition  happy  :  Th'  haft  a  glorious  flame  I 
We  come  t'  advance  it. 

Sel.  How? 

Caff.  Have  but  a  will* 

And  be  what  thy  own  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  tdj 
A  king  ! 

Sel.  You  do  not  rriock  me^  gentlemen  ? 
You  are  my  father,  Sir. 

Eub.  This  minute  fhall 
Deglare  it,  my  Seleucus :  Our  hearts  fwell'd 
With  joy,  with  duty  father — Oh,  my  boy  \ 

Sel.  What  is  the  myftery  ? 

Pokanus.  You  mufi  be  a  king. 

Caff.  Seleucus,  flay  !  thou'rt  too  incredulous  r 
Let  not  our  faith  and  ftudy  to  exalt  thee 
Be  fo  rewarded  ! 

Eub.  I  pronoilhce  thee  king ; 
Unlefs  thy  fpirit  be  turn'd  coward;  and 
Thou  faint  t'  accept  it. 

Sel.  King  of  what  ? 

Caff.  Of  Epire. 

Sel.  Altho'  the  queen,  fmce  fhe  fent  me  hither,' 
Were  gtfne  to  Heaven,  I  know  not  how 
That  title  could  devolve  to  me. 

Caff.  We  have 

No  queen,  fmce  he  that  flioukl  have  married  her 
Is  prov'd  her  youngeft  brother,  and  now  king 
In  his  own  title. 

Sel.  Thank  you,  gentlemen ! 
There's  hope  for  me. 

Caff.  Why,  you  dare  fight  with  him, 
An  need  be,  for  the  kingdom  ? 

Sel.  With  Arcadius  ? 

If* 
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If  you'll  make  ftakes,  my  life  againft  his  crown, 
I'll  fight  with  him,  and  you,'  and  your  fine  fon, 
And  all  the  courtiers  one  after  another. 

Ccff.  'Two'not  come  to  that. 
..  SeL  I'm  of  your  lordlhip's  mind  : 
So,  fare  you  well ! 

Caff.  Yet  ftay  and  hear. 
Sel.  What,  that  you  have  betray'd  me  $ 
£)o,  tell  your  king  !  my  life  is  grown  a  burden  ; 
And  I'll  confefs;  and  make  your  fouls  look  pale, 
To  fee  how  nimble  mine  fhall  leap  this  battlement 
Of  fiefhj  and,  dying,  laugh  at  ^our  poor  malice. 
Omnes.  No  more  j  long  live  Leonatus,kingofEpire! 
Sel.  Leoriatns  ?  Who's. that? 

, .  'Caff.  Be  bold,  and  be  a  king !  Our  brains  have  been 
Working  to  raife  you  to  this  height.     Here  are 
None  but  friends  :  Dare  you  but  call  yourfelf 
Ledhatus;  and  but  juflify  with  confidence 
What  we'll  proclaim  you,  if  we  do  not  bring 
The  crown  to  your  head,  we  will  forfeit  ours. 
Eub.  The  (late  is  in  dillra&ioh — Arcadius 
Is  prov'd  a  king — there  was  an  elder  brother— 
If  you  dare  but  pronounce  yoii  are  the  fame, 

Forget  you  are  my  fon r 

Poleanus.  Thefe  are  no  trifles^  Sir:  All  is  plotted 
T'afiure  your  greatnefs,  if  you  will  be  wife, 
And  take  the  fair  occafion  that's  prefented: 
Sel.  Arcadius,  you  fay,  is  lawful  king ; 
And  now;  to  depofe  him,  yoii  would  make  me 
An  elder  brother ;  is't  not  fo  ? 
Caff.  Moft  right. 
SeL  Nayj  right  or  wrong;  if  this  be  your  true 

meaning 

Qmnes:.  Upon  Our  lives'  ! 
Sel.  I'll  venture  mine. 

But,  with  your  pardon,  whofe  brain  was  this  ? 
From  whom  took  this  plot  life  ? 
"  £,ub.  My  lord  Caflander. 

SeL  And  vou  4re  of  his  mind?  and  you  ?  and  think 
VOL.  IX.  D  This 
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This  may  be  done  ? 

Eub.  The  deftinies  fha'n't  crofs  us, 
If  you  have  fpirit  to  undertake  it. 

Sel.  Undertake  it  ? 

I  am  not  us'd  to  compliment :  I'll  owe 
My  life  to  you,  my  fortunes  to  your  lordfhip. 
Compofe  me  as  you  pleafe;  and  when  you've  made 
Me  what  you  pronriife,  you  fhall  both  divide 
Me  equally.     One  word,  my  lord  !  I'd  rather 

\_Apart  to  Eululus. 

Live  in  the  prifon  ftill,  than  be  a  property 
T'  advance  his  politick  ends. 

Eub.  Have  no  fufpicion  ! 

Caff.  So,  fo !  I  fee  Demetrius'  heels  already  \_Afide. 
Tripp'd  up,  and  I'll  difpatch  him  out  o'th'  way  ; 
Which  gone,  I  can  depofe  this  at  my  leifure, 
Being  an  importer  \  then  my  fon  ftands  fair, 
And  may  piece  with  the  pri'ncefs.     We  lofe  time  : 
What  think  you  ?  If  we  firft  furprize  the  court, 
While  you  command  the  caftle,  we  fhall  curb 
All  oppolition. 

Eub.  Let's  proclaim  him  firft. 
I  have  fome  faction ;  the  people  love  me  ; 
They  gain'd  to  us,  we'll  fall  upon  the  court. 

Caff.  Unlefs  Demetrius  yield  himfelf,  he  bleeds. 

Sel.  Who  dares  call  treafon  fin,  when  it  fucceeds? 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophia  and  Charilla. 

Char.  Madam,  you  are  too  pafllonate,  and  lofc 
The  grcatnefs  of  your  foul,  with  the  expence 
Of  two  much  grief,  for  that  which  providence 
Hath  eas'd  you  of,  the  burden  of  a  ftate 
Above  your  tender  bearing. 

Sophia.  Thou'rt  a  fool, 
And  canft  not  reach  the  fpirit  of  a  lady 
Born  great  as  I  was,  and  made  only  lefs 
By  a  too-cruel  deftiny !  f  Above 
c  Our  tender  bearing  ?'  What  goes  richer  to 

The 
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The  competition  of  man  than  ours  ? 
Our  foul's  as  free,  and  fpacious,  our  heart's 
As  great,  our  will  as  large,  each  thought  as  active, 
And  in  this  only  man  more  proud  than  we, 
That  would  have  us  lefs  capable  of  empire : 
But  fearch  the  ftories,  and  the  name  of  queen 
Shines  bright  with  glory,  and  fome  precedents 
Above  man's  imitation. 

Char.  I  grant  it, 

For  th'  honour  of  our  fex ;  nor  have  you,  madam, 
By  any  weaknefs,  forfeited  command  : 
He  that  fucceeds,  in  juftice  was  before  you, 
And  you  have  gain'd  more,  in  a  royal  brother, 
Than  you  could  lofe  by  your  refign  of  Epire, 

Sophia.  This  I  allow,  Charilla,  I  ha'  done ; 
'Tis  not  the  thought  I  am  depos'd  'afflicts  me 
(At  the  fame  time  I  feel  a  joy  to  know 
My  brother  living) ;  no,  there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 

Char.  Virtue  forbid  ] 

Sophia.  Canft  find  me  out  a  furgeon  for  that  ? 

Char.  For  what  ? 

Sophia.  My  bleeding  fame. 

Char.  Oh,  do  not  injure 
Your  own  clear  innocence. 

Sophia.  Don't  flatter  me : 
I  have  been  guilty  of  an  act  will  make 
All  love  in  women  queftion'd ;  is  not  that 
A  blot  upon  a  virgin's  name  ?  my  birth 
Cannot  extenuate  my  fhame  •,  I  am 
Become  the  ftain  of  Epire ! 

Char.  It  is  but 

Your  own  opinion,  madam,  which  prefents 
Something  to  fright  yourfelf,  which  cannot  be 
In  the  fame  fhape  fo  horrid  to  our  fenfe. 

Sophia.  Thou  wouldft,  but  canft  not  appear  ignorant : 
Hij-not  the  court,  nay,  the  whole  kingdom,  take 
Notice  I  lov'd  Lyfimachus  ? 

Char.  True,  madam. 

D  2  Sophia. 
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Sophia.  No,  I  was  falfe  ! 
Tho'  counfell'd  by  my  father  to  affect  him, 
I  had  my  politic  ends  upon  CafTander, 
To  be  abfolute  queen,  flattering  his  fon  with  hopes 
Of  love  and  marriage,  when  that  very  day 
(I  blufh  to  think)  I  wrong'd  Lyfimachus, 
That  noble  gentleman:  ButHeav'n  punifh'd  me! 
For  tho'  to  know  Demetrius  was  a  blefling, 
Yet  who  will  not  impute  it  my  difhonour  ? 

Char.  Madam,  you  yet  may  recompenfe  Lyfima 
chus  : 

If  you  affecl:  him  now,  you  were  not  falfe 
To  him,  whom  then  you  lov'd  not  j  if  you  can 
Find  arty  gentle  paffion  in  your  foul 
To  entertain  his  thought,  no  doubt  his  heart, 
Tho'  fad,  retains  a  noble  will  to  meet  it : 
His  love  was  firm  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unrooted  with  one  ftorm. 

Sophia.  He  will  not  fure 

Truft  any  language  from  her  tongue  that  mock'd  him, 
Altho'  my  foul  doth  weep  for  it,  and  is  punifh'd 
To  love  him  above  the  world. 

Enter  Lyjimachus. 

Char.  He's  here, 

As  Fate  would  have  him  reconcil'd :  Be  free, 
And  fpeak  your  thoughts. 

Lyfim.  If,  madam,  I  appear 
Too  bold,  your  charity  will  fign  my  pardon  : 
I  heard  you  were  not  well,  which  made  me  hafte 
To  pay  the  duty  of  an  humble  vifit. 

Sophia.  You  do  not  mock  me,  Sir  ? 

Lyfim.  I'm  confident 
You  think  me  not  fo  loft  to  manners,  in 
The  knowledge  of  your  perfon,  to  bring  with  me 
Such  rudenefs  ;  I  have  nothing  to  prefent, 
But  an  heart  full  of  wifhes  for  your  health, 
And  what  elfe  may  be  added  to  your  happinefs. 

Sophia.  I  thought  you  had  been  fenfibie — — 

Lyfim. 
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Lyfim.  How,  madam  ? 

Sophia.  A  man  of  underftanding :  Can  you  fpend 
One  prayer  for  me,  remembring  the  dimonour 
I  have  done  Lyfimachus  ? 

Lyfim.  Nothing  can  deface 
That  part  of  my  religion  in  me,  not  to  pray  for  you. 

Sophia.  It  is  not  then  impoffible  you  may 
Forgive  me  too:  Indeed  I  have  afoul 
Is  full  of  penitence,  and  fomething  elfe, 
If  blufhing  would  allow  to  giv't  a  name. 

Lyfim.  What,  madam  ? 

Sophia.  Love  -,  a  love  that  mould  redeem 
My  pad  offence,  and  make  me  white  again. 

Lyfim.  I  hope  no  fadnefs  can  poflefs  your  thoughts 
For  me  -t  I  am  not  worthy  of  this  forrow : 
But  if  you  mean  it  any  fatisfa&ion 
For  what  your  will  hath  made  me  fuffer,  'tis 
But  a  ftrange  overflow  of  charity, 
To  keep  me  ttill  alive.     Be  yourfelf,  madam, 
And  let  no  cauie  of  mine  be  guilty  of 
This  rape  upon  your  eyes ;  nsy  name's  not  worth 
The  leatl  of  all  your  tears. 

Sophia.  You  think  'em  counterfeit  ? 

Lyfim.  Altho'  I  may 
Suipect  a  woman's  fmile  hereafter,  yet 
I  would  believe  their  wet  eyes;  and  if  this 
Be  what  you  promiie,  for  my  fake,  I  have 
But  one  reply. 

Sophia.  I  wait  it. 

Lyfim.  I  have  now 
Another  miflrefs 

Sophia.  Stay  ! 

Lyfim.  To  whom  I've  made, 
Since  your  revolt  from  me,  a  new  chafte  vow, 
"Which  not  the  fecond  malice  of  my  fate 
Shall  violate  :  And  (lie  deferves  it,  madam, 
Even  for  that  wherein  you're  excellent, 
Beauty,  in  which  (he  (bines  equal  to  you ; 
Her  virtue,  if  (he  but  maintain  what  now 

D  3  She 
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She  is  miftrefs  of,  beyond  all  competition, 

So  rich  it  cannot  know  to  be  improv'd, 

At  leaft  in  my  efteem :  I  may  offend, 

But  truth  mall  juftify  I  have  not  fiatter'd  her. 

I  beg  your  pardon,  and  to  leave  my  duty 

Upon  your  hand.  All  that  is  good  flow  in  you !  [Exit,, 

Sophia.  Did  he  not  fay,  Charilla,  that  he  had 
Another  miftrefs  ? 

Char'.  Such  a  found,  methought, 
Came  from  him. 

Sophia.  Let's  remove  !  here's  too  much  air ; 
The  fad  note  multiplies. 

-  Char. '  Take  courage,  madam, 
And  my  advice.     He  has  another  miftrefs  ? 
If  he  have  twenty,  be  you  wife,  and  crofs  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  fervants; 
And  when  he  fees  your  humour,  he'll  return 
And  fue  for  any  livery.     Grieve  for  this  ? 

Sophia.  It  muft  be  me ;  'tis  Polidora  has 
Taken  his  heart;  me  live  my  rival  ? 
How  does  the  thought  inflame  me  ? 

Char.  Polidora  ? 

Sophia.  And  yet  me  does  but  juftly,  and  he  too  $ 
I  would  have  robb'd  her  of  Arcadius'  heart, 
And  they  will  both  have  this  revenge  on  me. 
But  fomething  will  rebel.  \Exeunt,. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Phiiodes^  and  Lyfander. 

Dem.  The  houfe  is  defolate ;  none  comes  forth  tq 

meet  us ; 

She's  flow  to  entertain  us.     Philocles, 
I  prithee  tell  me,  did  fhe  wear  no  cloud 
Upon  her  brow  ?  was't  freely  that  me  faid 
We  mould  be  welcome  ? 

Phil.  To  my  apprehenfion  ; 
Yet  'tis  my  wonder  fhe  appears  not. 

Lyjan.  She, 

Nor  any  other.     Sure  there's  fome  conceit 
T!  excufe  it. 

Dem. 
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Dem.  Stay  !  who's  this  ?  Obferve  what  follows. 
Phil.  Fortune  ?  fome  mafk  to  entertain  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Fortune  crown' 'd,   attended  with  Touth,  Health, 
and  Pleafure. 

Fort.  Not  yet  ?  What  filence  doth  inhabit  here  ? 
No  preparation  to  bid  Fortune  welcome  ? 
Fortune,  the  genius  of  the  world  ?  Have  we 
Defcended  from  our  pride  and  ftate,  to  come 
So  far,   attended  with  our  darlings,  Youth, 
Pleafure,  and  Health,  to  be  neglected  thus  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  the  place.     Call  hither  Fame  ! 

Enter  Fame. 

Fame.  What  would  'great  Fortune  ? 

Fort.  Know 
Who  dwells  here. 

Fame.  Once  more  I  report,  great  queen, 
This  is  the  houfe  of  Love. 

Fort.  It  cannot  be  j 

This  place  has  too  much  fhade,  and  looks  as  if 
It  had  been  quite  forgotten  of  the  fpring 
And  fun-beams  :  Love  affects  fociety 
And  heat ;  here  all  is  cold  as  the  airs  of  winter iS  j 
No  harmony,  to  catch  the  bufy  ear 
Of  paffengers  •,  no  object  of  delight, 
To  take  the  wandring  eyes  -,  no  fong?  no  groan 
Of  lovers,  no  complaint  of  willow  garlands  ; 
Love  has  a  beacon  upon  his  palace-top, 
Of  flaming  hearts,  to  call  the  weary  pilgrim 
To  reft,  and  dwell  with  him  ;  I  fee  no  fire 
To  threaten,  or  to  warm  :  Can  Love  dwell  here? 

Fame.  If  there  be  noble  Love  upon  the  world, 
Trud  Fame,  and  find  it  here. 

Fort.  Make  good  your  boaft, 
And  bring  him  to  us. 

Dem.  What  does  mean  all  this  ? 

18  Here  all  is  cold  as  th'  hairs  of  winter.]  The  amendment  in  tht 
text  was  made  by  Theobald. 

D  4  (#*** 
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Lyjan.  I  told  you,  Sir,  we  Ihould  have  fome  device. 

Enter  Love. 

There's  Cupid  now  !   that  little  gentleman 
Has  troubled  every  mafque  at  court  this  feven  year. 

Dem.  No  more. 

Love.  Welcome  to  Love  !  how  much  you  honour 

me  ! 

It  had  become  me,  that,  upon  your  fummons, 
I  fhould  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune;   ' 
But  fmce  you  have  vouchfaf'd  to  vifit  me, 
All  the  delights  Love  can  invent  mall  fiow 
To  entertain  you.      Mufic,  thro'  the  air  \Mujic 
Shoot  your  enticing  harmony  ! 

Fort.  We  came 
To  dance  and  revel  with  ycu. 

Love.  I  am  poor 

In  my  ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 
How  much  you  honour  Love.  [Dance* 

Enter  Honour. 

Hon.  What  intrufion's  this  ? 
Whom  do  you  leek  here  ? 

Love.  '  ris  Honour. 

Port.  He's  my  fervant. 

Love.  Fortune  is  come  to  vifit  us, 

Hon.  And  has 

Corrupted  Love  !   Is  this  thy  faith  to  her, 
On  whom  we  both  wait,  to  betray  her  th'us 
To  Fortune's  triumph  ?   Take  her  giddy  wheel, 
And  be  no  more  companion  to  Honour  : 
1  blufh  to  know  thee  !  Who'll  believe  there  can 
Be  truth  in  Love  hereafter  ? 

Love.  I  have  found 

My  eyes,  and  fee  my  Ihame,  and  with  it  this 
Proud  forcerefs,  from  whom,  and  all  her  charms, 
I  fly  again  to  Honour  :  Be  my  guard  ! 
Without  thee  I  am  loft,  and  cannot  boaft 
The  merit  of  a h  name.    •  \ExitHonour. 

Fort. 
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Fort.  Defpis'd  ?  I  Ihall 
Remember  this  affront. 
Dem.  What  moral's  this  ?  [Exeunt  Mafquers. 

Re-enter  Honour,  with  the  crown  upon  a  mourning  cufoion* 

What  melancholy  obje<5t  ftrikes  a  fudden 

Chillnefs  thro'  all  my  veins,  and  turns  me  ice  ? 

It  is  the  fame  I  fent,  the  very  fame, 

As  the  firffc  pledge  of  her  enfuing  greatnefs : 

Why  in  this  mourning  liv'ry,  if  fhe  live 

To  whom  I  fent  it  ?  Ha !  what  fliape  of  forrow  ? 

Enter  Polidora^  in  mourning. 

It  is  not  Polidora  !  fhe  was  fair 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  fetting  off 
With  fuch  a  black  :  If  thou  be'ft  Polidora, 
Why  mourns  my  love  ?   It  neither  does  become 
Thy  fortune,  nor  my  joys. 

Polid.  But  it  becomes 
My  griefs ;  this  habit  fits  a  funeral, 
Arid  it  were  fin,  my  lord,  not  to  lament 
A  friend  new  dead. 

Dem.  And  I  yet  living  ?  Can 
A  forrow  enter  but  upon  thy  garment, 
Or  difcqmplexion  thy  attire,  whilft  I 
Enjoy  a  life  for  thee  ?  Who  can  deferve, 
Weigh'd  with  thy  living  comforts,  but  a  piece 
Of  all  this  ceremony  ?  Give  him  a  name. 

Pclid.  He  was  Arcadius. 

Dem.  Arcadius  ? 

Polid.  A  gentleman  that  lov'd  me  dearly  once, 
And  does  compel  thefe  poor  and  fruitlefs  drops, 
Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  hearfe, 
T'embalm  him  twice. 

Dem.  And  are  you  fure  he's  cjead  ? 

Polid.  As  fure  as  you  are  living,  Sir;  and  yet 
I  did  not  clofe  his  eyes  ;  but  he  is  dead, 
And  I  fhall  never  fee  the  fame  Arcadius. 
He  was  a  man  fo  rich  in  all  that's  good, 

(At 
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(At  leaft  I  thought  him  fo)  fo  perfect  in 
The  rules  of  honour,  whpm  alone  fo  imitate 
Were  glory  in  a  prince  :  Nature  herfelf, 
"Till  his  creation,  wrought  imperfectly, 
As  fhe  had  made  but  trial  of  the  reft, 
To  mould  him  excellent  *9. 

Dem.  And  is  he  dead  ? 
Come,  fhame  him  not  with  praifes  j  recollect 
Thy  fcatter'd  hopes,  and  let  me  tell  my  beft 
And  deareft  Polidora,  that  he  lives, 
Still  lives  to  honour  thee  ! 

Pol'td.  Lives  ?  where  ? 

Dem.  Look  here; 
Am  not  I  worth  your  knowledge  ? 

Polld.  And  my  duty ; 
You  are  Demetrius,  king  of  Epire,  Sir, 
I  could  not  eafily  miftake  him  fo 
To  whom  I  gave  my  heart. 

Dem.  Mine  is  not  chang'd, 
But  ftill  hath  fed  upon  thy  memory  : 
Thefe  honours  and  additions  of  ftate 
Are  lent  me  for  thy  fake.     Be  not  fo  ftrange  ! 
Let  me  not  lofe  my  entertainment,  now 
I  am  improv'd,  and  rais'd  unto  the  height 
Beneath  which  I  did  blufh  to  afk  thy  love  ! 

Polid.  Give  me  your  pardon,  Sir  !  Arcadius, 
At  our  laft  meeting,  without  argument 
To  move  him,  more  than  his  affection  to  me, 
Vow'd  he  did  love  me,  love  me  above  all  women, 
And  to  confirm  his  heart  was  truly  mine, 
He  wifli'd — I  tremble  to  remember  it — 
When  he  forfook  his  Polidora's  love, 

*'  He  >was  a  man,  &c.]     Dryden  has  a  paflage-fimilar  to  this  in 
Ail  for  Love. 

So  perfeft,  that  the  very  gods  who  form'd  you  vvonder'd 
At  their  o\vn  flcill,  and  cried,  '  A  Jucky  hit 
*  Hath  mended  ourdefign!'     Their  envy  hinder'd, 
Or  you  had  been  immortal,  and  a  pattern, 
When  Heaven  would  work  for  oftentation  fake, 
To  copy  eut  aguin.'  "R. 

That 
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That  Heaven  might  kill  his  happinefs  on  earth : 
Was  not  this  nobly  faid  ?  Did  not  this  promife 
A  truth  to  fhame  the  turtle's  ? 

Dem.  And  his  heart 
Js  ftill  the  fame,  and  I  thy  conftant  lover. 

Polid.  Give  me  your  leave,  I  pray  !  I  would  not  fay 
Arcadius  was  perjnr'd;  but  the  fame  day, 
Forgetting  all  his  promifes  and  oaths, 
While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  lips,  forfook  me, 
(JD'ye  not  remember  this  too  ?)  gave  his  faith 
From  me,  tranfported  with  the  noife  of  greatnefs, 
And  would  be  married  to  a  kingdom. 

Dem.  But 

Heaven  permitted  not  I  fhould  difpofe 
What  was  ordain'd  for  thee. 

Polid.  It  was  not  virtue 
In  him ;  for  fure  he  found  no  check,  no  fting, 
In  his  own  bofom,  but  gave  freely  all 
The  reins  to  blind  ambition. 

Dem.  I  am  wounded  ! 

The  thought  of  thee,  i'  th'  throng  of  all  my  joys, 
JL,ike  poifon  pour'd  in  Nectar,  turns  me  frantick : 
Dear,  if  Arcadius  have  made  a  fault, 
'Let  not  Demetrius  be  punifh'd  for't ! 
He  pleads,  that  ever  will  be  conftant  to  thee. 

Polid.  Shall  I  believe  man's  flatteries  again, 
Lofe  my  fweet  reft,  and  peace  of  thought  again  ? 
Be  drawn  by  you  from  the  ftraight  paths  of  virtue 
Into  the  maze  of  love  ? 

Dem.  I  fee  companion  in  thy  eye,  that  chides  me : 
If  I  have  either  foul,  but  what's  contain'd 
Within  thefe  words,  or  if  one  fyllable 
Of  their  full  force  be  not  made  good  by  me, 
May  all  relenting  thoughts  in  you  take  end, 
And  thy  difdain  be  doubled !  From  thy  pardon, 
ril'couht  my  Coronation;  and  that  hour 
Fix  with  a  rubrick  in  my  calendar50, 

;o  Fix  tvii/j  A  rubrick  in  my  calendar]  i.  e.   Confider  it  as  a  red- 
if  tier  day. 

As 
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As  an  aufpicious  time  to  entertain 
Affairs  of  weight  with  princes.     Think  who  now 
Entreats  thy  mercy !     Come,  thou  lhalt  be  kind, 
And  divide  titles  with  me. 

Polid.  Hear  me,  Sir : 
I  lov'd  you  once  for  virtue,  and  have  not 
A  thought  fo  much  unguarded,  as  to  be 
Won  from  my  truth  and  innocence,  with  any 
Motives  of  flate  to  affecl:  you. 
Your  bright  temptation  mourns  while  it  flays  herea 
Nor  can  the  triumph  of  glory,  which  made  you 
Forget  me  fo,  court  my  opinion  back. 
Were  you  no  king,  I  fhould  be  fooner  drawn 
Again  to  love  you ;  but  'tis  now  too  late  j 
A  low  obedience  fhall  become  me  beft. 
May  all  the  joys  I  want 
Still  wait  on  you  !  If  time  hereafter  tell  you, 
That  forrow  for  your  fault  hath  flruck  me  dead, 
May  one  foft  tear,  dropt  from  your  eye  in  pity, 
Bedew  my  hearfe,  and  I  fhall  fleep  fecurely ! 
I  have  but  one  word  more :  For  goodnefs'  fake, 
For  your  own  honour,  Sir?  correct  your  paffion 
To  her  you  fhall  love  next,  and  I  forgive  you.  [Exit. 

Dem.  Her  heart  is  frozen  up^  nor  can  warm  prayers 
Thaw  it  to  any  foftnefs. 

Phil.  I'll  fetch  her,  Sir,  again. 

Dem.  Perfuade  her  not. 

pbil.  You  give  your  paffion  too  much  leave  to 

triumph. 
Seek  in  another  what  Hie  denies. 

Enter  Mac  arms, 

Mac.  Where  is  the  king  ?  Oh,  Sir, you  are  undone; 
A  dangerous  treafon  is  afoot. 
Dem.  What  treafon  ? 

Mac.  Cafiander  and  Eubulus  have  proclaimed 
A'nother  king,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
JLeonatus  your  elder  brother,  he  that  was 
But  this  morning  prifoner  in  the  cafue. 

Dent. 
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Dem.  Ha! 

Mac.  The  eafy  Epirotes 
Gather  in  multitudes  t'  advance  his  title  ; 
They  have  feiz'd  upon  the  court.  Secure  your  perfon, 
Whilft  we  raife  power  to  curb  this  infurrectibn. 

Ant.  Lofc  no  time  then. 

Dem.  We  will  not  arm  one  man. 
Speak  it  again  !  have  I  a  brother  living, 
And  muft  be  no  king  ? 

Mac.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Dem.  This  news  doth  fpeak  me  happy ;  it  exalts 
My  heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  kingdoms  ! 

Phil.  Will  you  not,  Sir,  ftand 
Upon  your  guard  ? 

Dem.  I'll  ftand  upon  my  honour : 
Mercy  relieves  me. 

Lyjan.  Will  you  lofe  the  kingdom  ? 

Dem.  The  world's  too  poor  to  bribe  me.     Leave 

me  all, 

Left  you  extenuate  my  fame,  and  I 
Be  thought  to  have  redeem'd  it  by  your  counfel ! 
You  fhall  not  fhare  one  fcruple  in  the  honour. 
Titles  may  fet  a  glofs  upon  our  name, 
But  virtue  only  is  the  foul  of  fame. 

Mac.  He's  ftrangely  poflefs'd,  gentlemen.     \Exc. 


ACT        V. 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Phil,  T  T  ERE's  a  ftrange  turn,  Lyfander. 

Jtj[     Lyjan.  'Tis  a  kingdom 
Eafily  purchas:d  :  Who  will  truft  the  faith 
Of  multitudes  ? 

Phil.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
So  tamely  give  his  title  to  their  mercy. 

The 
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The  new  king  has  poiTefllon. 

Lyfan.  And  is  like 

To  keep  it.     We're  alone ;  what  doft  think  of 
This  innovation  ?  Is  it  not  a  fine  jig  ? 
A  precious  cunning  in  the  late  protector 
To  fhuffle  a  new  prince  into  the  ftate  ? 

Phil.  I  know  not  how  they've  fhuffled,  but,  my 

head  on't, 
A  falfe  card's  turn'd  up  trump  :  But,  fates  look  to't ! 

Enter  Caffander  and  Eubulus. 

Eub.  Does  he  not  carry't  bravely  ? 

Co/.  Excellently. — 
Philocles !  Lyfander  1 

Phil.  Lyfan.  Your  lordfhip's  fervants  ! 

Caff.  Are  we  not  bound  to  Heaven,  for  multiplying 
Thefe  blefiings  on  the  kingdom  3I  ? 

Phil.  Heaven  alone 
Works  miracles,  my  lord. 

Lyfan.  I  think  your  lordfhip  had 
As  little  hope  once  to  fee  thefe  princes  revive. 

Caff.  Here  we 
Muft  place  our  thanks,  next  Providence,  for  pre- 

ferving  > 

So  dear  a  pledge  3*. 

Enter  Leonatus,  attended. 

Eub.  The  king  ! 

Leo.  It  is  our  pleafure 

The  number  of  our  guard  be  doubled.     Give 
A  largefs  to  the  foldiers ;  but  difmifs  not 

31  Are  we  not  bound  to  Heaven.']  The  retorting  of  thefe  very 
words  by  Philocles  in  the  next  fcene  upon  CaJJander,  led  Mr.  Seward, 
]V1r.  Theobald,  and  myfelf,  to  the  aflhrance  of  their  belonging  to 
Cajfander  here,  and  accordingly  I  have  placed  his  name  before  them. 

Sjmpfon. 

3Z  Phil.  Here  <vje  mnji  placeJ]  I  once  imagined  that  this  was  a 
fpeech  with  a&ion,  and  might  eafily  be  underftood,  by  fuppfing  Phi 
locles  to  point  to  Eubulus  ;  but  I  believe  Mr.  Sewaid  Las  more  hap 
pily  conjedlured  it  ought  to  belong  to  Caffandsr.  Sympfon. 

"The 


THE      CORONATION.      63 

The  troops  'till  we  command. 

Caff.  May  it  pleafe 

Leo.  It  will  not  pleafe  us  otherwife,  my  lord  : 
We've  tried  your  faith  ! 

Eub.  Does  he  not  fpeak  with  confidence  ? 

Leo.  My  lords  and  gentlemen,  to  whofe  faith  we 

muft 

Owe  (next  to  Heaven)  our  fortune  and  our  fafety, 
After  a  tedious  eclipfe,  the  day 
Is  bright,  and  we  inverted  ih  thofe  honours 
Our  blood  and  birth  did  challenge. 

Caff.  May  no  time 

Be  regifter'd  in  our  annals,  that  fhall  mention 
One  that  had  life  t'oppofe  your  facred  perfon ! 

Leo.  Let  them,  whofe  title's  forg'd  and  flaw'd, 

fufped 

Their  date's  fecurity  !  Our  right  to  Epire 
Heaven  is  oblig'd  to  profper :  Treafon  has 
No  face  fo  black  to  fright  it.     All  my  cares 
Level  to  this,  that  I  may  worthily  3J 
Manage  the  province,  and  advance  the  honour 
Of  our  dear  country :  And,  be  confident, 
If  an  expence  of  blood  may  give  addition 
Of  any  happinefs  to  you,  I  fhall 
Offer  my  heart  the  facrifice,  and  rejoice 
To  make  myfelf  a  ghoft,  to  have  infcrib'd 
Upon  my  marble  but  whofe  caufe  I  died  for. 

Eub.  May  Heaven  avert  fuch  danger! 

Caff.  Excellent  prince, 
In  whom  we  fee  the  copy  of  his  father ! 
None  but  the  fon  of  1  heoclofius 
Could  have  fpoke  thus. 


qyortbily 


Manage  the  province,  and  advance  the  honour 
Of  our  dear  country.']      To  manage  t':s  province  of  our  dear 
country^  and  advance  the  honour  of  our  tl<:ar  country,  feems  a  little 
inaccurate:    Perhaps  we  (hould  re:;J, 
..  •  -v:ortb:ly 

Manage  CiMpio-vitrcej  or,  my  province, 
i.  e.  Ike  charge  /  have  undsrtiah,  &c.  £'  ^pf""- 

Leo. 
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Leo.  You're  pleas'd  t'interpret  well. 
Yet,  give  me  leave  to  fay  in  my  own  juftice, 
I've  but  exprefs'd  the  promptnefs  of  my  foul 
To  ferve  you  all ;  but  'tis  not  empty  wifhes 
Can  fatisfy  our  mighty  charge,  a  weight 
Would  make  an  Atlas  double.     A  king's  name 
Doth  found  harmonioufly  to  men  at  diftance  j 
And  thofe,  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark  and  out-fkin  of  a  commonwealth 
Or  ftate,  have  eyes  but  ravilh'd  with  the  ceremony 
That  muft  attend  a  prince,  and  underftand  not 
What  cares  allay  the  glories  of  a  crown : 
But  good  kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary. 
You've  tried,  my  lord,  the  burden  ;  and  can  tell 
It  would  require  a  pilot  of  more  years 
To  fleer  this  kingdom,  now  impos'd  on  me 
By  juftice  of  my  birth. 

Caff.  I  wifh  not  life 

But  to  partake  thofe  happy  days  which  muft 
Succeed  thefe  fair  proceedings  :  We  are  bleft  ! 
But,  Sir,  be  fparing  to  yourfelf !  we  fhall 
Hazard  our  joys  in  you  too  foon  j  the  burden 
Of  ftate-afFairs  impofe  upon  your  council. 
'Tis  fitter  that  we  wafte  our  lives,  than  you 
Call  age  too  foon  upon  you  with  the  trouble 
And  cares  that  threaten  fuch  an  undertaking  : 
Preferve  your  youth  ! 

Leo.  And  chufe  you  our  protector  ? 
Is't  that  you  would  conclude,  my  lord  ?  We  will 
Deferve  our  fubjects'  faith  for  our  own  fike, 
Not  fit  an  idle  gazer  at  the  helm. 

Enter  Meffenger. 
Phil.  How  !   obferv'd  you  that  ?   Mark  how  Cat 

fander's  planet-ftruck. 

Eub.  He  might  have  look'd  more  calmly  for  all  that, 
I  begin  to  fear ;  but  do  not  yet  feem  troubled  '*. 
Leo.  With  what  news  travels  his  hafte  ?  I  muft  fecure 


3*  Eub.  He  night  tave  hotCd.]     If  the  reader  will  confider  this 
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Myfelf  betimes ;  not  be  a  king  in  jefl, 
And  wear  my  crown  a  tenant  to  their  breath. 

Caff.  Demetrius,  Sir*  your  brother, 
With  other  traitors  that  oppofe  your  claims, 
Are  fled  to  th'  caftle  of  NeftoHus, 
And  fortify 

Meff.  I  faid  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Caff.  I'll  have  it  thought  fo  ;'  hence  !     [Ex.  MeJ/l 

Leo.  Plant  force  to  batter 
The  walls  -,  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  word 
They  live  not. 

Eub.  Good  Sir,  hear  me  ! 

Caff.  Let  it  work. 

Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  eafily  might  uncrown 
This  fwoln  impoftor,  and  my  fon  be  fair 
To  piece  with  young  Sophia^  who,  I  hear* 
Repents  her  late  affront* 

Eub.  Their  lives  may  do 

You  fervicej  let  not  blood  flain  your  beginnings! 
The  people,  not  yet  warm  in  their  allegiance, 
May  think  it  worth  their  tumult  to  revenge  it, 
With  hazard  of  yourfelf* 

Lev.  Who  dares  but  think  it  I 
Yet,  offer  firft  our  mercy  :  If  they  yield, 
Demetrius  muft  not  live — My  lord,  your  counfel  i 
What  if  he  were  in  Heaven  ? 

Caff.  You  have  my 
Confent. — You  (hall  not  flay  long  after  him.     \Afide* 

Leo.  Sophia's  not  my  filler :  To  prevent  all 
That  may  endanger  us,  we'll  marfy  herj 
That  done,  no  matter  ,tho'  we  ftand  difcover'd  j 
For  in  her  title  then  we're  king  of  Epire, 
Without  difpute. 

anfwer,  he  will  find  that  Lyfander,  and  not  Eubulus,  fhculd  be  prcs 
fix'd  before  it.  Sjmpfen. 

1  If  the  reader  will  confider  this  anfwer,  he  will  find,'  that  Lyfan- 
der  could  not  fpeak  it,  nor  any  but  a  parnUn  in  the  plot  for  elevating 
Seleucus.  Eubulus  means  by  it  to  continue  the  deceit  on  Caflander, 
till  he  procures  his  diCmiffion  to  the  caftis  of  KcAorius. 

VOL.  IX.  E  Caf. 


66      THE    CORONATION. 

Caff.  Hum  ! — In  my  judgment,  Sir, 
That  wo'not  do  fo  well. 

Leo.  What's  your  opinion  ? 

Caff.  He  countermines  my  plot :  Are  you  fo  cun 
ning  ? 

Leo.  What's  that  you  mutter,  Sir  ? 

Caff'.  I  mutter,  Sir  ? 

Leo.  Beft  fay  I  am  no  king,  but  fome  impoftor 
Rais'd  up  to  gull  the  ftate. 

Caff.  Very  fine  !  To  have  faid  within 
Few  hours  you'd  been  no  king,  nor  fike  to  be, 
Was  not  i'th'  compafs  of  high-treafon,  I  take  it. 

Eub.  Reftrain  your    anger !    the  king's  inov'd  -, 
fpeak  not. 

Caff.  I  will  fpeak  louder :  Do  I  not  know  him  ? 
That  felf-fame  hand  that  rais'd  him  to  the  throne 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it !  Is  this  my  reward  ? 

Leo.  Our  guard  !  To  prifon  with  him  ! 

Caff".  Me  to  prifon  ? 

Leo.  Off  with  his  head ! 

Caff.  My  head  ? 

Eub.  Vouchfafe  to  hear  me, 
Great  Sir ! 

Leo.  How  dares  he  be  fo  infolent  "  ? 

Caff.  I  ha' wrought myfelf into  a  fine  condition! 
D'ye  know  me,  gentlemen  ? 

Phil.  Very  well,  my  lord  : 
(  How  are  we  bound  to  Heaven  for  multiplying 
*  Thefe  blefilngs  on  the  kingdom.' 

Leo.  We  allow  it. 

Eub.  Conniel  did  never  blaft  a  prince's  ear. 

Leof  Convey  him  to  the  fandluary  of  rebels, 
Neftorius'  houfe,  where  our  proud  brother  has 
Enfcons'd  himfelf!  they'll  entertain  him  lovingly; 
He'll  be  a  good  addition  to  the  traitors. 
Obey  me,  or  you  die  for't ! — What  are  kings, 
When  fubjects  dare  affront  'em  ? 

35  Caf.  Hoiu  (fares  be  be  fo  injolent?~\  'Tis  poffible  that  this  line 
belpr.gs  to  Ca.JJ~a.nder  ;  but  1  think  more  probable  ic  fhould  be  Leona- 
tus*s,  and  accordingly  I  have  prefixed  his  name  to  It.  Sympfon. 
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Caff.  I  fhall  vex 
Thy  foul  for  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him  !  When  kings 
Frown,  let  offenders  tremble ! — This  flows  not 
From  any  cruelty  in  my  nature,  but 
The  fate  of  an  ufurper  :  He  that  will 
Be  ccnfirm'd  great  without  jufl  title  to  it 
Muil  lofe  compaffion ;  know  what's  good,  not  do  it. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Polidora  and  her  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  prince fs  Sophia  ! 

Polid.  I  attend  her  highnefs. 

Enter  Sophia. 
How  much  your  Grace  honours  your  humble  fervaint ! 

Sophia.  I  hope  my  brother's  well. 

Polid.  I  hope  fo  too,  madam. 

Sophia.  Do  you  but  hope  ?     He  came  to  be  your 
gueft. 

Potid.  We  are  all  his,  whilft  he  is  pleas'd  to  "honour 
This  poor  roof  with  his  royal  prefence,  madam. 

Sophia.  I  came  to  afk  your  pardon,  Polidora. 

Polid.  You  never,  madam,  trefpafs'd  upon  me; 
Wrong  not  your  goodnefs. 

Sophia.  I  can  be  but  penitent, 
Unlefs  you  point  me  out  fome  other  way 
To  fatisfy. 

Polid.  Dear  madam,  do  not  mock  me  ! 

Sophia.  There  is  no  injury,  like  that  to  love ; 
I  find  it  now  in  rny  own  fufTerings : 
But  tho'  I  would  have  robb'd  thee  of  Arcadius, 
Heaven  knew  a  way  to  reconcile  your  hearts, 
And  punifh'd  me  in  thofe  joys  you  have  found. - 
I  read  the  ftory  of  my  lofs  of  honour, 
Yet  can  rejoice,  and  heartily,  that  you 
Have  met  your  own  again. 

Polid.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sophia.  My  brother. 

Polid.  He's  found  to  himfelf  and  honour  : 

E  2  He 
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He  is  my  king ;  and  tho'  I  muft  acknowledge 
He  was  the  glory  of  my  thoughts,  and  I 
Lov'd  him,  as  you  did,  madam,  with  defirc 
To  be  made  his,  reafon  and  duty  fince 
Form'd  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I  now 
Look  on  him  without  any  wifh  of  more 
Than  to  be  call'd  his  fubject. 

Sophia.  Has  he  made 
Himfelf  Ids  capable,  by  being  king? 

Polid.  Of  what? 

Sophia.  Of  your  affe<5lion  ? 

Polid.  With  your  pardon,  madam, 
Love,  in  that  fenfe  you  mean,  left  Polidora 
When  he  forfook  Arcadius :  I  difclaim 
All  ties  between  us,  more  than  what  the  name 
Of  king  muft  challenge  from  my  obedience. 

Sophia  \_afide}.    This  does  confirm  my  jealoufy: 

My  heart  I— 
For  my  fake,  madam,  has  he  loft  his  value  ? 

PoHd.  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace,  I  may  have  leave 
To  anfwer  in  fome  other  caufe,  or  perfon ! 
This  argument  but  opens  a  fad  wound 
To  make  it  bleed  afrefh ;  we  may  change  this 
Difcourfe  :  I  would  elect  fome  fubject  whofe 
Praifes  may  more  delight  your  ear  than  this 
Can  mine.     Let's  talk  of  young  Lyfimachus  ! 

Sophia.  Ha  !  my  prefaging  fears  ! 

Polid.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Sophia.  Weil.     You  were  talking  of  Lyfimachus; 
Pray  give  me  your  opinion  of  him. 

Polid.  Mine? 

It  will  be  much  fliort  of  his  worth  :  I  think  him 
A  gentleman  fo  perfect  in  ail  goodnefs, 
That  if  there  be  one  in  the  world  deferves 
The  beft  of  women,  Heaven  created  him 
To  make  her  happy. 

Sophia.  You've  in  a  little,  madam, 
Exprefs'd  a  volume  of  mankind,  a  miracle. 
But  all  have  not  the  fame  degree  of  faith  : 

He 
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He  is  but  young 

Polid.  What  miftrefs  would  defire 
Her  fervant  old  ?  He  has  both  fpring  to  pleafe 
Her  eye,  and  fu miner  to  return  a  harveft. 

Sophia.  He's  black 

Polid.  He  fets  a  beauty  off  more  rich, 
And  ilie  that's  fair  will  love  him  :  Faint  complexions 
Betray  effeminate  minds,  and  love  of  change  j 
Two  beauties  in  a  bed  compound  few  men  i 
He's  not  fo  fair  to  counterfeit  a  woman, 
Nor  yet  fo  black  but  bluflies  may  betray 
His  modefty. 

.Sophia.  His  proportion  exceeds  not 

Polid.  That  praifes  him  :    And  a  well-compafted 

frame 

Speaks  temper,  and  fweet  flow  of  elements ; 
Vaft  buildings  are  more  oft  for  mow  than  ufc : 
I  would  not  have  my  eyes  put  to  the  travel 
Of  many  acres,  ere  I  could  examine 
A  man  from  head  to  foot ;  he  has  no  great, 
But  he  may  boaft  an  elegant,  compofition. 

Sophia.  I'll  hear  no  more  !     You  have  fo  far  out 
done 

My  injuries  to  you,  that  I  call  back 
My  penitence;  and  muft  tell  Polidora, 
This  revenge  ill  becomes  her.     Am  I  thought 
So  loll  in  foul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this  ? 
In  what  made  do  I  live  ?  or  fhall  I  think 
I  have  not,  at  the  lowed,  enough  merit, 
Seiting  afide  my  birth,  to  poize  with  yours  ? 
Forgive,  my  modcft  thoughts,  if  I  rife  up 
My  OAH  defence,  and  tell  this  unjuft  lady, 
So  great  a  winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 
My  check,  but  there  is  fomething  Nature  planted 
That  carries  as  much  bloom,  and  fpring  upon't, 
As  yours  !   What  flame  is  in  your  eye,  but  may 
Find  competition  here  ?   (forgive  again, 
My  virgin  honour  !)  what  is  in  your  lip 
To  rice  th'  enamour'd  foul  to  dwell  with  more 

E  3  Ambition, 
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Ambition,  than  the  yet-unwither'd  blufti 

That  fpeaks  the  innocence  of  mine  ?  Oh,  brother ! 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dem.  I'll  talk  with  you  anon.     My  Polidora  ! 
Allow  thy  patience  'till  my  breath  recover, 
Which  now  comes  laden  with  the  richeit  news 
Thy  ear  was  ever  bleft  with. 

Sophia.  Both  your  looks 
And  voice  exprefs  fome  welcome  accident. 

Dem.  Guefs  what  in  wifh  could  make  me  fortunate, 
And  Heaven  hath  dropt  that  on  Demetrius. 

Sophia.  What  means  this  extafy  ? 

Dem.  'Twere  fin  to  buiy 

Thy  thoughts  upon't;  I'll  tell  thee. — That  I  could 
Retain  fome  part !  it  is  too  wide  a  joy 
To  be  exprefs'd  fo  foon  -,  and  yet  it  falls 
In  a  few  Syllables — thou  wo't  fcarce  believe  me  ! 
I  am  no  king. 

Sophia.  How's  that  ? 

Polid.  Good  Heaven  forbid  ! 

Dsm.  Forbid  ?  Heaven  has  reliev'd  me  with  a  mercy 
I  knew  not  how  to  afk :  I  have,  they  fay, 
An  elder  brother  living-,  crown'd  already : 
I  only  keep  my  name  Demetrius, 
Without  ciefire  of  more  addition 
Than  to  return  thy  fervant. 

Polid.  You  amaze  me  ! 
Can  you  rejoice  to  be  depos'd  ? 

Dem.  It  but 
Tranflates  me  to  a  fairer  and  better  kingdom. 
In  Polidora. 

Polid.  Me? 

Dem.  Did  you  not  fay, 

Were  I  no  king,  you  could  be  drawn  to  love  me 
Again  ?  That  was  confented  to  in  Heaven. 
A  kingdom  firft  betray'd  my  ambitious  foul 
To  forget  thee  :  That,  and  the  flattering  glories; 
How  willingly  Demetrius  does  refi«;n 

T-U 

The; 
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The  angels  know  !   Thus  naked,  without  titles, 
I  throw  me  on  thy  charity ;  and  fhall 
Boait  greater  empire  to  be  thine  again,  than 
To  wear  the  triumphs  of  the  world  upon  rne. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Be  not  fo  carelefs  of  yourfelf !  the  people 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  your  protection, 
Offering  their  lives  and  fortunes,  if  they  may 
But  lee  you,  Sir,  and  hear  you  (peak  to  'em  : 
Accept  their  duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  ruin. 

Sophia.  Be  not  defperate ;  'tis  counfel 

Dem.  You  trouble  me  with  noife ! — Speak,  Polidora! 

Polid.  For  your  own  fake,  preferve  yourfelf!  My 

fears 
Diftract  my  reafon. 

Enter  Antlgonus. 

Ant.  Lord  Lyfimachus, 
With  fomething  that  concerns  your  fafety,  is 
Fled  hither,  and  defires  a  p relent  hearing. 

Mac.  His  foul  is  honeft:  Be  not,  Sir,  a  madman, 
And  for  a  lady  give  up  all  our  freedoms  !  \Exit. 

Polid.  I  will  fay  any  thing,  hear  Lyfimachus. 

Sophia.  Dear  brother,  hear  him  ! 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Lyfim.  Sir,  I  come  to  yield 
Myielf  your  prifoner  :  If  my  father  have 
Rais'd  an  impoftor  to  fupplant  your  title, 
(Which  I  fufpect,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for) 
I  jfeall  not  only,   by  the  tender  of 
Myfelf,  declare  my  innocence,  but  either, 
By  my  unworthy  life,  fecure  your  perfon, 
Or  by  what  death  you  fhall  impofe,  reward 
The  unexpected  trealbn. 

Sophia,  Brave  young  man ! 

E  4  Did 
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Did  you  not  hear  him,  brother  ? 

Lyfim.  I'm  not  minded  ! 

Pclld.  Be  witnefs,  madam,   [  refign  my  heart  ! 
It  never  was  another's.  —  You  ueclare 
TQO  great  a  futisfodbion.  —  I  hope 
This  will  dcftroy  your  jealoufy.^  —  • 
Remember  now  your  danger  ! 

Dem.  I  del  pile  it  ! 
"What  fate  dares  injure  me  ? 

Lyfim.  Yet  hear  me,  Sir  ! 

Sophia.  Forgive  me,  Polidoral,  yon  are  happy, 
My  hopes  are  removed  further  :   I  had  thought 
J^yfimachus  had  me^nt  you  for  his  miitrcis, 
*Tis  nailery  to  feed,  and  not  know  where 
To  place  my  jealoufy. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Now  'tis  too  late  ! 
You  may  be  deaf,  until  the  cannon  make 
You  find  your  fenfe  ;  we  are  (hut  up  now  by 
.A.  troop  of  hoife:   Thank  yourfeif! 

Polid.  They  will 
Admit  conditions  —  -  — 

Sophia.   And  allow  us  quarter  ?        [A  Jhout  within* 

JW/W.'We  are  ail  loft! 

Dsm,  Be  comforted  ! 

Enter  Antigor.us. 

Ant.  ^ews  ! 

My  lord  Caffander's  lent  by  the  new  king 
To  bear  us  company. 

Dem,  Not  as  prifoner  ? 

Ar.t.  It  does  appear  no  other  w  iff.     The  foldiers 
Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their  nolle 
pf  fcorn  and  joy  to  fee  him  fo  rewarded. 

J).em.   It  cannot  be  ! 

Ant.  You'll  find  it  prefcntly  : 


He  curies  the  new  too*  ta^s  treafon  'gainft 


As 
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As  nimble  as  he  were  in's  fiiirt jd.     He's  here, 

Enter  Caflander. 

Caff.  Oh,  let  me  beg  until  my  knees  take  root 
I'th' earth.     Sir,  can  you  pardon  me  ? 

Dem.  For  what  ? 

Gaff.  For  treafon,  defperate,  moll  malicious  treafon : 
J  have  undone  you,  Sir  \ 

Dem.   It  does  appear 
You  had  a  will. 

Caff.  I'll  make  you  all  die  recompenfe  I  can ; 
But  ere  you  kill  me,  hear  me!  Know  the  man 
Whom  I,  to  fcrve  my  unjuft  ends,  advanc'd 
T'your  throne,  is  an  impoftor,  a  mere  counterfeit, 
Jvjbuius'  fon.  [Exit  Ant* 

Dem.  It  is  not  then  our  brother  ? 

Caff.  An  infolent  ufurper,  proud  and  bloody 
Seleucjs.     Js  no  leprofy  upon  me  ? 
There  is  not  punifhment  enough  in  nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  act  •,  I  have  not  in 
My  flock  of  blood,  to  fatisfy  with  weeping; 
JSfor  could  my  foul,  tho'  melted  to  a  flood 
\Vithin  me,  gulh  out  tears  to  warn,  my  {lain  off. 

Dem.  How  !  an  impoftor  ?  What  will  become  on'a 

now  ? 
We're  at  his  mercy, 

Caff.   Sir,  the  peoples'  hearts 
Will  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they  fee 
I  dare  accufe  myfelf,  and  fuffer  for  it. 
Have  courage  then,  young  king  !   thy  fate  cannot 
Be  long  compeii*d, 

Dem.  Rile,  our  misfortune 
Carries  this  good;  altho'  it  lofe  our  hopes, 
It  makes  you  friend  with  Virtue;  We'll  expect 
\Vhat  Providence  will  do, 

Qaff.  You  are  too  merciful. 

36  4i  nimble  as  be  were  inijbirt  ]  Thi*  may  al:ude  to  Hieroni-. 
nio's  appearing  in  his Jbirt  on  the  ftage,  in  tljciipaniJh  Tragedy,  and 
inveighing  againtt  tiie  nmrderer  of  hisfon,  &• 

Lyfim. 
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Lyfim.: Our  duties  fhall  beg  Heaven  flill  to  preferve 
you. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Our  enemy  defires  fome  parley,  Sir, 

Lyfim.  'Tis  not  amifs  to  hear  their  propofition. 

Potid.  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Dem.  Thou  art  my  angel, 

And  canft  beft  inftruct  me !  — Boldly  prefent  ourfel ves ! 
You'll  with's,  CafTander  ? 

Caff.  And  in  death  be  bleft 
To  find  your  charity.  [Exit, 

Sophia.  Lyfimachus '! 

Lyfim.  Madam  ? 

Scpbia.  They  will  not  mifs  your  prefence,  the  fmall 

time 
Is  fpent  in  aiking  of  a  queftion. 

Lyfim.  I  wait  your  pleafure. 

Sophia.  Sir,  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Lyfim.  To  me  ?  it  muft  be  granted. 

Sophie}.   If  you 

Have  cancelled  your  kind  .opinion  of  me, 
Deny  me  not  to  know  who  hath  fucceeded 
Sophia  in  your  heart !  I  beg  the  name 
Of  your  new  miftrefs. 

Lyfim.  You  (hall  know  her,  madam, 
If  but  thefe  tumults  ceafe,  and  fate  allow  us 
To  fee  the  court  again.     I  hope  you'll  bring 
No  mutiny  againft  her.     But  this  is 
No  time  to  talk  of  love :  Let  me  attend  you  ! 

Sophia.  I  mull  expedl,  'till  you  are  pleas'd  to  fatisfy 
.  Jv!y  poor  requeft.     Conducl  me  at  your  pleafure. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter    Leonatus>    Eululus,    Bijhop,    Lyjander^     and 

Philocles. 

Leo.  They  are  too  flow !  difpatch  new  mefiengers, 
T*  entreat  'em  fairly  hither.     1  am  e'xtafied! 
\Vere  you  witnefs  for  me  too  ?  Is't  pofiible 

I  am 
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I  am  what  this  affirms,  true  Leonatus  ? 
And  were  you  not  my  father  ?  was  I  given 
In  truft  to  you  an  infant  ? 

Eub.  'Tis  a  truth 

Our  foul's  bound  to  acknowledge :  You  fupplie4 
The  abJence  and  opinion  of  my  fon, 
Who  died  but  to  make  you  my  greater  care. 
I  knew  not  of  Demetrius  ^  but  luppos'd 
Him  dead  indeed,  asEpire  thought  you  were. 
Your  father's  character  doth  want  no  teftimony, 
Which,  but  compar'd  with  what  concerns  Demetrius? 
Will  prove  itlelf  king  Theodofius'  adt? 
Your  royal  father. 

Bifoop.  I  a,m  fubfcrib'd  to  both  his  legacies, 
J3y  oatli  oblig'd  to  fecrefy,  until 
Thus  fairly  fummon'd  to  reveal  the  truft. 

Eub.  Caffander  had  no  thought  you  would  prove 

thus, 

To  whofe  policy  I  gave  this  aim,  altho' 
He  wrought  ypu  up  to  ierve  but  as  his  engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrius  :   For  it  was 
Your  father's  prudent  jealoufy  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  deaths,  as  if  his  foul 
Prophefied  his  own  firft,  and  fear'd  to  leave 
Either  of  you  to  the  unfafe  protection 
Of  one,  whofe  ftudy  would  be  to  fupplant 
Your  right,  and  make  himfelf  the  king  of  Epire. 

Bijbop.  Your  fitter,  fair  Sophia,  in  your  father's 
Life,  was  defign'd  to  marry  with  Lyfimachus ; 
That  guarded  her  ;  altho'  (he  us'd  fome  art 
To  quit  her  pupillage,  and  being  abfolute, 
Declar'd  love  to  Demetrius,  which  enforc'4 
Macarins  to  difcover  firft  your  brother. 

Leo.  No  more  !  left  you  deftroy  again  Leonatus, 
With  wonder  of  his  fate  !  Are  they  not  come  yet? — • 
Something  it  was  I  felt  within  me  envy 
Of  young  Demetrius'  fortune;   there  were  feeds 
Scatter'd  upon  my  heart,  that  made  it  fwell 
With  thought  of  empire :  Princes  I  fee  cannot 

Be 
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Be  totally  eclips'd.     But  wherefore  ftays 
Demetrius  and  Sophia,  at  whofe  names 
A  gentle  fpirit  walk'd  upon  my  blood 37  ? 

Enter  Demetrius,  Polidora,  Sophia,  Macarius^  Ca$ander> 
and  Lyfimachus. 

Eub.  They're  here. 

Leo.  Then  thus  I  fly  into  their  bofoms  ! 
Nature  has  rectified  in  me,  Demetrius, 
The  wandrings  of  ambition.     Our  dear  fifler, 
You  are  amaz'd  •,  I  did  expe<5b  it :  Read 
Afiurance  there  I  the  day  is  big  with  wonder. 

Mac.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Leo.  Lyfimachus,  be  dear  to  us ! 
Cafiander,  you  are  welcome  too. 

Caff.  Not  1 ; 

I  do  not  look  for't ;  all  this  fha'not  bribe 
My  confcience  to  your  faction,  and  make 
Me  falfe  again.     Seleucus  is  no  fon 
Of  Theodofius :  My  dear  countrymen, 
Correct  your  erring  duties,  and  to  that, 
Your  lawful  king,  proftrate  yourfelves !  Demetrius 
Doth  challenge  all  your  knees. 

Dem.  All  love  and  duty 

Flow  ,from  me  to  my  royal  king,  and  brother  I 
J  am  confirrn'd. 

3T  '  .    at  <wbo/e  r.arnff 

jf  gentle  fph  it  waik'd  upon  my  llood:~\  Thi«  would  imply,  thnt 
Iscfore  he  knew  his  relation  to  his  brother  and  filler,  he  had  often 
tad,  by  fecret  inltinft,  a  love  for  them  :  But  as  no  !,int  of  this  ap 
pears  in  any  thing  he  before  fays  or  does,  I  prefer  the  prefeni  tenfe  : 

•^ walks  upon  my  blood  ? 

This  exp^efiion  is  noble,  and  feems  taken  from  Genefis.     77^  fpirit 
yf  God  Jnov'd  upon  the  face  of  tie  waters.  Seiuaid. 

1  coDceive,  that  the  Poet  defigned  here  to  exprefs,  how  dormant 
that  affe^lion  which  ought  to  be  toward  brethren,  though  itrangers 
to  each  other,  had  lain  in  Stleucus  j  and  upon  this  account  I  would 
fuppofe,  that  a  word  of  a  llronger  import  may  yet  bid  fairer  for  the 
true  one  :  I  read  thus, 

A  gentle  fpirit  wakes  upon  mv  blood  ?  Sjnipfov.  ' 

We  have  retained  the  old  reading,  as  thinking  it  far  pieie.'able  to 
either  of  the  variations. 

Caf. 
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Caff.  You  are  too  credulous ! 
What  can  betray  your  faith  fo  much  ? 

Leo.  Sophia,  you  appear  fad,  as  if  your  will 
Gave  no  confent  to  this  day's  happinefs. 

Sophia.  No  joy  exceeds  Sophia's  for  yourfelf. 

Lyfm.  With  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  apprehend 
A  caufe  that  makes  her  troubled :  She  defcres 
To  know  what  other  miftrefs,  fince  her  late 
Unkindnefs,  I  have  chofen  to  direct 
My  faith  and  fervice. 

Leo.  Another  miftrefs  ? 

Lyfim.  Yes,  Sir. 

Leo.  And  does  our  fifter  love  Lyfimachus  ? 

Sophia.  Here's  fomething  would  confeis. 

Leo.  He  muft  not  dare 
To  affront  Sophia. 

Caff.  How  my  fhame  confounds  me ! 
I  beg  your  juftice,  without  pity,  on 
My  age. 

Leo.  Your  penance  fhall  be,  to  be  faithful 
To  our  flate  hereafter. 

Omnes.  May  you  live  long 
And  happy,  Leonatus,  king  of  Epire ! 

Leo.  But  where's  your  other  miftrefs  ? 

Lyfim.  Even  here,  Sir. 

Leo.  Our  fifter  ?  is  this  another  miftrefs,  Sir  ? 

Lyfim.  It  holds 

To  prove  my  thoughts  were  fo :  When  fhe  began 
Her  forrow  for  neglecting  me,  that  fweetnefs 
Deferv'd  I  fliould  efteem  her  another  miftrels 
Than  when  (he  cruelly  forfook  Lyfimachus. 
Your  pardon,  madam  !  and  receive  a  heart 
Proud  v/ith  my  firft  devotions  to  ferve  you ! 

Sophia.  In  this  I'm  crown'd  again  !  now  mine  for 


ever 


Leo.  You  have  deceiv'd  her  happily. 
Joy  to  you  both  ! 

Dem.  We're  ripe  for  the  fame  wifhes; 

Polidora's  part  of  me. 

Polid. 
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Polid.  He  all  my  blefTing. 

Leo.  Heav'n  pour  full  joys  upon  you  ! 

Mac.  We're  all  bleft : 
There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  miftrefs 

And  wife  fhall  be  my  country,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  birth  contracted :  Your  love  fince 
Hath  play'd  the  prieil  to  perfect  what  was  ceremony. 
Tho'  kingdoms  by  juil  titles  prove  our  own, 
The  fubjecls'  hearts  do  beft  fecure  a  crown. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


THERE  is  no  Coronation  to-day, 
Unlefs  your  gentle  votes  do  crown  our  play. 
If  fmiles  appear  within  each  lady's  eye, 
Which  are  the  leading  ftars  in  this  fair  fky, 
Our  folemn  day  fets  glorious  ;  for  then 
We  hope,  by  their  foft  influence,  the  men 
Will  grace  what  they  firft  Ihin'd  on  :  Make't  appear, 
(Both)  how  we  pleafe,  and  blefs  our  covetous  ear 
With  your  applaufe;  more  welcome  than  the  bells 
Upon  a  triumph,  bonfires,  or  what  elfe 
Can  fpeak  a  Coronation  !  And  tho'  I 
Were  late  depos'd,  and  fpoil'd  of  majefty, 
By  the  kind  aid  of  your  hands,  gentlemen; 
I  quickly  may  be  crown'd  a  queen  again. 
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his  Play  is  in  the  Commendatory  Verfes  cy  Gardiner  aferibed  ta 
Fletcher  alone,  and  <vj a s  firft  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647.  It  was 
revived  by  Tom  Durfey,  *witb  alterations,  in  the  year  1686,  and 
exhibited  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  under  the  title  of  The  Commonwealth 
of  Women,  and  at  the  fame  time  printed  in  quarto. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Albert,  a  French  pirate,  in  love  witb  Aminta. 

Tibalt  du  Pont,  a  merry  gentleman,  friend  to  Albert* 

Matter  of  the  Jhip,  an  honeft  merry  man. 

Lamure,  an  ufuring  merchant. 

Franville,  a  vainglorious  gallant. 

Morillat,  a  ]h  allow -brained  gentleman. 

Boatfwain,  an  honefl  man. 

Sebaflian,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Portugal,  husband  to 

Rojellia. 
Nicufa,  nephew  to  Sebaftian  j  both  caji  upon  a  dejart 

ijland. 

Raymond,  brother  to  Aminta. 
Surgeon. 
Sailors. 

WOMEN, 

Aminta,  miftrefs  to  Albert^  a  noble  French  virgin. 
Rofellia,  governefs  of  the  Amazonian  Portugals. 
Clarinda,  daughter  to  Rofellia,  in  love  with  Albert. 

Hippolita,-] 

~        ,         I  three  ladies,  members  of  the  female 

Juletta 


ej    r 

monwcaltb. 
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ACT          I. 

A  tempeft,  thunder  and  lightning. 

Enter  Mafter  and  two  Sailors. 

Majler.  TT      AY  her  aloof,  the  Tea  grows  dangerous : 
How't  fpits  againft  the  clouds  !  how 
-* — *  it  capers, 

And  how  the  fiery  element  frights  it  back  ! 
There  be  devils  dancing  in  the  air  I  think. 

1  This  play,  as  it  Itands  in  all  the  former  copies,  has  not  received 
fo  much  injury  in  its  fenfe  as  meafure,  and  fo  \ve  have  not  fo  much 
caufe  to  complain  of  the  former  as  of  the  latter ;  yet  caufe  there  is, 
as  the  reader  will  fee  in  the  following  notes.  Mr.  bhirley,  who  pubfc 
]ilhed  the  old  folio  edition,  feems  to  have  had  little  care  of  making 
our  Poets  appear  to  advantage,  when  he  fent  this  play  into  the  world 
in  fo  unpoetical  a  drefs ;  I  own  the  reftoring  of  the  meafure  colt  roe 
abundantly  more  application  and  pains  than  the  correcting  the  text ; 
but  yet  the  reader  mult  not  expeci  that  mufical,  exact  flow  of  num 
bers  which  our  modern  gentlemen  of  Pa  rn  a  fibs  are  fo  careful  about, 
here,  any  more  than  in  Sbakefpeare :  However,  I  think,  I  may  re 
mark  once  for  all,  both  upon  our  Authors  and  him,  that  whenever 
any  fubjedt  requires  the  fublime,  the  pathetick  or  defcriptive,  there 
the  numbers  are  equal  to  both  the  fentiment  and  diction,  and  the  happy 
mixture  is  capable  of  tranfporting  any  foul  who  has  the  lealt  talle  lor 
the  beauties  of  poetry.  Sympfon. 

In  '  refloring  the  meafure'  (as  Mr.  Sympfon  calls  it)  he  has  tacitly 
interpolated  and  omitted  in  a  manner  unprecedented  in  any  editots 
but  thofe  of  thefe  Woi  ks  in  1750.  The  variations,  both  avowed  at  d 
fecret,  we  may  fafely  pronounce  to  be  almoft  all  for  the  worfe,  and 
unworthy  mention  ;  thofe  which  are  otherwife,  ftiall  be  properly 
noticed. 

VOL.  IX.  F  I  faw 
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I  faw  a  dolphin  hang  i'th'  horns  o'th'  moon, 

Shot  from  a  wave.     Hey  day,  hey  day,  how  fhe 

kicks  and  yerks ! 

Down  with  the  main-maft  !  lay  her  at  hull ! 
Furl  up  all  her  linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out ! 

1  Sailor.  She'll  never  brook  it,  Mailer ; 
She's  fo  deep  laden  that  fhe'll  bulge. 

Mafter.  Hang  her ! 

Can  fhe  not  buffet  with  a  ftorm  a  little  ? 
How  it  tofles  her !  fhe  reels  like  a  drunkard. 

2  Sailor.  We  have  difcover'd  the  land,  Sir ;   pray 

let's  make  in ! 

She  is  fo  drunk  elfe  fhe  may  chance 
To  caft  up  all  her  lading. 

i  Sailor.  Stand  in,  ftand  in  ! 
We  are  all  loft  elfe,  loft  and  perifh'd. 

Mafter.  Steer  her  a-ftarboard  there  ! 

1  Sailor.  Bear  in  with  all  the  fail  we  can!  See,Mafter, 
See  what  a  clap  of  thunder  there  is  !  what 
A  face  of  Heav'n  !  how  dreadfully  it  looks  ! 

Mafter.  Thou  rafcal,  thou  fearful   rogue,  th'haft 

been  praying ! 

I  fee  it  in  thy  face  j  thou  haft  been  mumbling, 
When  we  are  fplit,  you  flave  * !  Is  this  a  time 
To  difcourage  our  friends  with  your  cold  orizons  ? 
Call  up  the  Boatfwain.     How  it  ftorms  !  holla ! 

Enter  Boatfwain. 

Boatf.  What  fhall  we  do,  Mafter  ?  Caft  over  all 

her  lading  ? 
She  will  not  fwim  an  hour  elfe. 

Enter  Albert^  Franville,  Lamure,  Til  alt  du  Pont,  and 
Morillat. 

Mafter.  The  ftorm  is  loud ;  we  cannot 
Hear  one  another.     What's  the  coaft  ? 

Boatf.  We  know 

*  When  we  are  fplit,  youj/a<ve.]  The  accu.atc  Sympfon  reads, 
When  iv f  are  fpIitriNC,  Jla>ve% 

Not 
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Not  yet ;  fhall  we  make  in  ? 

Alb.  What  comfort,  Sailors  ? 
1  never  faw,  fince  I  have  known  the  feat, 
(Which  has  been  this  twenty  years)  ib'  rude  a  tempeih 
In  what  flate  are  we  ? 

Mafter.  Dangerous  erioifgh,  captain"  i 
We  have  fprung  five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones  ; 
(Still  rage  !)'  befides;  her  ribs  are  open  J, 
Her  rudder  almoft  fpent :  Prepare  yourfel  ves^ 
And  have  good  courages  !  Death  comes  but  once ; 
And  let  him  come  in  all  his"  frights ! 

Alb.  Is't  not  poffible, 
To  make  in  to  the  land  ?  "Tis  here  before  us. 

Mor.  Here  hard  by,  Sir. 

Mafter.  Death's1  nearer,  gentlemen. 
Yet,  do  not  cry;  let's  die  like  men  ! 

'Tib.  Shall's  hoife  the  boat  out, 
And  go  all  at  one  caft  ?  The  mof  e  the  merrier  ! 

Enter  Amint'a. 

Mafter.  You  are  too  hafty,  monfieur ;  do  yo*u  Ictog 
To  be  i'th'  fifh-market  before  your  time  ? 
Hold  her  up  there  ! 

Ammta.  Oh,  mifer-able  fortune ! 
Nothing  but  horror  founding  in  mine'  ears,' 
No  minute  to  pfomife  to  friy  frighted  foul  \ 

'Tib.  Peace,  woman  ! 
We  ha'  ftorms  enough  already  j  no  more  howling ! 

Aminta.  Gentle  matter ! 

Mafter.  Clap  this  woman  under  hatches; 

Alb.  Prithee  fpeak  mildly  to  her. 

3   We  have  fprung  five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones  ; 

Still  rage;  bejides,  her  ribs  are  often.']  Here  the  tfofds  /?/// rvTor; 
fhould  either  be  in  a  parentJiefis  with  a  note  of  adtnirati'on,  (JJUl 
rage  ! )  or  elfe,  which  is  more  probable  front  the  defect  in  the  meu- 
fure,  fomething  is  loft,  and  I  believe  the  original  Was, 

five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones  ; 

The  winds  jlill  rage ;  bcfides^  her  ribs  are  cpett, 
Or  perhapc,  The  feas,  Sjmffon. 

Wi  think  the  firft  conjecture  beft. 

F  2  Amintd* 
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Aminta.  Can  no  help 

Mafler.  None,  that  I  know. 

Aminta.  No  promife  from  your  goodnefs 

Mafter.  Am  I  a  god  ?    For  Heaven's  fake,  flow 
this  woman  ! 

21$.  Go,  take  your  gilt  Prayer-book,  and  to  your 

bufmefs ! 
Wink  and  die  !   There  an  old  haddock  flays  for  you. 

Aminta.  Mufl  I  die  here  in  all  the  frights,  the  terrors, 
The  thoufand  feveral  mapes  Death  triumphs  in  ? 
No  friend  to  counfel  me  ? 

Alb.  Have  peace,  fweet  miflrefs ! 

Aminta.  No  kindred's  tears  upon  me  ?    Oh,  my 

country  ! 
No  gentle  hand  to  clofe  mine  eyes  ? 

Alb.  Be  comforted  ; 
Heaven  has  the  fame  pow'r  flill,  and  the  fame  mercy. 

Aminta.  Oh,  that  wave  will  devour  me  ! 

Mafter.  Carry  her  down,  captain,     . 
Or,  by  thefe  hands,  I'll  give  no  more  direction, 
I,et  the  fhip  fink  or  fwim  !  We  ha*  ne'er  better  luck 
When  we've  fuch  ftowage  as  thefe  trinkets  with  us, 
Thefe  fweet  fi n- breeders :  How  can  Heaven  fmile  on 

us, 

When  fuch  a  burden  of  iniquity 
Lies  tumbling,  like  a  potion,  in  our  fhip's  belly  ?  \Ex. 

Tib.  Away  with  her ;  and,  if  the  have  a  prayer 
That's  fit  for  fuch  an  hour,  let  her  fay't  quickly, 
And  ferioufly  !  [Exit. 

Alb.  Come  •,  I  fee  it  clear,  lady  •„ 
Come  in,  and  take  fome  comfort !  I'll  flay  with  you. 

Aminta.  Where  fhould  1  Hay  ?  to  what  end  fhould 

I  hope  ? 

Am  I  not  circled  round  with  mifery  ? 
Confufiuns  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me  ! 
Oh,  monfieur  Albert,  how  am  I  bound  to  curfe  you, 
(if  curies  could  redeem  me)  how  to  hate  you  ! 
You  forc'd  me  from  my  quiet,  from  my  friends, 
Even  from  their  arms  that  were  as  dear  to  me 

As 
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As  day-light  is,  or  comfort  to  the  wretched ; 
You  forc'cl  my  friends,  fome  from  their  peaceful  reft, 
Some  your  relentlefs  fword  gave  their  laft  groans ; 
('Would  I  had  there  been  number*d !)  and  to  Fortune's 
Never-fatisfied  afflictions  you  turn'd  my  brother 
And  thofe  few  friends  Pd  left,  like  defperate  creatures, 
To  their  own  fears  and  the  world's  ftubborn  pities. 
Oh,  mercilefs  ! 

Alb.  Sweet  miftrefs ! 

Aminta.  And  whether  they  are  wandring  to  avoid 

you, 

Or  whether  dead,  and  no  kind  earth  to  cover  'em — 
Was  this  a  lover's  part  ?  But  Heaven  has  found  you, 
And  in  his  loudeft  voice,  his  voice  of  thunder, 
And  in  the  mutiny  of  his  deep-wonders  % 
He  tells  you  now,  you  weep  too  late. 

Alb*  Let  thefe  tears 

Tell  how  I  honour  you  !  You  know,  dear  lady, 
Since  you  were  mine,  how  truly  I  have  lov'd  you, 
How  fandtimonioufly  obferv'd  your  honour : 
Not  one  lafcivious  word,  not  one  touch,  lady, 
No,  not  a  hope  that  might  not  render  me 
The  unpolluted  fervant  of  your  chaftity. 
For  you  I  put  to  fea,  to  feek  your  brother J, 

+  Of  his  deep  wonders.]  Deep  wonders  may  be  good  Englifli,  but 
it  is  not  very  intelligible  as  it  is  here  circumftanced ;  the  addition  of  a 
fingle  hyphen  makes  all  clear,  deep-ivonders.  Sympfon. 

5  For  you  I  put  to  fea,  to  feek  your  brother, ~\  This,  if  it  has  any 
meaning,  muft  iignify  that  his«fole  end  of  putting  to  fea  was  to  find 
out  her  brother,  and  yet,  aft  iii.  fcene  i.  Fran<ville  fays  pofitivdy 
that  they  were  bound 

For  happy  p/aces,  and  tnojl  fertile  iflandst 
but  that  afterwards 

She  turtid  the  captain's  mind,  &c. 

this  inconfiftency  might  poffibly  be  owing  to  fome  over  and  above 
complaifant  player,  who  was  willing  to  enhance  the  value  of  Albert's 
fervice,  and  make  him  compliment  his  miftrefs,  not  only  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  our  Poets,  but  even  of  truth  itfelf.  Sympfon. 

This  aflertion  here  is  too  pofitive,  and  too  much  purfued,  and  the 
circumftance  too  unimportant  to  be  afcribed  to  the  interpolation  of  a 
player.  If  there  is  an  inconfiiter.cy,  it  is  more  probably  owing  to  the 
inadvertency  of  the  Authors. 

F  3  (Your 
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(Your  captain,  yet  your  (lave)  that  his  redemption, 
|f  he  be  jiving  where  the  fun  has  circuit, 
May  expiate  your  ru .our,  and  my  rafhnefs. 

A'Mnici,.  The  jlorm  grows  greater;  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

All.  Let's  in, 

And  alii  Heaven's  mercy '  My  ftrong  mind  yet  prefages, 
Thro'  all  th  jfe  dangers,  we  fhall  fee  a  ciay  yet 
Shall  crown  your  pious  hopes,  and  my  fair  wifhes. 

[Exit  with  Aminta, 

Enter  Mcfier^  Sailors,  Gentlemen,  and  Boaffwain. 

Mafter.   It  mufl  all  overboard. 

BoatJ.  It  clears  to  feaward,  Mafter. 

Mqfter..  Fling  o'er  the  lading  there,    and  let  us 

lighten  her, 

(All  the  meat,  and  the  cakes  ;  we  are  all  gone  elfe  !) 
That  we  may  find  her  leaks,  and  hold  her  up  1 
Yet  frye  fome  little  biicuit  for  the  lady, 
'Till  we  come  to  th'  land6 ! 

Lam.  Muft  my  goods  over  too  ? 
Why,  {ione.fl:  Matter,  here  lies  all  my  money, 
The  money  I  ha'  rack'd  by  ufury, 
To  buy  new  lands  and  lordfhips  in  new  countries, 
?Caufe  1  was  banifn'd  from  mine  own :  I  ha'  been 
This  twenty  years  a-railing  it. 

Tib.  Out  with  jt  \ 

The  devils  are  got  together  by  the  ears, 
Who  fhall  ha't ;  and  here  they  quarrel  in  the  cloudy 

Lam.  I  am  undone,  Sir ! 

Tib.  'And  be  undone;  'tis  better  than,  we  perifh. 

Lam.  Oh,  fave  one  cheft  of  plate ! 

Tib.  Away  with  it  luliily,  failors  ! 
It  was  fome  pawn  that  he  has  got  unjuftly ; 
Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  let  crabs  breed  in't! 

Mafisr,  Over  with  the  trunks  too. 

6  Tling  Ser  the  lading,  &c.]      The  giving  this  and  the  following 
four  lines  to  the  biajter  (which  was  before  a  continuation  of  the  Boat- 
"'  fpeech)  is  recommended  by  Symplon. 

Enter 
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Enter  Albert. 

AH.  Take  mine,  and  fpare  not. 

Mafler.  We  muft  over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throw  away  my  lordmip  that  I  fold, 
Put  it  into  cloaths  and  necefTaries,  to  go  to  fea  with  ? 

^ib.  Over  wi't  !   I  love  to  fee  a  lordmip  fink  : 
Sir,  you  left  no  wood  upon't,  to  buoy  it  up$ 
You  might  ha'  fav'd  it  elfe. 

Fran.  I  am  undone 
For  ever. 

All.  WThy,  we're  all  undone  :  Would  you 
Be  only  happy  ? 

Lam.  Sir,  you  may  lofe  too. 

Tib.  Thou  liefl  !  I  ha'  nothing  but  my  fkin, 
And  my  cloaths  ;  my  fword  here,  and  myfelf  •, 
Two  crowns  in  my  pocket,  two  pair  of  cards7, 
And  three  falfe  dice  :  I  can  fwim  like  a  fim, 
Rafcal  -,  nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boatf.  In  with  her  of  all  hands  ! 

Mafter.  Come,  gentlemen  ;  come,  captain  ;  ye  muft 

help  all. 

My  life  now  for  the  land  !  'Tis  high,  and  rocky, 
And  full  of  perils. 

Alb.  However,  let's  attempt  it  ! 

-  Then  cheer  luftily,  my  hearts  !     \Exeunt. 


Enter  Sebajlian  and  Nicufa. 

Seb.  Yes,  'tis  a  (hip  •,  I  fee  it  now  ;  a  tall  fhip  ! 
She  has  wrought  luftily  for  her  deliverance. 
Heaven's  mercy,  what  a  wretched  day  has  here  been  ! 
,  Nicuja.  To  ftill  and  quiet  minds  that  knew  no 
mifery, 

7  Two  pair  of  cards,]  i.  e.  Two  PACKS  of  cards,  as  they  are  row 
called.  They  were  formerly  called,  as  here,  PAIRS  of  cards.  Thus 
in  '  The  honorable  hiftorie  of  the  Frier  Bacon  and  Frier  Bongay,  by 

*  Robert  Greene,  1630,'  '  Have  you  not  good  tippling  houfes  there  ? 

*  may  not  a  man  have  a  lufty  fire  there,  a  pot  of  good  ale,  a  PAIRB 
'  cf  cardet,  a  fwinging  piece  of  chalke,  and  a  brown  toaft  that  will 
'  clap  a  white  wailcoat  on  a  cup  of  good  drinke.'  /?. 

F  4  It 


88       THE      SEA-VOYAGE. 

It  may  feem  wretched  ;  but  with  us  'tis  ordinary  3 
Heaven  has  no  ftorm  in  ftore,  nor  earth  no  terror^ 
That  can  feem  new  to  us. 

Seb.  'Tis  true,  Nicufa  : 
If  Fortune  were  determin'd  to  be  wanton, 
And  would  wipe  out  the  (lories  of  mens'  miferies, 
Yet  we  two  living,  we  could  crofs  her  purpofe  ; 
For  'tis  impoffible  me  mould  cure  us, 
We  are  fo  excellent  in  our  afflictions  : 
It  would  be  more  than  glory  to  her  blindnefs, 
And  ftile  her  power  beyond  her  pride,  to  quit  us. 

Nicufa.  Do  they  live  ft  ill  ? 

Seb.  Yes,  and  make  to  harbour. 

Nicufa.  Mod  miferable  men  !  I  grieve  their  fortunes. 

Seb.  How  happy  had  they  been,  had  the  fea  cover'd 

'em! 

They  leap  from  one  calamity  to  another; 
Had  they  been  drown'd,  they'd  ended  all  their  farrows. 
What  fhouts  of  joy  they  make  !  [Shout  within,. 

Nicufa.  Alas,  poor  wretches  ! 
Had  they  but  once  experience  of  this  ifland, 
They'd  turn  their  tunes  to  wailings. 

Seb.  Nay,  to  curfes, 

That  ever  they  fet  foot  on  fuch  calamities  : 
Here  is  no  thing  but  rocks  and  barrennefs  % 


8  Here's  nothing  but  rocks  and  barrennefs, 

Hunger  and  cold  to  eat  ;  here's  no  vineyards,  &C.]  Nothing  lut 
rocks  and  barrennefs  to  eat,  is  intelligible  and  good  language,  but 
furely  no  poetical  licence  will  excufe  what  follows, 

Hunger  and  cold  to  eat',  - 

I  would  read,  for  meat  ;  i.  e.  initead  of  meat,  and  propofe  to  fupply 
the  me.ifure  thus, 

There's  nothing  here  bul  rocks  and  barrennefs, 

Hunger  and  cold  for  meat  ;  here  are  no  vineyards,  &c. 

Seaward. 
J  would  read  and  point  thus, 

Here  'j  nothing  here  but  rocks  and  barrennefs, 
Hunger  and  cold  $  nothing  to  eat  ;  no  vineyards    ••    • 
As  I  have  not  alter'd  the  text,  the  reader  may  take  his  choice. 

Sympfon. 

We  do  not  understand  why  meat  is  better  than  eat  ;  the  fenfe  is  the 
fame  ;  and  the  reft  of  the  variation  is  unauthorized. 

Hunger 
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Hunger  and  cold,  to  eat  -,  here's  no  vineyards 

To  chear  the  heart  of  man,  no  cryftal  rivers, 

After  his  labour,  tp  refrefh  his  body, 

If  he  be  feeble ;  nothing  to  reftore  him, 

But  heav 'nly  hopes  :  Nature  that  made  thofe  remedies, 

Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  diftrefies, 

For  fear  me  turn  wild,  like  the  place,  and  barren. 

Nicuja.  Oh,  uncle,  yet  a  little  memory  of  what 

we  were ! 

'Twill  be  a  little  comfort  in  our  calamities : 
When  we  were  feated  in  our  blefled  homes, 
How  happy  in  our  kindreds,  in  our  families, 
In  all  our  fortunes 

Seb.  Curfe  on  thofe  French  pirates 
That  difplanted  us !  That  flung  us  from  that  happinefs 
We  found  there,  conflrained  us  to  fea, 
To  fave  our  lives,  honours,  and  our  riches, 
With  all  we  had,  our  kinfmen  and  our  jewels, 
In  hope  to  find  fome  place  free  from  fuch  robbers  !  - 
Where  a  mighty  ftorm  fever'd  our  barks,  that  where 
My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  noble  ladies 
That  went  with  her,  virgins  and  loving  fouls, 
To  fcape  thofe  pirates 

Nicuja.  They  are  living  yet  ;  fuch  goodnefs  cannot 
perifh. 

Seb.  But  never  to  me,  coufin,   never  to  me  again. 
What  bears  their  flag-ftaves  ? 

Nicuja.  The  arms  of  France  fure. 
Nay,  do  not  ftart !  we  cannot  be  more  miferable ; 
Death  is  a  cordial  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Seb.  They  get  to  more  apace;  they'll  fly  as  fall 
When  once  they  find  the  place.     What's  that  which,. 
fwims  there  ? 

Nicuja.  A  ftrong  young  man,  Sir,  with  a  handfome 

woman 
Hanging  about  his  neck. 

Seb.  That  mews  fome  honour: 
May  thy  brave  charity,  whate'er  thou  art, 
Be  fpoken  in  a  place  that  may  renown  thee, 

And 
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And  not  die  here  ! 

Nicuja.  The  boat,  it  feems,  turn'd  over, 
So  forced  to  their  fhifts  ;  yet  all  are  landed. 
.They're  pirates,  on  my  life. 

Seb.  They  will  not  rob  us; 
For  none  will  take  our  mifery  for  riches. 
Come,  coufm,  let's  defcend,  and  try  their  pities  \ 
If  we  get  off,  a  little  hope  walks  with  us  ; 
If  not,  we  (hall  but  load  this  wretched  ifland 
,\Vith  the  fame  fhadows  Hill,  that  muft  grow  Ihorrer. 

\_Exeuntt 

Enter  Albert,  Amlnta,  fibalt,  Morillat,  Lamure, 
Mafter,  Franville,  Surgeon,  and  Sailors. 

¥ib.  Wet  come  afhore  9,  my  mates  !   we're  fafe  ar- 
riv'd  yet. 

Mafter.  Thanks  to  Heaven's  goodnefs,  no  man  loft : 
.The  mip  rides  fair  too,  and  her  leaks  in  good  plight. 

All.  The  weather's  turn'd  more  courteous. — How 

does  my  dear  ? 
'Alas,  how  weak  fhe  is,  and  wet ! 

Aminta.  1  am  glad  yet,  I  fcap'd  with  life :  ' 
[Which  certain,  noble  captain,  next  to  Heaven's  good 
nefs, 

I  muft  thank  you  for ;  and,  which  is  more, 
Acknowledge  your  dear  tendernefs,  your  firm  love, 
To  your  unworthy  miftrefs ;  and  recant  too 
(Indeed  I  muft)  thofe  harm  opinions, 
Thofe  cruel  unkind  thoughts,  I  heap'd  upon  you  ; 
Further  than  that,  I  muft  forget  your  injuries, 
So  far  I  am  tied  and  fctter'd  to  your  fervice ; 
Believe  me,  I  will  learn  to  love. 

Alb.  1  thank  you,  madam ; 
And  it  fhall  be  my  practice  jo  ferve. 
tWhat  cheer,  companions  ? 

9  Wet  come  aflore — arrived  yet . 

Maft.  Thanks — ]  Wet  come  alluding  to  tt'elccme  is  exceeding 
tight  and  proper  here  in  ffibalt's  mouth,  whole  rinjil  character  is 
well  fupported  throughout  the  play.  Sjmf/on. 
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ib.  No  great  cheer,  Sir  •,  a  piece  of  foufed  bifcuit, 
And  half  an  hard  egg  ;  for  the  fea  has  ta'en  order, 
Being  young  and  ftrong,  we  lhall  not  forfeit,  captain. 
For  mine  own  part,  I'll  dance  till  1  am  dry  : 
Come,  Surgeon,  out  with  yourclyfter-pipe, 
And  ilrike  a  galliard. 

dlb.  What  a  brave  day  again  !  and  what  fair  wea 

ther, 
After  fo  foul  a  ftorm  ! 

Lam.  Ay,  an't  pleas'd  the  Matter, 
He  might  ha'  fccn  this  weather,  and  ha'  fav'd  our  wood*. 

Alb.  Never  think  on  'cm  !    we've  our  j.vr- 
healths. 

Lam.  \  mu(l  think  on  'em,  and  think  'twas  mofr 

malicioufly    . 
Done  to  unuo  me. 

Fran.  And  me  too  ;  I  loft  all  : 
I  ha'n't  another  ihirt  to  put  upon  me, 
Nor  cloaths,  but  thefe  poor  rags  :   I  had  fifteen 
Fair  fuits,  the  worft  was  cut  upon  taffaty. 

27^.  I  am  glad  you  ha'  loft  :  Give  me  thy  hand  ! 
Is  thy  fkin  whole  ?   Art  thou  not  purl'd  I0  with  kabs  ? 
No  antient  monuments  of  madam  Venus  ? 
Th'  hail  a  fuit  then  will  pofe  the  cunnin^'ft  tailor, 
That  will  never  turn  fafhion,  nor  foriake  thee, 
9  Till  thy  executors,  the  worms,  uncale  thee  ; 
They  takeoff  glorious  fuits,  Franvi.le  !   thou'rt  happy 
Thou  art  delivered  of  'em  -,  here  are  no  brokers, 
No  alchymifts  to  turn  'em  into  mttal  ; 
Nor  leather'd  captains, 
With  ladies  to  adore  'em  !  Wilt  thou  fee 
A  dog-fifh  rife  in  one  of  thy  brave  doublets, 
And  tumble  like  a  tub  to  make  thee  merry  ? 
Or  an  old  haddock  rife  with  thy  hatch'd  fword 
Thou  paid'ft  a  hundred  crowns  for? 
A  mermaid  in  a  mantle  of  your  worlhip's  ? 
Or  a  dolphin  in  your  double  ruff? 


10  Par/V.j     Perhaps  from  the  French  word  $trlet  rough, 
votfmootb.     Cotgrave's  Didlionary.  . 

.  r< 

Fran. 
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Fran.  Ye're  merry  ; 
But  if  I  take  it  thus,  if  I  be  foifted 
And  jeer'd  out  of  my  goods 

Lam.  Nor  I,  I  vow  thee  ! 
Nor  Maftef  nor  Mate — I  fee  your  cunning, 

Alb.  Oh, 
Be  not  angry,  gentlemen  ! 

Mor.  Yes,  Sir,  we've  reafon : 
And  fome  friends  I  can  make. 

Maft.  What  I  did,  gentlemen, 
Was  for  the  general  fafety  :  If  ye  aim. 
At  me,  I'm  not  fo  tame 

'Tib.  Pray  take  my  counfel ; 
Gallants,  fight  not  till  the  furgeon  be  well ! 
He's  damnable  fea-fick,  and  may  fpoil  all ; 
Befides,  h-  has  loft  his  fiddleftick,  and  the  befl 
Box  of  boar's-greafe.    Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces, 
And  hand  your  fwords  ? 

Alb.  Who  would  ye  fight  with,  gentlemen  ? 
Wh' has  doneye  wrong  ?  for  fhame,  be  better  temper'd! 
No  fooner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  fafeties, 
But  we  muft  raife  new  civil  broils  amongft  us, 
Inflame  thofe  angry  powers,  to  fhower  new  vengeance 

on  us  ? 

What  can  we  expeft  for  thefe  unmanly  murmurs, 
Thele  ftrong  temptations  of  their  holy  pities, 
But  plagues  in  another  kind,  a  fuller,  fo  dreadful 
That  .the  ftnging  florins  are  (lumbers  to  it  ? 

'Tib.  Be  men,  and  rule  your  minds  ! 
If  you  will  needs  fight,  gentlemen, 
And  think  to  raife  new  riches  by  your  valours, 
Have  at  ye  !  I  have  little  elfe  to  do  now  ; 
I  have  faid  my  prayers.    You  fay  you  have  loft, 
And  make  your  lofs  your  quarrel, 
And  grumble  at  my  captain  here,  and  th'  Mafter, 
Two  worthy  perfons,  indeed  too  worthy  for  fuch  rafcals, 
Thou  Galloon  gallant,  and  Mammon  you 
That   build  on  golden    mountains !    thou  money- 
maggot  ! 

Come, 
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Come,  all  draw  your  fwords !  Ye  fay  ye're  miferable. 

Alb.  Nay,  hold,  good  Tibalt ! 

Tib.  Captain,  let  me  correct  'em  ! — 
I'll  make  ye  ten  times  worfe  ! — I  will  not  leave  'em-r 
For  look  ye,  fighting's  as  nouriming  to  me  as  eating  ; 
I  was  born  quarrelling. 

Mafter.  Pray,  Sir ! 

Tib.  I  will  not  leave  'em  fkins  to  cover  'em  I— 
Do  ye  grumble  when  ye  are  well,  ye  rogues  ? 

Mafter.  Noble  Du-Pont ! 

Tib.  Ye  have  cloaths  now,  and  ye  prate. 

Aminta*  Pray,  gentlemen,  for  my  fak£,  be  at  peace! 
Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  friends  ! 

Fran.  You've  ftopt  our  angers,  lady. 

Alb.  This  mews  noble. 

Tib.  'Tis  well;  'tis  very  well !  There's  half  a  bifcuit; 
Break  it  amongft  ye  all,  and  thank  my  bounty. 
This  is  cloaths  and  plate  too-,  come,no  more  quarrelling! 

Aminta.  But  ha !  what  things  are  thefe  ?  Are  they 
human  creatures  ? 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicuja. 

Tib.  I've  heard  of  fea-calves. 

Alb.  They're  no  fhadows  fure  ; 
They've  legs  and  arms. 

Tib.  They  hang  but  lightly  on  tho'. 

Aminta.  How  they  look  !   Are  they  mens'  faces  ? 

Tib.  They  have  horfe-tails  growing  to  'em, 
Goodly  long  manes. 

Aminta.  'Las,  what  funk  eyes  they  have  ! 
How  they  are  crept  in,  as  if  they  had  been  frighted  ! 
Sure  they  are  wretched  men. 

Tib.  Where  are  their  wardrobes  ? 
Look  ye,  Franville,  here  are  a  couple  of  courtiers  ! 

Aminta.  They  kneel :  Alas,  poor  fouls  ! 

Alb.  What  are  ye  ?.  fpeak  ! 
Are  ye  alive  ?  or  wandring  (hadows, 
That  find  no  peace  on  earth,  till  ye  reveal 

Some 
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Some  hidden  fecret  ? 

Seb.  We  are  men  as  you  are, 
Only  our  miferies  make  us  feem  monfters. 
If  ever  pity  dwelt  in  noble  hearts - 

Alb.  We  underftand   'em  too !    Pray  mark  'em,- 
gentlemen  ! 

Seb.  Or  that  Heaven's  pleas'd  with  human  charity  5 
If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  name  of  friendfhip, 
Or  fuffer'd  in  yourfelves  the  lead  afflictions ; 
Have  gentle  fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly, 
And  mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  misfortunes  j 
Have  mercy  on  our  miferies  1 

Alb.  Stand  up,  wretches. 
Speak  boldly,  and  have  releafe  ! 

Nicufa.  If  ye  be  Chriftians, 
And  by  that  blefied  name  bound  to  relieve  Us/ 
Convey  us  from  this  ifland  ! 

Alb.  Speak !  what  are  ye  ? 

Seb.  As  you  are,  gentle  born  ;  to  tell  ye  morey 
Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  calamities, 
And  turn  your  eyes  wild  with  perpetual  weepings. 
Thefe  many  years  in  this  moft  wretched  ifland 
We  two  have  liv'd,  the  fcorn  and  game  of  Fortune  : 
Blefs  yourfelves  from  it,  noble  gentlemen  ! 
The  greateft  plagues  that  human  nature  fuffers 
Are  feated  here,  wildnefs  and  wants  innumerable  ! 

Alb.  How  came  ye  hither  ? 

Nicufa.  In  a  fhip,  as  you  do,  and  (as  you  might  have 

been, 

Had  notHeav'n  preferv'dye  for  fome  more  noble  ufe) 
Wreckt  defperatelyj  our  men  and  all  confum'd, 
But  we  two,  that  ftill  live,  and  fpin  out 
The  thin  and  ragged  threads  of  our  misfortunes. 

C2C3 

Alb.  Is  there  no  meat  above  ? 

Seb.  Nor  meat  nor  quiet : 
No  fummer  here,  to  promife  any  thing ; 
Nor  autumn,  to  make  full  the  reapers'  hands  : 
The  earth,  obdurate  to  the  tears  of  Heav'n, 

Lets 
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Lets  nothing  fhoot  but  poifon'd  weeds  ; 
No  rivers,  nor  no  pleafant  groves,  no  beafts  : 
All  that  were  made  for  man's  ufe  fly  this  defart; 
No  airy  fowl  dares  make  his  flight  o'er  it, 
It  is  fo  ominous. 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  fhames  of  Nature, 
Roots  of  malignant  taftes,  foul  flanding  waters  : 
Sometimes  we  find  a  fulfome  fea-root, 
And  that's  a  delicate ;  a  rat  fometimes, 
And  that  we  hunt  like  princes  in  their  pleafure; 
And  when  we  take  a  toad,  we  make  a  banquet. 
Aminta.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  let's  aboard  1 
Alb.  D'ye  know  no  further  ? 

Nicufa.  Yes  ; 

We've  fometimes  feen  the  fhadow  of  a  place 
Inhabited,  and  heard  the  noife  of  hunters, 
And  have  attempted  to  find  it :  So  far  as  a  river, 
Deep,  flow,  and  dangerous,  fenced  with  high  rocks, 
We've  gone;  but,  not  able  t'atchieve  that  hazard, 
Return'd  to  our  old  miferies.     If  this 
Sad  ftory  may  deferve  your  pities 

Alb.  Ye  fhall 
Aboard  with  us  ;  we  will  relieve  your  miferies. 

Seb.  Nor  will  we  be  unthankful  for  this  benefit; 
No,  gentlemen,  we'll  pay  for  our  deliverance  : 
Look,  ye  that  plough  the  feas  for  wealth  and  pleafures, 
That  out-run  day  and  night  with  your  ambitions, 
Look    on   thofe   heaps  !    they  feem   hard  ragged 

quarries ; 
Remove,  and  view  'ern  fully  ! 

Mafter.  Oh,  Heav'n,  they're  gold  and  jewels  ! 

Seb.  Be  not  too  hafty  !  Here  lies  another  heap. 

Mor.  And  here  another,  all  perfect  gold ! 

Alb.  Stand  further  off! 
You  muft  not  be  your  own  carvers. 

Lam.  We  have  fhares,  and  deep  ones. 

Fran.  Yes,  Sir,  we  will  maintain't :  Ho,  fellow- 
failors  ! 

Lam.  Stand  all  to  your  freedoms !  I'll  have  all  this. 

Fran. 
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Fran.  And  I  this. 

Tib.  You  fhall  be  hang'd  firft. 

Lam.  My  lofTes  fhall  be  made  good. 

Fran.  So  fhall  mine,  or  with  my  fword  I'll  do't.— • 
All  that  will  fhare  with  us,  aflifl  us ! 

'Tib.  Captain,  let's  fet  in  ! 

Alb.  This  money  will  undo  us,  undo  us  all. 

Seb.  This  gold  was  th'  overthrow  of  my  happinefs : 
I  had  command  too,  when  I  landed  here, 
And  led  young,  high,  and  noble  fpirits  under  me : 
This  curfed  gold  enticing  'em,  they  fet  upon  their 

captain, 

On  me  that  own'd  this  wealth,  and  this  poor  gentleman ; 
Gave  us  no  few  wounds,  forc'd  us  from  our  own 
And  then  their  civil  fwords,  who  fhould  be  owners, 
And  who  lords  over  all,  turn'd  againft  their  own  lives ; 
Firft,  in  their  rage  confum'd  the  fhip, 
(That  poor  part  of  the  fhip  that  fcap'd  the  firft  wreck) 
Next,  their  lives  by  heaps :  Oh,  be  you  wife  and  careful! 

Lam.  We'll  ha'  more  :  Sirrah,  come  fhew  it ! 

Fran.  Or  ten   times  worfe  afflictions   than  thou 
fpeak'fl  of 

Alb.  Nay,  an  ye  will  be  dogs [Beats  'em. 

Tib.  Let  me  come,  captain  ! 
This  golden  age  mufl  have  an  iron  ending. 
Have  at  the  bunch  !  [He  beats  'em  off.  Exit. 

Aminta.  Oh,  Albert!  oh,  gentlemen!  oh,  friends! 

[Exit. 

Seb.  Come,  noble  nephew !  if  we  flay  here  we  die : 
Here  rides  their  Ihip  yet;  all  are  gone  to  th'fpoil  j 
Let's  make  a  quick  ufe  ! 

Nicufa.  Away,  dear  uncle  ! 

Seb.  This  gold 
"Was  our  o'erthrow. 

Nicuja.  It  may  now  be  our  happinefs.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  'i'ibalt  furfuing  and  beating  the  rzft. 
Tib.  You  lhall  have  gold  ?  yes,  I  will  cram  it  int'ye ! 
You  fhall  be  your  own  carvers?  yes,  I'll  carve  ye. 

Mor. 
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Mor.  I'm  fore :  I  pray  hear  reafon  ! 

Tib.  I'll  hear  none  : 
Covetous  bafe  minds  have  no  reafon. 
I'm  hurt  myfelf;  but,  whilft  I  have  a  leg  left, 
I  will  fo haunt  your  gilded  fouls — How  d'ye,  captain? 
You  bleed  apace  ;  curfe  on  the  caufers  on't ! 
You  do  not  faint  ? 

Alb.  No,  no ;  I'm  not  fo  happy. 

fib.  D'ye  howl  ?  nay,  ye  deferve  it : 
Bafe  greedy  rogues!  Come,fhall  we  makean  end  of 'em  ? 

Alb.  They  are  our  countrymen ;  for  Heav'n's  fake, 

fpare  'em  ! 
Alas,  they're  hurt  enough,  and  they  relent  now. 

Aminta  [above].  Oh,  captain,  captain  ! 

Alb.  Whofe  voice  is  that  ? 

fib.  The  lady's. 

Aminta.  Look,  captain,  look !  you  are  undone  : 

Poor  captain  ! 

We're  all  undone,  all,  all !  we  are  all  miferable ! 
Mad  wilful  men,  ye  are  undone :  Yourfhip,  your  (hip ! 

Alb.  What  of  her  ? 

Aminta.  She  is  under  fail,  and  floating  ; 
See,  where  fhe  flies!  See,  to  your  fhames,  you  wretches, 
Thefe  poor  ftarv'd  things  that  fhew'd  you  gold  ! 

[Lamure  and  Fr  am™  He  go  u$  to  fee  the  flip. 

I  Sailor.  They  have  cutwthe  cables, 
And  got  her  out ;  the  tide  too  has  befriended  'em. 

Mafter.  Where  are  the  failors  that  kept  her  ? 

Boatf.  Here,  here  i'  th'  mutiny,  to  take  up  money, 
And  left  no  creature  ;  left  the  boat  afhore  too  ; 
This  gold,  this  damn'd  enticing  gold  ! 

1  Sailor.  How  the  wind  drives  her, 
As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  furies  ! 

Lqm.  Come  back,  good  old  men  ! 

Fran.  Good  honeft  men,  come  back  ! 
fib.  The  wind's  againfl  ye  \  fpeak  louder  ! 

Lam.  Ye  fhall  have  all  your  gold  again.  Theyfceus, 
fib.  Hold  up  your  hands,  and  kneel,  and  howl, 
ye  blockheads  ! 

VOL.  JX.  G  They'll 
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They'll  have  companion  on  ye  ? 

Yes,  yes,  'tis  very  likely ;  ye've  deferv'd  it. 

D'ye  look  like  dogs  now?  Are  your  mighty  courages 

Abated  ? 

Alb.  I  bleed  apace,  Tibalt. 

'fib.  Retire,  Sirj 

And  make  the  beft  ufe  of  our  miferies  1 
They  but  begin  now. 

Enter  Amlnta. 

Aminta.  Are  ye  alive  ftill  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  fweet. 

lib.  Help  him  off,  lady, 

And  wrap  him  warm  in  your  arms;  here  is  fomething 
That's  comfortable ;  off  with  him  handfomely  ! 
I'll  come  to  ye  ftraight,  but  vex  thefe  rafcals  a  little. 

\JLxeunt  Albert  and  Aminta. 

Fran.  Oh,  I'm  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I  am  weary. 

'Tib.  Here  is  a  peille  of  a  Portigue,  Sir ! 
'Tis  excellent  meat  with  four  fauce : 
And  here's  two  chains  ;  fuppofe  'em  faufages ! 
Then  there  wants  muftard  ;  but  the  fearful  Surgeon 
Will  fupply  ye  prefently  ". 

Lam.  Oh,  for  that  Surgeon  !  I  fhall  die  elfe. 

'Tib.  Faith,  there  he  lies  in  the  fame  pickle  too. 

Surgeon.  My  falves  and  all  my  instruments  are  loft; 
And  I  am  hurt  and  ftarv'd :  Good  Sir,  feek  for 
Some  herbs  ! 

'Tib.  Here's  herb-gracelefs  j  will  that  ferve  ? 
Gentlemen,  will  ye  go  to  fupper  ? 

Omnes.  Where  is  the  meat  ? 

Tib.  Where  is  the  meat  ?  What  a  veal-voice  is  there  ? 

11   But  tb"1  fearful  Surgeon  will Jupply  ye  prefently. 

Lam.   Oh  %  for  that  Surgeon,  I  jhall  die  elje.~\  Tearful,  in  the 
prefent  pa  Huge,  is  an  epithet,  which  carries  neither  ienle  nor  humour. 
Jf  we  would  make  7  ibalt  congruous  with  himfelf,  methinks  it  Ihould 
be  done  by  reading  in  both  lines  thus  ; 
But  th*  careful  Surgeon,  &c. 
To  which  La  mure  fhould  anfwer  ; 

Oh,  for  (bat  careful  Surgetn,  I  foal  I  die  elfe.     Sympfan. 

Fran. 
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Pran.  'Would  we  had  it,  Sir,  or  any  thing  elfe  ! 

57£.  I  would  now  cut  your  throat,  you  dog,  but  that 
1  wo'not  do  you  fuch  a  courtefy, 
To  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  ftarving. 
Oh,  what  a  comfort  will  your  worfhip  have 
Some  three  days  hence !  Ye  things  beneath  pity  ! 
Famine  fhall  be  your  harbinger  : 
You  mu  ft  not  look  for  down-beds  here,  nor  hangings; 
Tho'  I  could  wifh  ye  ftrong  ones  •, 
Yet  there  be  many  lightfome  cool  ft ar- chambers, 
Open  to  every  fweet  air,  I'll  aflure  ye, 
Ready  provided  for  ye,  and  fo  I'll  leave  ye  : 
Your  firft  courfe  is  ferv'd;  expect  the  fecond!  [Exit: 

Fran.  A  vengeance  on  thefe  jewels  ! 

Lam.  Oh,  this  curfed  gold  !  [Exeunt: 


\ 
./~\. 


II; 


Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 
LAS,  dear  foul,  you  faint  ! 

Aminta.  You  fpeak  the  language 
Which  I  fhouldufetoyou.  Heav'n  knows  my  weakne'fe 
Is  not  for  what  I  fuffer  in  myfelf, 
But  to  imagine  what  you  endure* 
And  to  what  fate  your  cruel  ftars  referve  you. 

Alb.  Do  not  add  to  my  afflictions  by 
Your  tender  pities  !  Sure  we  have  chang'd  fexes  : 
You  bear  calamity  with  a  fortitude 
Would  become  a  man  ;  I  like  a  weak  girl  fuffef  ; 

Aminta.  Oh,  but  your  wounds, 
How  fearfully  they  gape  !  and  every  one 
To  me's  a  fepiilchre.     If  I  lov'd  truly, 
(Wife  men  affirm,  that  true  love  can  do  wonders) 
Thefe  bath'd  in  my  warm  tears  would  foon  be  cur'd, 
And  leave  no  orifice  behind.    Pray  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  furgeon,  and  bind  'em  up  ! 

G  a  The 
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The  raw  air  rankles  'em. 

Alb.  Sweet,  we  want  means. 

Aminta.  Love  can  fupply  all  wants. 

Aib.  What  have  ye  done,  fweet  ?  i 
Oh,  facrilege  to  beauty !  there's  no  hair 
Of  thefe  pure  locks  IZ,  by  which  the  greateft  king 
\Vould  not  be  ojladly  bound,  and  love  his  fetters. 

Aminta.  Ohf  Albert,  I  offer 
This  facrifice  of  fervice  to  the  altar 
Of  your  (laid  temperance,  and  flill  adore  it : 
When  with  a  violent  hand  you  made  me  yours, 
I  curs'd  the  doer;  but,  now  I  confider 
How  long  I  was  in  yourpower,  and  with  what  honour 
You  entertain'd  me,  (it  being  feldom  feen, 
That  youth  and  heat  of  blood  could  e'er  prefcribe 
Laws  to  itfelf)  your  goodnefs  is  the  Lethe 
In  which  I  drown  your  inj'ries,  and  now  live 
Truly  to  ferve  ye.     How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Receive  you 
The  leafl  eafe  from  my  fervice?  If  you  do, 
I'm  largely  recompenfed. 

Alb.  You  good  angels 
That  are  engag'd,  when  man's  ability  fails, 
To  reward  goodnefs,  look  upon  this  lady ! 
Tho'  hunger  gripes  my  croaking  entrails, 
Yet,  when  I  kifs  thefe  rubies  methinks 
I'm  at  a  banquet,  a  refrelhing  banquet. 
Speak,  my  blefs'd  one  ;  art  not  hungry  ? 

Aminta.  Indeed  I  could  eat,  to  bear  you  company. 

Alb.  Blufh,  unkind  Nature, 
If  thou  haft  power  or  being !  To  hear 
Thyfelf,  and  by  fuch  innocence,  accus'd, 
Muft  print  a  thoufand  kinds  of  fharnes  upon 
Thy  various  face :  Canft  thou  fupply  a  drunkard, 
And  with  a  prodigal  hand  reach  choice  of  wines, 

11  Ob,  facrilegt  to  beauty!  &c.T/  This  is  feemingly  from  Taffo, 
book  19.  ttanza  it  2,  where  Erminia  binds  up  Tancred's  wounds 
with  her  hair. 

'  For  with  her  nmhor  !T:!;S  cut  off,  each  wound 

*  She  tied  :  Oh,  ua^pv  man,  fo  cur'd  fo  bound.'     Sjtnpfon. 

Till 
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'Till  he  caft  up  thy  b'leflings  ?  or  a  glutton, 
That  robs  the  elements  to  iboth  his  palate, 
And  only  eats  to  beget  appetite, 
Not  to  be  fatisfied  ?  and  fuffer  here 
A  virgin,  which  the  faints  would  make  their  gueft, 
To  pine  for  hunger J  \llorns  within.]  Ha !  if  my  fenfe 
Deceive  me  not,  thefe  notes  take  being  from 
The  breath  of  men.     Confirm  me,  my  Aminta! 
Again  !  This  way  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it  to  us  1J. 
Hear  you  nothing  ? 

Aminta.  Yes  •,  k  ieems  free  hunters'  mufick. 

Alb.  Still 'tis  louder  •,  and  I  remember  the  Portugals 
Informed  us,  they  had  often  heard  fuch  founds, 
But  ne'er  could  touch  the  fhore  from  whence  it  came. 
Follow  me,  my  Aminta !  My  good  genius, 
Shew  me  the  way  !   Still,  ftili  we  are  directed  ; 
When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  riling  hill, 
We  mail  know  further.  [Ex.  and  enter  above. 

Alb.  Courteous  Zephyrus, 
On's  dewy  wings,  carries  perfumes  to  cheer  ns  : 
The  air  clears  too ;  and  now  we  may  diicern  another 

ifland, 

And  queftionkfs,  the  feat  of  fort'nate  men  : 
Oh,  that  we  could  arrive  there  ! 

Aminta.  No,  Albert  -, 

It  is  not  to  be  hop'd  :  This  envious  torrent 
Is  cruelly  interpos'd  ;  we  have  no  veflel 
That  may  tranfport  us,  nor  hath  Nature  given 
Us  wings  to  fly. 

Alb.  Better  try  all  hazards, 
Than  per;m  here  remedilefs  ;  I  feel 
New  vigour  in  me,  and  a  fpirit  that  dares 
More  than  a  man  to  ferve  my  fair  Aminta  : 
Thefe  arms  mail  be  my  oars,  with  which  I'll  fwim, 
And  my  zeal  to  fave  thy  innocent  felf,  like  wings, 

*5  Again,  this  ivaj  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it  to  us.}  Sympfon 
fcems  pofuive  that  '  the  word  again  is  only  an  order  for  the  horns  to 
«  {bund  a  fecond  time,'  and  therefore  places  it  ai  a  marginal  direc 
tion  :  But  we  think  it  might  very  well  be  a  part  of  the  text. 

G  3  Shall 
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Shall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackifh  waves. 

Amlnta.  Will  ye  then  leave  me?    'Till  now  I  ne'e? 
was  wretched  H. 

Alb.  My  beft  Aminta,  I  fwear  by  goodnefs,  'tis  not 
Hope,  nor  fear,  of  myfelf,  that  invites  me 
To  this  extreme  ;   'tis  to  fupply  thy  wants :   And  be 
lieve  me, 

Tho*  pleafure  met  me  in  mod  ravifhing  forms, 
And  happinefs  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 
I  would  nor  eat  nor  fleep,  till  I  return'd 
And  crown'd  thee  with  my  fortunes. 

Aminta.  Oh,  but  your  abfence — — 

Alb.  Suppoie  it  but  a  dream,  and,  as  you  may, 
Endeavour  to  take  reft !  And  when  that  deep 
Deceives  your  hunger  with  imagin'd  food, 
Think  you  have  fent  me  for  difcovery 
Of  fome  moft  fortunate  continent,  yet  unknown, 
Which  you  are  to  be  queen  of! — 
And  now,  ye  pow'rs  that  e'er  heard  lovers'  prayers, 
Or  cherifh'd  pure  affection,  look  on  him 
That  is  your  votary  •,  and  make  it  known, 
Againft  all  flops,  you  can  defend  your  own  !       [Exe* 

Enter  Hippo  Ufa,  Crocale,  and  Juktta. 

Hip.  How  did  we  lofe  Clarinda  ? 

Croc.  When  we  believ'd  the  flag  was  fpent. 
And  would  take  foil,  the  fight  of  the  Black  Lake, 
Which  we  fuppos'd  he  chofe  for  his  lafl  refuge, 
Frighted  him  more  than  we  that  did  purfue  him. 

Jul.  That's  ufual ;  for  death  itfelf  is  not  fo  terrible 
To  any  beaft  of  chafe. 

Hip.  Since  we'liv'd  here, 

T*  Aminta.   Will  ye  then  leave  me? 

Alb.  Till  now  I  ricr  'was  wretched.]  This  is  the  moft  ma 
terial  corruption  in  the  fenfe  that  I  have  met  with  in  this  play.  The 
pretty  foftnefs  and  tender  fears  of  Aminta  are  given  to  Albert,  I 
read, 

Aminta.   Will  ye  leave  me  then  ?  ''till  now  I  ne'er  ivas  wretched. 
Alb.  My  beft  Aminta,  1  fwear  by  goodnefs t  'tii 

Not  hope,  &C.     '  Se-taarJ. 

We 
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We  ne'er  could  force  one  to  it. 

Croc.  'Tis  fo  dreadful, 

The  birds  that  with  their  pinions  cleave  the  air 
Dare  not  fly  o'er  it.     When  the  flag  turn'd  head, 
And  we  even  tir'd  with  labour, 
Clarinda,  as  if  Ihe  were  made  of  air 
And  fire,  and  had  no  part  of  earth  in  her, 
-Eagerly  purfu'd  him : 

Nor  need  we  fear  her  fafety ;  this  place  yields 
Not  fawns  nor  fatyrs,  or  moft  luftful  men ; 
Here  we  live  fecure, 

And  have  among  ourfelves  a  commonwealth, 
Which  in  ourfelves  begun,  with  us  muft  end. 

Jul.  Ay,  there's  the  mifery  ! 

Croc.  But  being  alone, 

Allow  me  freedom  but  to  fpeak  my  thoughts  ! 
The  ftridtnefs  of  our  governefs,  that  forbids  us, 
On  pain  of  death,  the  fight  and  ufe  of  men, 
Is  more  than  tyranny  :  For  herfelf,  fhe's  pafl 
Thofe  youthful  heats,  and  feels  not  the  want 
Of  that  which  young   maids  long  for:    And  her 

daughter 

The  fair  Clarinda,  tho'  in  few  years  improv'd 
In  height  and  large  proportion,  came  here  fo  young, 
That,  fcarce  remembring  that  fhe  had  a  father, 
She  never  dreams  of  man ;  and  fhould  fhe  fee  one, 
In  my  opinion,  a'  would  appear 
A  ftrange  beaft  to  her. 

Jul.  'Tis  not  fo  with  us. 

Hip.  For  my  part,  I  confefs't,  I  was  not  made  for 
This  fingle  life ;  nor  do  I  love  hunting  fo, 
But  that  I  had  rather  be  the  chafe  myfelf. 

Croc.  By  Venus  (out  upon  me  !  I  fhould  have 
Sworn  by  Diana),  I'm  of  thy  mind  too,  wench  : 
And  tho'  I  have  ta'en  an  oath,  not  alone 
To  deteft,  but  never  to  think  of  man, 
Ev'ry  hour  fomething  tells  me  I'm  forfworn ; 
For,  I  confefs,  imagination  helps  me 
Sometimes,  and  that's  all's  left  for  us  to  feed  on  ; 

G4  We 
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We  might  (larve  elfe;  for  if  I've  any  pleafure  in 
This  life,  but  when  I  deep,  I  am  a  Pagan. 
Then,  from  the  courtier  to  the  country  clown, 
I  have  flrange  vifions 

Jul.  Vifions,  Crocale  ? 

Croc.  Yes,  and  fine  vifions  too  ; 
And  vificns  I  hope  in  dreams  are  harmlefs, 
And  not  forbid  by'  our  canons.     The  laft  night 
(Troth,  'tis  a  foolifh  one,  but  I  mufb  tell  it) 
As  I  lay  in  my  cabin,  betwixt  fleeping  and  waking— 

Hip.  Upon  your  back  ? 

Croc.  How  fhould  a  young  maid  lie,  fool, 
When  fhe  would  be  intranc'd  ? 

Hip.  We  are  intruded; 
Forward,  I  prithee. 

Crcc.  Methought  a  fweet  young  man, 
In  years  fome  twenty,  with  a  downy  chin, 
Promifing  a  future  beard,  and  .yet  no  red  one  '*, 
Stole  flily  to  my  cabin  ail  unbrac'd, 
Took  me  in's  arms,  and  kifs'd  me  twenty  times  j 
Yet  ilill  I  flept. 

Jul.  -Fy !  thy  lips  run  over,  Crocale. 
But  to  the  reft  ! 

Croc.  Lord,  what  a  man  is  this, 
Thought  I,  to  do  this  to  a  maid !  Yet  then 
For  my  life  I  could  not  wake.     The  youth, 
A  little  daunted,  with  a  trembling  hand 
Heav'd  up  the  cloaths. 

Hi$.  Yet  ftill  you  (lept  ? 

Croc.  I'faith,  I-did. 

And  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm  by  my  fide, 
Thinkin  or  t-o  catch  him,  I  ilretch'd  out  both  mine  arms  j 

15  Andjet8piv\txe.'\  Painters  ufccl  frequently  in  the  times  of 
-uih<;:s  to  pourtray  Judas  with  a  red  beard.  In  many  of  our  old 
y;.iy?,  a  Julias-beard  cr  Judas-colourc-d  beard  are  mentioned  ;  and  to 
:  :ij  cirar.niu-ince,  joined  to  Judas's  beir>g  a  deceiver,  our  Author 
f.  cms  i.cre  to  aliade.  See  Leland^s  GA'eflaafa,  vol.  v.  p.  295, 
v-i-.r-c  it  i^  f.iid,  painters  cpnitantiv  reprvicnud  Jju^i  tiu-  traytor  with 
\\  >  refft  'i>  J.  R. 

Sec  aiiJ  vol.  viii.  p.  462,  of  this  \Vo.k, 
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And  when  I  felt  him  not,  I  fhrieked  out, 
And  wak'd  for  anger. 

Hip.  'Twas  a  pretty  dream  ! 

Croc\  Ay,  if  it  had  been  a  true  one. 

\_Albert  difcovered  lying  along  upon  the  Jhore. 

Jut.  Butftay! 
What's  here  caft  on  the  fhore  ? 

Hip.  It  is  a  man : 
Shall  I  Ihoot  him  ? 

Croc.  No,  no,  'tis  a  handfome  bead ; 
'Would  we    had   more    o'th'    breed  !  Stand  clofe, 

wenches, 
And  let's  hear  if  he  can  fpeak  ! 

All.  Do  I  yet  live  ? 

Sure  it  is  air  I  breathe !  What  place  is  this  ? 
Sure  fomething  more  than  human  keeps  refidencehere, 
For  I  have  pair  the  Stygian  gulph, 
And  touch  upon  the  blefled  fhore  :  'Tis  fo ; 
This  is  th'  Elyfian  (hade  ;  thefe,  happy  fpirits 
That  here  enjoy  all  pieafures ! 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jul.  Stand,  or  I'll  flioot ! 

Croc.  Hold  !  he  makes  no  refiftance. 

Alb.  Be  not  offended,  goddeffes,  that  I  fall 
Thus  proftrate  at  your  feet !  or,  if  not  fuch, 
But  nymphs  of  Dian's  train,  that  range  thefe  groves, 
Which  you  forbid  to  men ;  vouchfafe  to  know 
I  am  a  man^  a  wicked  fmful  man : 
And  yet  not  fold 
So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  prefume 
To  prefs  upon  your  privacies,  or  provoke 
Your  heavenly  angers  !  'tis  not  for  myfelf 
I  beg  thus  poorly;  for  I'm  already  wounded, 
Wounded  to  death,  and  faint ;  my  laft  breath  is  for 
A  virgin,  comes  as  near  yourftlves  in  all 
Perfection,  as  what  is  mortal  may 
Kefemble  things  divine.     Oh,  pity  her, 
And  let  your  charity  free  her  from  that  defart, 
}f  heay'nly  charity  can  reach  to  hells 

For 
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For  fure  that  place  comes  near  it !  and  where-e'er 
My  ghoft  fhall  find  abode,  eternally 
I  fliall  pour  bleflings  on  ye ! 

Hip.  By  my  life, 
I  cannot  hurt  him  ! 

Croc.  Tho'  I  lofe  my  head  for't, 
Nor  I :  I  muft  pity  him,  and  will. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Jul.  But  ftay  ! 
Clarinda  ! 

Clar.  What  new  game  have  ye  found  here  !  Ha! 
What  bead  is  this  lies  wallowing  in  his  gore  ? 

Croc.  Keep  off! 

Clar.  Wherefore,  I  pray  ?  I  never  turn'd 
From  a  fell  lionefs  robb'd  of  her  whelps ; 
And  fhall  I  fear  dead  carrion  ? 

Jul.  Oh,  but 

Clar.  But,  what  is't  ? 

Hip.  It  is  infectious. 

Clar.  Has  it  not  a  name  ? 

Croc.  Yes ; 

But  fuch  a  name,  from  which,  as  from  the  devil, 
your  mother  commands  us  fly. 

Clar.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Croc.  It  is. 

Clar.  What  a  brave  fhape  it  has  in  death  ! 
How  excellent  would  it  appear,  had  it  life  ! 
Why  fhould  it  be  infectious  ?  I  have  heard 
My  mother  fay,  I  had  a  father  j 
And  was  not  he  a  man  ? 

Croc.  Queftionlefs,  madam. 

Clar.  Your  fathers  too  were  men  ? 
Jul.  Without  doubt,  lady. 
Clar.  And  without  fuch  it  is  impoffible 
We  could  have  been  ? 

Hip.  A  fin  againft  nature  to  deny  it. 
Qar.  Nor  can  you  or  I  have  any  hope  to  be  a  mother, 
Without  the  help  of  men. 

Croc. 


THE     S  E  A  -  V  O  Y  A  G  E.     107 

Croc.  Impoffible ! 

Clar.  Which  of  you  then,  rnofl  barbarous,  that  knew 
YOU  from  a  man  had  being,  and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  parent,  durft  prefume  to  kill 
The  likenefs  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 
Whofe  arrows  made  thefe  wounds  ?  fpeak,  or,  byDian, 
Without  diftindion  I'll  let  fly  at  ye  all! 

JuL  Not  mine. 

Kip.  Nor  mine. 

Croc.  'Tis  ftrange  to  fee  her  mov'd  thus. 
Reftrain  your  fury,  madam  !  had  we  kill'd  him, 
We  had  but  perform'd  your  mother's  command. 

Clar.  But  if  me  command  unjult  and  cruel  things, 
We're  not  t'  obey  it. 

Croc .  We  are  innocent : 

Some  ftorm  did  call  him  Ihipwreck'd  on  the  more, 
As  you  fee  wounded  :  Nor  durft  we  be  furgeons 
Tofuch  your  mother  doth  appoint  for  death, 

Clar.  Weak  excufe  !   where's  pity  ? 
Where's  foft  companion  ?  Cruel  and  ungrateful, 
Did  Providence  offer  to  your  charity 
But  one  poor  fubjecl  to  exprefs  it  on, 
And  in't  to  mew  our  wants  too ;  and  could  you 
So  carelefly  negleft  it  ? 

Hip.  For  aught  I  know, 

He's  living  yet;  and  you  may  tempt  your  mother, 
By  giving  him  fuccour, 

Clar.  Ha  !  come  near,  I  charge  ye. 
So  !   bend  his  body  ioftly  •,  rub  his  temples; 
Nay,  that  {hall  be  my  office :  How  the  red  fleals 
Into  his  pale  lips  !   Run  and  fetch  the  fimples 
With  which  my  mother  heal'd  my  arm,  when  laft  I 
Was  wounded  by  the  boar. 

Croc.  Do ;  but  remember 
Her  to  come  after  yon,  that  fhe  may  behold 
Her  daughter's  charity ! 

Clar.  Now  he  breathes !  [Exit  I  lip. 

The  air  pafiing  thro'  th'  Arabian  groves 
Yields  not  ib  1  weet  an  odour :  Prithee  tafte  it, 
Tafte  k,  good  Crocale  !  yet  1  envy  thee 

So 
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So  great  a  bleillng.     'Tis  not  fin  to  touch 
>>  Thefe  rubies,  is  it  ? 
Jul.  Not,  I  think. 

Clar.  Or  thus  to  live,   camel  ion-like  ?  I  could 
Refign  my  effence  to  live  ever  thus. 
Oh,  welcome  !  Raiie  him  up  gently.     Some  foft  hand 
Bound  up  thefe  wounds:  A  woman's  hair  ?  What  fury, 
For  which  my  ign'rance  does  not  know  a  name, 
Is  crept  into  my  bread  ?  But. I  forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  work.     Now  if  this  juice  hath  power, 
Let  it  appear !   His  eye-lids  ope :  Prodigious  ! 
Two  funs  break  irom  thefe  orbs. 

Alb.  Ha !  where  am  I  ?  what  new  vifion's  this? 
To  what  goddefs  do  I  owe  this  fecond  life  ? 
Sure  thou  art  more  than  mortal ! 
And  any  facrifice  of  thanks  or  duty 
In  poor  and  wretched  man  to  pay,  comes  fhort 
Of  your  immortal  bounty  :  But  to  mew 
I'm  not  unthankful,  thus  in  humility 
I  kifs  the  happy  ground  you  have  made  facred, 
By  bearing  of  your  weight. 

Clar.  No  goddefs,  friend,   . 
But  made  of  that  fame  brittle  mould  as  you  are  j 
One  too  acquainted  with  calamities, 
And  from  that  apt  to  pity.     Charity  ever 
Finds  in  the  adt  reward,  and  needs  no  trumpet 
In  the  receiver.     Oh,  forbear  this  duty  ! 
I  have  a  hand  to  meet  with  yours,  and  lips 
To  bid  yours  welcome. 

Croc.  I  lee  that,  by  inftin6l, 
7  ho'  a  young  maid  hath  never  feen  a  man, 
Touches  have  titillations,  and  inform  her, 

Enter  Rcfellia. 

But  here's  our  governcfs :  Now  I  expect  a  ftoi-m. 
Rof.  Child  of  my  flefh,  and  not  of  my  fair  unfpotted 
mind, 

Unhand  this  monfler ! 
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Clar.  Moniler,  mother  ? 

Rof.  Yes; 

And  ev'ry  word  hefpeaks,  a  fyren's  note, 
To  drown  the  carelefs  hearer.   Have  I  not  taught  thee 
The  falmood  and  the  perjuries  of  men, 
On  whom,  but  for  a  woman  to  fhew  pity, 
1-s  to  be  cruel  to  herielf  ?  The  fovereignty 
Proud  and  imperious  men  ufurp  upon  us, 
We  confer  on  ourfelves,  and  love  thole  fetters 
We  faften  to  our  freedoms.     Have  we,  Glarinda, 
Since  thy  father's  wreck,  fought  liberty, 
To  lofe  it  uncompeil'd  ?  Did  Fortune  guide, 
Or  rather  Deftiny,  our  bark  (to  which 
We  could  appoint  no  port)  to  this  bled  place, 
Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  women, 
That  kept  men  in  fubjedion?  did  we  then, 
By  their  example,  after  we  had  loft 
All  we  could  love  in  man,  here  plant  ourfelves, 
With  execrable  oaths  never  to  look 
On  man,  but  as  a  monfter  ?  and  wilt  thou 
Be  the  firft  precedent  to  infringe  thofe  vows 
We  made  to  Heaven  ? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  and  hear  me  with  juftice  ! 
And  as  you  are  delighted  in  the  name 
Of  mother,  hear  a  daughter  that  would  be  like  you  ! 
Should  all  women  ufe  this  obftinate  abfbinence 
You  would  force  upon  us,  in  a  few  years 
The  whole  world  would  be  peopled  only  with  beafls. 

Hip.  We  muft  and  will  have  men. 

Croc.  Ay,  or  we'll  make  off  all  obedience. 

Rof.  •  Are  ye  mad  ?  can  no  perfuafion  alter  ye  ? 
Suppofe  you  had  my  fuffrage  to  your  fuit, 
Can  this  mipwreck'd  wretch  fupply  ye  all  ? 

Alb.  Hear  me,  great  lady  ! 
I've  fellows  in  my  miftry  :  Not  far  hence, 
Divided  only  by  this  hellifh  river, 
There  live  a  company  of  wretched  men, 
Such  as  your  charity  may  niake  your  ilaves : 
Imagine  all  the  mileries  mankind 

May 
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May  fuffer  under,  and  they  groan  beneath  'em. 

Clar.  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 

Jul.  Speak  they  your  language  ? 

Croc.  Are  they  able,  lufty  men  ? 

Alb.  They  were,  good  ladies, 
And  in  their  May  of  youth,  of  gentle  blood, 
And  fuch  as  may  deierve  ye :  Now  cold  and  hunger" 
Have  lefien'd  their  perfection ;  but,  reflor'd 
To  what  they  were,  I  doubt  not  they'll  appear 
Worthy  your  favours. 

Jul.  This  is  a  blefling 
We  durft  not  hope  for. 

Clar.  Dear  mother,  ben't  obdurate  ! 

Rof.  Hear  then  my  refolution,  and  labour  not 
To  add  to  what  I'll  grant !  for  'twill  be  fruitlefs^ 
You  fhall  appear  as  good  angels  to  thefe  wretched  men ; 
In  a  fmall  boat  we  will  pafs  over  to  'em, 
And  bring  'em  comfort :  If  you  like  their  perfons^ 
And  they  approve  of  yours,  for  we'll  force  nothing — • 
And  fmce  we  want  ceremonies, 
Each  one  fhall  chufe  a  hufband,  and  enjoy 
His  company  a  month ;  but  that  expir'd, 
You  fhall  no  more  come  near  'em :  If  you  prove? 

fruitful, 

The  males  ye  fhall  return  to  them,  the  females 
We  will  referve  ourfelves.     This  is  the  utmoft 
Ye  fhall  ever  obtain. — As  ye  think  fit, 
Ye  may  difrnifs  this  flranger,  and  prepare 
Tomorrow  for  the  journey.  [Exit. 

Clar.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  walk  ? 
We'll  fhewyouourpleafantbowers3andfomething  you 
Shall  find  to  cheer  your  heart. 

Alb.  Excellent  lady, 

Tho'  'twill  appear  a  wonder  one  near  ftarv'd 
Should  refufe  reft  and  meat,  I  muft  not  take 
Your  noble  offer:  I  left  in  yonder  defart 
A  virgin  almoft  pin'd. 

Clar.  She's  not  your  wife  ? 

Alb.  No,hdy,but  my  fifter. — 'Tis  now  dangerous 

To 
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To  fpeak  truth. — To  her  I  deeply  vow'd 

Not  to  tafte  food,  or  reft,  if  Fortune  brought  it  me, 

'Till  I  blefs'd  her  with  my  return  :  Now  if 

You  pleafe  t'  afford  me  an  eafy  paflage  to  her, 

And  fome  meat  for  her  recovery, 

I  fhall  live  your  flave,  and  thankfully  flie  fhall 

Ever  acknowledge  her  life  at  your  fervice. 

Clar.  You  plead  fo  well,  I  can  deny  you  nothing : 
I  myfelf  will  fee  you  furnifhed,  and  with 
The  next  fun  vifit  and  relieve  thee. 

Alb.  You're  all  goodnefs !  [Exeunt. 


ACT          III. 


Enter  federally ,  Lamure,  Franville,  and  Morillat. 

Lam.  f~\  H  !  what  a  tempeft  have  I  in  my  ftomach ! 
V_X  How  my  empty  guts  cry  out !  my  wounds 

ache; 

'Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I  might  get 
Something  to  quench  my  thirft  ! 

Fran.  Oh,  Lamure,  the  happinefs  my  dogs  had 
When  I  kept  houfe  at  home  !  they  had  a  ftorehoufe, 
A  ftorehoufe  of  moft  blefled  bones  and  crufts, 
Happy  crufts  !  Oh,  how  fharp  hunger  pinches  me ! 

[Exif. 
Mor.  Oh,  my  importunate  belly !  I  have  nothing 

to  fatisfy  thee : 

I've  fought  as  far  as  my  weak  legs  would  carry  me, 
Yet  can  find  nothing,  neither  meat  nor  water, 
Nor  any  thing  that's  nourifhing.     My  belly 
Is  grown  together  like  an  empty  fatchel. 

Re-enter  Franville. 
Lam.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Mor.  Haft  any  meat  yet  ? 
Fran.  Not  a  bit  that  I  can  fee ; 
•Here  be  goodlyquarries,butthey  be  cruel  hard  to  gnaw. 

I  ha' 
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I  ha*  got  fome  mud,  (we  will  eat  it  with  fpoons) 
Very  good  thick  mud ;  but  it  ftinks  damnably  : 
There's  old  rotten  trunks  of  trees  too, 
But  not  a  leaf  nor  blofTom  in  all  th'  ifland. 

Lam.  How  it  looks  ? 

Mor.  It  ftinks  too. 

Lam.  It  may  be  poifon. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  thing,  Ib  I  can  get  it  down! 

Why,  man, 
Poifon's  a  princely  difh ! 

Mor.  Haft  thou  no  bifcuit  ? 

No  crumbs  left  in  thy  pocket  ?  here's  my  doublet, 
Give  me  but  three' fmall  crumbs. 

Fran.  Not  for  three  kingdoms, 
If  I  were  mailer  of  'em.     Oh,  Lamure, 
But  one  poor  joint  of  mutton  we  ha'  fcorn'd,  man  ! 

Lam.  Thou  fpeak'ft  of  Paradife. 

Fran.  Or  but  the  fnufFs  of  thofe  healths  we  have 

lewdly 
At  midnight  fiang  away  ! 

Mor.  Ah,  but  to  lick  the  glafTes ! 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Surgeon  :  What  haft  thou 

difcover'd  ? 
Smile,  fmile,  and  comfort  us. 

Surgeon.  I  am  expiring ; 

Smile  they  that  can  !  I  can  find  nothing,  gentlemen; 
Here's  nothing  can  be  meat,  without  a  miracle. 
Oh,  that  I  had  my  boxes  and  my  lints  now, 
My  ftupes,  my  tents,  and  thofe  fweet  helps  of  nature, 
What  dainty  difhes  could  I  make  of  'em ! 

Mor.  Haft  ne'er  an  old  fuppofitory  ? 

Surgeon.  Oh,  would  I  had,  Sir ! 

Lam.  Or  but  the  paper  where  fuch  a  cordial, 
Potion,  or  pills  hath  been  entomb'd  ? 

Fran.  Or  the  bleft  bladder  where  a  cooling-clifter- — 

Mor.  Haft  thou  no  fearcloths  left  ?  nor  any  old 
poultices  ? 

Fran,  We  care  not  to  what  it  hath  been  minifter'd. 

Surgeon. 
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Surgeon.  Sure    I    have    none    of  thefe   dainties, 
gentlemen. 

Fran.  Where's  the 

Great  wen  thou  cu  t'ft  from  Hugh  the  failor's  fhotilder  ? 
That  would  ferve  now  for  a  mod  princely  banquet. 

Surgeon.  Ay,  if  we  had  it,  gentlemen : 
1  flung  it  overboard,  (lave  that  I  was  ! 

Lam.  A  moft  improvident  villain  ! 

Surgeon.  If  I  had  anything  that  were  butfupplenow  1 
1  could  make  fallads  of  your  fhoes}  gentlemen, 
And  rare  ones  !  any  thing  unfhious. 

Mor.  Ay,  and  then  we  might  fry  .the  foals  i'  th'  fun  j 
The  foals  would  make  a  fecond  difh. 

Lam.  Or  foufe  'em  in  the  falt-water  j 
An  inner  foal  well  fous'd ^ 

Enter  Amfata. 

'Fran.  Here  comes  the  woman ; 
It  may  be  fhe  has  meat,  and  may  relieve  lis  i 
Let's  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready  ! 
She'll  hide  her  ftore  elfej  and  fo  cozen  us. 

Am'mta.  How  weary  and  how  hungry  am  I, 
How  feeble  and  how  faint  is  all  my  body  ! 
Mine  eyes,  like  fpent  lamps  glowing  out  '">  grow 

heavy, 

My  fight  forfaking  me ;  and  all  my  fpiritSj 
As  if  they  heard  my  pafTing^bell  go  for  me, 
Pull  in  their  powers,  and  give  me  up  to  defciny. 
Oh,  for  a  little  water  !  a  little,  little  meat;, 
A  little  to  relieve  me,  ere  I  perifh  ! 
I  had  whole  floods  of  tears  awhile  that  nourifh'd  ine^ 
But  they  are  all  confum'd  for  thee,  dear  Albert; 
For  thee  they  are  fpent,  for  thou  art  dead ; 
Mercilefs  Fate  has  fwallow'd  thee  !— Oh  !  I 

^  Like  font  lamps  glowing  «//.]  Perhaps  goirg  out  ;  for  thougk 
tr/c/iving  out  mny  properly  exprefs  the  blaze  which  the  candle  often 
exerts  before  it  is  extinguifhed,  yet  this  is  not  a  circ.umliahce  propef 
to  the  context.  The  light  of  Amima's  fyes  was  fading  gradually. 
But  as  the  former  is  poetical,  I  would  not  propofe  a  chartge  of  the 
text-  •  Sfwa>-J. 

VOL.  IX.  H  Grow 
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Grow  heavy  ;  fleep's  a  falve  for  mifery : 
Heav'n  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  life, 
Or  make  me  once  more  happy ! 

Lam.  She's  faft  afleep  already. 
Why  fliould  ihe  have  this  blefling,  and  we  wake  ftill, 
Wake  to  our  wants  ? 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  overthrow, 
And  all  thefe  biting  mifchiefs  that  fall  on  us 
Are  come  thro'  her  means. 

Fran.  True ;  we  were  bound,  ye  all  know, 
For  happy  places,  and  moft  fertile  iflands, 
Where  we  had  conftant  promifes  of  all  things  : 
She  turn'd  the  captain's  mind,  and  muft  have  him  go 
In  fearch,  I  know  not  of  who,  nor  to  what  end ; 
Of  fuch  a  fool  her  brother,  and  fuch  a  coxcomb  her 
Kinfman,  and  we  muft  put  in  every  where; 
She  has  put  us  in  now,  i'faith ! 

Lam.  Why  fhould  we 

Confume  thus,  and  flarve,  have  nothing  to  relieve  us, 
And  {he  live  there,  that  bred  all  our  miferies, 
Unroafted  or  unfod  ? 

Mor.  I've  read  in  ftories 

Lam.  Of  fuch  reftoring  meats  we  have  examples, 
Thoufand  examples,  and  allow'd  for  excellent ; 
Women  that  have  eat  their  children,  men 
Their  flaves,  nay  their  brothers;  but  thefe  are  nothing} 
Hufbands  devour'd  their  wives(they  are  their  chattels); 
And  of  a  fchoolmafler  that  in  a  time  of  famine 
Powder'd  up  all  his  fcholars. 

Mor.  She's  young  and  tidy; 
In   my  confcience,  lhe'11   eat  delicately,  juft   like 

young  pork, 
A  little  lean.     Your  opinion,  Surgeon  ? 

Surgeon.  I  think  ihe  may  be  made  good  meat ;  but 

look, 
We  fhall  want  fait. 

Fran.  Tufli,  fhe  needs  no  powdering. 

Surgeon.  I  grant  you, 

But  to  fuck  out  the  humorous  parts.     By  all  means, 

Let's 
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Let's  kill  her  in  a  chafe ;  fhe'll  eat  the  fwecter. 

Lam.  Let's  kill  her  any  way,  and  kill  her  quickly : 
That  we  might  be  at  our  meat ! 

Surgeon.  How  if  the  captain 

Mor.  Talk  not  of  him,  he's  dead,  and  the  reft 

famifh'd. 

Awake  her,  Surgeon,  and  cut  her  throat  5 
And  then  divide  her,  every  man  his  lhare  ! 

Fran.  She  wakes  herfelf. 

Aminta.  Holy  ind  good  things  keep  me  ! 
What  cruel  dreams  have  I  had  !  Who  are  thefe  ? 
Oh,they're  my  friends !  For  Heav'n's  fake,  gentlemen, 
Give  me  fome  food  to  fave  my  life,  if  ye 
Have  aught  to  fpare !  a  little  to  relieve  me, 
I  may  blefs  ye  !  For,  weak  and  wretched,  ready  to 

perifh, 
Ev'n  now  I  die. 

Mor.  You'll  fave  a  labour  then : 
You  bred  thefe  miferies,  and  you  fhall  pay  for't. 
We  have  no  meat,  nor  where  to  have  we  know  not^ 
Nor  how  to  pull  ourfelves  from  thefe  afflictions  -, 
We  are  ftarv'd  too,  famifn'd,  all  our  hopes  deluded ; 
Yet,  ere  we  die  thus,  we'll  have  one  dainty  meal. 

Aminta.  Shall  I  be  with  ye,  gentlemen  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  marry  fhall  ye  3  in  our  bellies,  lady ! 
We  love  you  well 

Aminta.  What  faid  you,  Sir  ? 

Lam.  Marry,  we'll  eat  your  ladyfhip. 

Fran.  You  that  have  buried  us  in  this  bafe  iflandj 
We'll  bury  you  in  a  more  noble  monument. 

Surgeon.  Will  you  fay  your  prayers,  that  I  may 

perform,  lady? 

We're  wondrous  fharp-fet.     Come,  gentlemen  •, 
Who  are  for  the  hinder  parts  ? 

Mor.  I. 

Fran.  I. 

Lam.  And  I. 

Surgeon.  Be  patient ! 
They  will  not  fall  to  every  man's  fhare, 

H  a 
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Aminta.  Oh,  hear  me, 
Hear  me,  ye  barbarous  men ! 

Mor.  Be  fhort  and  pithy ; 
Our  flomachs  cannot  ftay  a  long  difcourfe. 

Surgeon.  And  be  not  fearful;  for  I'll  kill  you  daintily. 

Aminta.  Are  ye  not  Chriftians  ? 

Lam.  Why,  don't  Chriftians  eat l8,  woman  ? 

Enter  fibalty  Mafter,  and  Sailors. 

Aminta.  Eat  one  another  ?  'tis  moft  impious. 

Surgeon.  Come,  come ! 

Aminta.  Oh,  help,  help,  help! 

fib.  The  lady's  voice  ! 
Stand  off,    flaves!  what   do  you  intend,  villains? 

I  have 
Strength  enough  left  me,  if  you  abufe  this  foul,  to — 

Mafter.  They  would  have  ravifh'd  her,  upon  my  life: 
Speak !  how  was  it,  lady  ? 

Aminta.  Forgive  'em  !   'twas  their  hungers. 

fib.  Ha  !  their  hungers  ? 

Mafter.  They  would  have  eaten  her, 

Tib.  Oh,  damned  villains ! 
Speak  j  is  it  true? 

Surgeon.  I  confefs  an  appetite. 

fib.  An  appetite  ?  I'll  fit  ye  for  an  appetite ! 
Are  ye  fo  fharp-fet,  that  her  fielh  mufl  ferve  you  ? 
Murder's  a  main  good  fervice  with  your  worfhips. 
Since  ye  would  be  fuch  devils,  why  did  you  not 
Begin  with  one  another  handfomely, 
And  fpare  the  woman  to  beget  more  food  on  ? 

Amint.a.  Good  Sir 

fib.  You  fhall  grow  mummy,  rafcals ; 
I'll,  make  ye  fall  to  your  brawns,  and  your  buttocks,, 
And  worry  one  another  like  keen  bandogs. 

Aminta.  Good  Sir,  be  merciful ! 

lib.  You  fhall  know  what 'tis  to  be  damned  canibals. 

Aminta.  Oh,   my  beft  friend  ! 

18  Don't  Cbi-iJHam  eat  women  f  ]  Amended  in  1 7  50. 

Enter 
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Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Alas,  poor  heart !  Here, 
Here's  fome  meat  and  fovereign  drink  to  eafe  you. 
Sit  down,  gentle  Tweet  ! 

Aminta.  I  am  blels'd  to  fee  you. 

T'ib.  Stir  not  within  forty  foot  of  this  food  ! 

If  you  do,  dogs 

Omnes.  Oh,  captain,  captain,  captain  ! 
Alb.   Ye  (hall  have  meat,  all  of  you. 
fib.  Captain,  hear  me  firft  :  Hark  !  'tis  fb  inhuman 
I  would  not  ha'  rhe  air  corrupted  with  it.     [lyhifyers. 
Alb.  Oh,  barbarous  men!  Sit  down,  Du-Pont !  good 

Matter, 
And  honeft  Sailors ! 

fib.  But  (land  you  off,  and  wait 
Upon  our  charity;  (I'll  wait  on  you  elfe!) 
And  touch  nothing  but  what  is  flung  to  ye, 
As  if  you  were  dogs ;  if  you  do, 
I'll  cut  your  fingers,  friends  •,  I'll  fpoil  your  carving! 
Aminta.  There,  wretches,  there ! 
'Tib.  Eat  your  meat  handfomely  now? 
And  give  Heaven  thanks  ! 
Alb.  There  is  more  bread. 
rib.  See, 

They  fnarl  like  dogs !  Eat  quietly,  you  rafcals, 
Eat  quietly. 

.Alb.  There's  drink  too. 
nfr.  Come,  come,  I 

Will  fill  you  each  your  cups;  ye  fhall  notfurfeit. 
Aminta.  And  what  have  you  difcover'd  ? 
Alb.  Sweet,  a  paradife, 
A  paradjie  inhabited  with  angels, 
Such  as  you  are ;  their  pities  make  'em  angels ; 
They  gave  me  thefe  viands,  and  fupplied  m? 
With  thele  precious  drinks. 
Aminta.  Shall  not  we  fee  'em  ? 
.  Alb.  Yes,  they  will  fee  you  : 
Out  of  their  charities,  having  heard  our  ftory, 

H  3  They'll 
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They'll  corne,  and  comfort  us,  come  prefently ; 
We  iliall  no  mere  know  wants  nor  miferies. 

Aminta.  Arc  they  all  women  ? 

Alb.  All,  and  all  in  love  with  us. 

Aminta.  How ! 

Alb.  Don't  miftake;  in  love  with  our  misfortunes; 
They'll  cherifh  and  relieve  our  men. 

Tib.  Do  you  fhrug  now, 
And  pull  up  your  nofes  ?  You  fmell  comfort. 
See,  they  ftretch  out  their  legs  like  dottrels19, 
Each  like  a  new  Saint  Dennis10 ! 

Alb.  Dear  miftrefs, 

When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  women  here, 
Call  me  your  brother-,  you  I'll  call  my  filter; 
And  pray  obferve   this  all. — Why  do  you  change 
colour,  fweet  ? 

Aminta.  Eating  too  much  meat. 

Alb.  Sauc'd  with  jealoufy  : 
Fy,  fy,  dear  faint !  i'faith,  you  are  to  blame; 
Are  you  not  here  ?  here  fixed  in  my  heart  ? 

Omms.  Hark,  hark  ! 

Enter  Rofellia^  Clannda^  Crocale^  Hi^olitayandjuletta, 

Alb.  They're  come !  Stand  ready,  and  look  nobly, 
And  with  all  humble  reverence  receive  'em  ! 
Our  lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  pities, 
And  death  waits  on  their  anger. 

Mor.  Sure  they're  fairies, 

*Cib.  Be  they  devils,  devils  of  flefh  and  blood, 
After  fo  long  a  Lent,  and  tedious  voyage, 

*9  Dattreh.~\  A  dottrel  is  a  filly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the 
a£lionsof  the  fowler,  'till  at  lall  he  is  taken  :  If  the  fowler  Aretches 
out  a  leg,  the  bird  will  do  fo  too.  So,  in  the  Devil  is  an  Afs,  by 
Ben  Jonfon,  aft  iv.  fcene  v. 

'  We  have  another  leg  ftrain'd  for  this  dottrel? 
See  Whailey's  note.  R. 

10  Each  like  a  jieiu  St.  Dennis. ]  The  legend  of  St.  Dennis  affirms, 
that,  after  that  faint  was  beheaded  at  Paris,  he  walked  from  thence 
with  his  head  in  his  hand  to  a  town  four  miles  from  the  place  where  he 
was.  executed.  R. 

To 
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To  me  they're  angels. 

Fran.  Oh,  for  fome  eringoes  "  ! 

Lam,  Potatoes,  or  cantharides  ! 

?/£.  Peace,  ye  rogues, 
That  buy  abilities  of  your  apothecaries ! 
Had  1  but  took  the  diet  of  green  cheefe 
And  onions  for  a  month,  I  could  do  wonders. 

Rof.  Are  thefe  the  jewels  you  run  mad  for?  What  can 
You  fee  in  one  of  thefe,  to  whom  you  would 
Vouchfafe  a  gentle  touch  ?  Can  nothing  perfuade  you 
To  love  yourfelves,  and  place  your  happinefs 
In  cold  and  chafte  embraces  of  each  other  ? 

Jul.  This  is  from  the  purpofe. 

Hty.  We  had  your  grant 
To  have  them  as  they  were. 

Clar.  It  is  a  beauteous  creature-, 
And  to  myfclf  I  do  appear  deform'd, 
When  I  confider  her  :  And  yet  me  is 
The  ftranger's  filler;  why  then  fhould  I  fear? 
She  cannot  prove  my  rival. 

Rof.  When  you  repent 
That  you  refus'd  my  counfel,  may  it  add 
To  your  afflictions,  that  you  were  forewarn'd ia, 
Yet  leap'd  into  the  gulph  of  your  misfortunes ! 
Bur,  have  your  wilhes. 

Mafter.  Now  me  makes  to  us. 

Aminta.  I  am  inftructed  :  But  take  heed,  Albert, 
You  prove  not  falie  ! 

Alb.  You  are  your  own  affurance, 
And  ib  acquainted  with  your  own  perfections, 
That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you  \  thereforefear  not ! 

Rof.  That  you  are  poor  and  miferable  men 
My  eyes  inform  me ;  that,  without  our  fuccours, 
Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  fafciy, 
The  prefent  plight  you  are  in  can  refolve  you; 
That  to  be  merciful  is  to  draw  near 
The  heav'nly  effence  -,  whether  you  will  be 

"  Eringoes — Potatoes.]  bee  note  43  'on  the  Elder  Brother. 
21  That  you,  were  forward.]  Amended  by  Sympfon. 

H  4  Thankful 
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Thankful  I  do  not  queftion  ;  nor  demand 

What  country  bred  you,    what  your  names,    what 

manners : 

To  us  it  is  fufficient  we  relieve 
Such  as  have  mapes  of  men  ;  and  I  command  you, 
As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
Further  of  you,  that  you  on  pain  of  death 
Prefume  not  to  enquire  what  we  are, 
Or  whence  denVd ! 

Alb.  In  all  things  we  obey  you ; 
And  thankfully  we  ever  mall  confefs 
Ourfelves  your  creatures  ! 

Rof.  You  fpeak  as  becomes  you. 
Firit  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 
Thofe  weapons  we  could  force  from  you. 

Alb.  We  lay  'em  down  moft  gladly  at  your  feet, 

'Tib.  I  have  had  many  a  combat  with  a  tall  wench  j 
But  neyer  was  difarm'd  before. 

Rof.   And  now,  hear  comfort : 
Your  wants  fhall  be  fupplied -,  and  tho3  it  be 
A  debt  women  may  challenge,  to  be  fued  to,, 
Efpecially  from  fuch  they  may  command, 
We  give  up  to  you  thac  power  j  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  choice. 

Fran.  Then  here  I  fix. 
.  Mar.  Nay,  fne  is  mine :  I  ey'd  her  firft, 
^  Lam.  This  mine  ! 

Tib.  Stay, 

Good  rafcals !   you're  too  forward,  Sir  Gallant  ^ 
YOU  are  not  giving  order  to  a  tailor 
For  the  fafhion  of  a  new  fuit : 
Nor  are  you  in  your  warehoufe,  matter  Merchant ! 
Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave,  your  betters* 
And  grumble  not !   if  you  do,  as  I  love  meat, 
I  will  fo  fwinge  the  fait  itch  out  of  you. — 
Captain,  Matter,  and  the  reft  of  us, 
"I 'hat  are  brothers,  and  good  fellows,  we  have  been 
Too  late  by  th'  ears,  and  yet  fmart  for  our  follies  : 
"JTo  end  therefore  all  future  emulation, 
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If  you  pleafe  to  truft  to  my  election, 
You  fhall  fay  I  am  not  partial  to  myfelf -, 
I  doubt  not  give  content  to  all. 

Omnes.  Agreed,  agreed  ! 

Tib.  Then,  but  obferve  how  learned  and  difcreetly 
I  will  proceed  -,  and,  as  a  fkilful  doctor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  game, 
Read  over  your  complexions !  For  you,  captain, 
I^eing  firft  in  place,  and  therefore  firft  to  be  ferv'd, 
I  give  my  judgment  thus  :  For  your  afpect, 
You're  much  inclin'd  to  melancholy,  and  that 
Tells  me  the  fullen  Saturn  had  predominance 
At  your  nativity  •,  a, malignant  planet  ! 
And  if  not  qualified  by  a  fweet  conjunction 
Of  a  foft  and  ruddy  wench,  born  under  Venus, 
It  may  prove  fatal  •,  therefore  to  your  arms 
I  give  this  rofe-cheek'd  virgin. 

Clar.  To  my  wifti ! 
'Till  now  I  ne'er  was  happy. 

Aminta.  Nor  I  accuried. 

Tib.  Mafter, 

You're  old,  yet  love  the  game,  (that  I  perceive  too) 
And  if  not  well  fpurr'd  up,  you  may  prove  rutty ; 
Therefore,  to  help  you,  here's  a  bradamanta, 
Or  I  am  cozen'd  in  my  calculation. 

Croc.  A  poor  old  man  alloted  to  my  mare  ! 

Tib.  Thou  wouldft  have  two,  nay,  1  think  twenty: 
But  fear  not,  wench  ;  tho'  he  be  old  he's  tough  : 
Lopk  on  his  making-,  he'll  not  fail,  I  warrant  thee, 

Rof.  A  merry  fellow  ! 
And  were  not  man  a  creature  I  deteft, 
J  could  endure  his  company. 

Tib.  Here's  a  fair  herd 

Of  does  before  me ;  and  now  for  a  barren  one  ! 
For  tho'  I  like  the  fport,  I  do  not  love 
To  father  children.    Like  the  Grand  Signior, 
Thus  I  walk  in  my  feraglio, 
And  view  'em  as  I  pafs  -,  -then  draw  I  forth 
My  handkerchief,  and  having  made  my  choice, 

I  thus 
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Rof.  On  me  ? 

fib.  On  you  :  And  now 
My  choice  is  made,  to  it,  you  hungry  rafcals ! 

Alb.  Excellent  ! 

Rof.  As  I  love  goodnefs41, 
It  makes  me  fmile,  i'th'  heighth  of  all  my  fears. 

Clar.  What  a  ilrong  contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  mother's  mirth  and  anger  ! 

tfib.  Nay,  no  coynefs  !  be  miftrefs  of  your  word  ! 
I  mull  and  will  enjoy  you. 

Rof.  Be  advis'd,  fool ! 

Alas,  I  am  old  !  how  canft  thou  hope  content 
From  one  that's  fifty  ? 

fib.  Never  talk  of  it; 

1  have  known  good  ones  at  threefcore  and  upwards: 
Befides,  the  weather's  hot, 
And  men  that  have  experience  fear  fevers  : 
A  temperate  diet  is  the  only  phyfic.     Your  julips, 
Nor  guiacums,  prunellos,  camphire-pills,  nor 
Goord-water,  come  not  near  your  old  woman  ; 
Youthful  ftomachs  are  dill  craving,  tho'  there  be 
Nothing  left  to  ftop  their  mouths  with ;  and  believe  me 
I  am  no  frequent  giver  of  thofe  bounties. 
Laugh  on,  laugh  on,  good  gentlemen  ;  do ! 
I  ihall  make  holiday  and  deep,  when  you 
Dig  i'th*  mines  'till  your  hearts  ache. 

Rof.  A  mad  fellow  ! 

Well,  Sir,  I'll  give  you  hearing,  and,  as  I  like 
Your  wooing  and  difcourfe: — But  I  muft  tell  you,  Sir, 
That  rich  widows  look  for  great  fums  in  prcfent, 
Or  afTurances  of  ample  jointures. 

Tib.  That  to  me  is  eafy, 
For  inftantly  I'll  do  it.     Hear  me,  comrades  ! 

Alb.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Tibalt  ? 

I'ib.  Why,  that  to  wooe  a  wench  with  empty  hands 

z;  Aminta.  As  I  love,  &c.]  It  feems  clear  that  this  fpeech  belongs 
*o  Rofellia:  Her  preceding  fpeeches,  and  thofe  that  follow  from  her 
and  Clarinda,  faew  it. 

Is 
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Is  no  good  heraldry  •,  therefore,  let's  to  th*  gold, 
And  mare  it  equally ;  'twill  fpeak  for  us 
More  than  a  thoufand  compliments  or  cringes, 
Ditties  ftolen  from  Petrarch,  or  difcourfe 
From  Ovid:  Befides,  'twill  beget  us  refpect; 
And  if  ever  Fortune  friend  us  with  a  bark, 
Largely  fupply  us  with  all  provifion. 

Alb.  Well  advis'd  j  defer  it  not. 

Tib.  Are  ye  all 
Contented  ? 

Omnes.  We  are. 

Tib.  Let  us  away  then  ! 
Straight  we'll  return,  and  you  mall  fee  our  riches.  [Exe. 

Rof.S'mcel  knew  what  wonder  and  amazement  was*4, 
I  ne'er  was  fo  tranfported. 

Clar.  Why  weep  you,  gentle  maid  ? 
There  is  no  clanger  here  to  fuch  as  you  : 
Banifh  fear !  for  with  us  I  dare  promife 
You  mail  meet  all  courteous  entertainment. 

Croc.  We  efteem  ourfelves  moft  happy  in  you. 

Hip.  And  blefs 
Fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Clar.  Hark  in  your  ear ! 
I  love  you  as  a  friend  already  j  ere  long 
You  mail  call  me  by  a  nearer  name :  I  wilh 
Your  brother  well  j  I  know  you  apprehend  me» 

Aminta.  Ay,  to  my  grief  I  do ! — 
Alas,  good  ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me 
J3ut  thanks,  to  pay  you  with. 

Clar.  That's  more  than  yet 
You  ftand  engaged  for. 

Enter  Albert y  Tibalt,  and  the  reft  with  treafure. 

Rof.  So  foon  return'd  ? 

Alb.  Here ;  fee  the  idol  of  the  lapidary ! 

14  Rof.  Since  I  knew  what  winder  and  amazement  ivat,  &C.J 
Seward  gives  this  fpeech  to  Ciarir.da,  to  whom  he  thinks  it  muft  be 
long,  '  unlels  Rofeliia  had  fpoke  it  below,  upon  fight  of  her  own 
.' 

Tib 


124      THE     S  E  A  -  V  O  Y  A  G  E. 

fib.  Thefe  pearls  for  which  the  flavifti  negro  dives 
To  th'  bottom  of  the  fea  ! 

Lam*    To    get  which  th'  induftrious   merchant 

touches 
At  either  pole ! 

Fran.  The  never-failing  purchafe 
Of  lordfhips,  and  of  honours  ! 

Mor.  The  world's  miftrefs, 
That  can  give  every  thing  to  the  poiTefTors! 

Mafter.  For  which  the  failors  fcorn  tempeftuou§ 

winds, 
And  fpit  defiance  in  the  fea ! 

Tib.  Speak,  ladyj 
Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 

Rof,  Yes,  yes. — Oh,  my  ftars! 
Be  now  for  ever  blefTed,  that  have  brought 
To  my  revenge  thefe  robbers ! — Take  your  arrows, 
And  nail  thefe  monfters  to  the  earth ! 

Alb.  What  mean  you,  lady  ? 
In  what  have  we  offended  ? 

Rof.  Oh,  my  daughter ! 
And  you  companions  with  me  in  all  fortunes, 
Look  on  thefe  cafkets,  and  thefe  jewels  ! 
Thefe  were  our  own,  when  firft  we  put  to  fea 
With  good  Sebaftian ;  and  thefe  the  pirates 
That  not  alone  depriv'd  him  of  this  treafure^ 
But  alfo  took  his  life. 

Crcc.  Part  of  my  prefent 
I  well  remember  was  mine  own. 

Hip.  And  thefe 
Were  mine. 

Jul.  Sure  I  have  worn  this  jewel. 

Ref.  Wherefore  do  you  flay  then, 
And  not  perform  my  command  ? 

Alb.  Oh,  Heaven! 
What  cruel  fate  purfues  us! 

2"V£.  I'm  well  enough  ferv'd, 
That  muft  be  offering  jointures,  jewels. 
And  precious  ftones,  more  than  I  brought  with  me.  / 
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Rof.  Why  fhoot  you  not  ? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  dear  mother; 
And  when  the  greatefl  cruelty  is  juftice, 
Do  not  Ihew  mercy !  Death  to  thefe  ftarv'd  wretches 
Is  a  reward,  not  punifliment :  Let  'em  live 
To  undergo  the  full  weight  of  your  difpleafure. 
And  that  they  may  have  ienfe  to  feel  the  torments 
They  have  deferv'd,  allow  'em  fome  fmall  pittance, 
To  linger  out  their  tortures. 

Rof.  'Tis  well  counfell'd  ! 

Omnes.  And  we  will  follow't. 

Alb.  Hear  us  fpeak. 

Rof.  Peace,  dogs  ! — 

Bind  'em  faft  !  When  Fury  hath  giv'n  way  to  Reafon, 
I  will  determine  of  their  fufferings, 
Which  fhall  be  horrid.    Vengeance,  tho'  flow-pac'd, 
At  length  o'ertakes  the  guilty ;  and  the  wrath 
Of  the  incenfed  Powers  will  fall  moft  fure 
On  wicked  men,  when  they  are  moft  fecure.  [Exeunt, 


ACT         IV. 


Enter  Raymond,  Selafilan^  Nicufa>  and  Sailors. 
1  Sailor.  Y  T  E  R  E '  s  nothing,  Sir,  but  poverty  and 

1~1  hunger  i 

No  promife  of  inhabitance  ;  neither  track 
Of  beaft,  nor  foot  of  man  !  We  have  fearch'd  all 
This  rocky  defart,  yet  can't  difcover  any 
Affurance  here  is,  or  hath  been  fuch  men. 

2,  Sailor.  Not  a  relique  of  any  thing  they  wore, 
Nor  mark  left  by  'em,  either  to  find  relief, 
Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  misfortune  1 
Believe  it,  thefe  fellows  are  both  falfe,  and, 
To  get  a  little  fuccour  in  their  mifery, 
Have  fram'd  this  cunning  tale. 

Raym.  The  Ihip,  I  know,  is  French,  and  ownM 
by  pirates, 
'  *  If 
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If  not  by  Albert,  my  arch  enemy. 

You  told  me  too  there  was  a  woman  with  'em, 

A  young  and  handfome  woman. 

Seb.  There  was  fo,  Sir. 

Raym.  And  fuch  and  fuch  young  gallants. 

Nicufa.  We  told  you  true,  Sir  -, 
That  they'd  no  means  to  quit  this  ifland 

Raym.  And  that 

Amidft  their  mutiny,  to  fave  your  lives, 
You  got  their  fhip  ? 

Seb.  All  is  moft  certain,  Sir. 

Raym.  Where  are  they  then  ?  where  are  thefe  men, 
Or  woman  ?  We  are  landed  where  your  faiths 
Did  aMure  us  we  could  not  mifs  their  fights. 
For  this  news  we  took  ye  to  our  mercy, 
Reliev'd  ye,  when  the  furious  fea  and  Famine 
Strove  which  Ihould  firft  devour  ye ;  cloath'd 
And  cherifh'd  ye  j  us'd  ye  as  thofe  ye  fay  ye  are, 
Fair  gentlemen.    Now  keep  your  words,  and  fhew  us 
This  company  your  own  free  pities  {poke  of, 
Thefe  men  ye  left  in  mifery ;  the  woman  ! 
Men  of  thofe  noble  breedings  ye  pretend  to 
Should  fcorn  to  lie,  or  get  their  food  with  falfhood; 
Come,  direcl:  us. 

Seb.  Alas,  Sir,  they  are  gonej 
But  by  what  means,  or  providence,  we  know  not. 

1  Sailor.  Was  not  the  captain 
A  fellow  of  a. fiery,  yet  brave  nature, 
A  middle  ftature,  and  of  brown  complexion  ? 

Nic.  He  was,  Sir. 

Raym.  'Twas  Albert, 
And  my  poor  wretched  fitter ! 

1  Sailor.  'Twas  he  certain ; 

I  ha'  been  at  fea  with  him,  many  times  at  fea. 

Raym.  Come,  fhew  us  thefe  men ; 
Shew  us  prefently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us ! 

Seb.  WTe  left  'em  here,  (what  fhould  we  fay,  Sir  ?) 

here  in 
This  place. 

2  Sailor.  The  earth  can't  fwajlow  "em  -t  thev  have 

No 
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'No  wings  ;  they  can't  fly  lure. 

Raym.  You  told  us  too 
Of  heaps  of  treafure,  and  of  fums  conceal'd, 
That  fet  their  hearts  a-fire;  we  fee  no  fuch  thing, 
No  fuch  fign :  What  can  ye  fay  to  purge  ye  ? 
What  have  ye  done  with  thefe  men  ? 

Nic.  We,  Sir? 

Raym.  You,  Sir; 
For  certain  I  believe  ye  faw  fuch  people. 

Seb.   By  all  that's  good,   by  all  that's  pure  and 

honeft, 
By  all  that's  holy 

Raym.  I  dare  not  credit  ye ; 
Ye've  fo  abus'd  my  hope,  that  now  I  hate  ye. 

i  Sailor.  Let's  put 'em  in  their  ragged  cloaths  again. 
Captain,  for  certain  they  are  knaves  j  let's  e'en 
Deliver  'em  to  their  old  fruitful  farm; 
Here  let  'em  walk  the  ifland ! 

Seb.  If  ye  do  fo,  we  fhall  curfe  your  mercies. 

Nic.  Rather  put  us  to  fea  again. 

Raym.  Not  fo; 

Yet  this  I'll  do,  becaufe  ye  fay  ye're  Chriftians, 
Tho'  I  hardly  credit  it.     Bring  in  the  boat, 
And  all  aboard  again,  but  thefe  two  wretches ! 
Yet  leave  *em  four  days'  meat.     If  in  that  time 
(For  I  will  fearch  all  nooks  of  this  ftrange  ifland) 
I  can  difcover  any  track  of  thefe  men, 
Alive  or  dead,  I'll  bear  ye  off,  and  honour  ye; 
If  not,  ye've  found  your  graves :  So,  farewell ! 

[Exeunt. 

Nic.  That  goodnefs  dwells  above,  and  knows  us 

innocent, 
Comfort  our  lives,  and  at  his  pleafure  quit  us  ! 

Seb.  Come,  coufin,  come !  Old  Time  will  end  our 

flory; 
But  no  time  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  glory.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Crocale^  Hippolita,  and  Juletta, 

Rof.  Ufe  'em  with  all  the  aufterity  that  may  be ; 
They  are  our  (laves !  Turn  all  thofe  pities, 

Thofe 
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Thofe  tender  reluc~lations that  fhould  become  your  fe^ 
To  flern  anger ;  and  when  ye  look  upon  'em, 
Look  with  thofe  eyes  that  wept  thofe  bitter  for:ows, 
Thofe  cruelties  ye  fuffer'd  by  their  rapines  ! 
Some  five  days  hence  that  blefied  hour  comes, 
Moft  happy  once  to  me,  that  knit  this  hand 
To  my  dear  hufband's, 
And  both  our  hearts  in  mutual  bands.     That  hour, 

ladies • 

Clar.  What  of  that  hour  ? 
Rof.  Why,  on  that  hour,  daughter, 
And  in  the  height  of  all  our  celebrations, 
Our  dear  remembrances  of  that  dear  man, 
And  thofe  that  fufFer'd  with  him,  our  fair  kinfmen, 
Their  lives  fhall  fall  a  facrifice  to  Vengeance, 
Their  lives  that  ruin'd  his ;  'tis  a  full  juftice. 
I  will  look  glorious  in  their  bloods  -,  and  the 
Moft  noble  fpirit  of  Sebaftian, 
That  perifh'd  by  the  pride  of  thefe  French  pirates, 
Shall   fmile   in   Heav'n,    and  blefs  the  hand  that 

kill'd  'em. 

Look  flriflly  all  unto  your  prifoners ; 
For  he  that  makes  a  fcape  beyond  my  vengeance, 
Or  entertains  a  hope  by  your  fair  nfage — 
Take  heed,  I  fay  !  Ihe  that  deceives  my  truft — 
Again  take  heed  !  her  life — and  that's  but  light 
Neither  -,  her  life,  in  all  the  tortures 

My  fpirit  can  put  on 

Omnes.  We  fhall  be  careful. 
Rof.  Do  fo.  [fe>. 

Clar.  You're  angry,  mother,  and  you're  old  too, 
Forgetting  what  men  are;  but  we  fhall  temper  you. 
How  fare  your  prifoners,  ladies  ?  in  what  forms 
Do  they  appear  in  their  afflictions  ? 

Jul.  Mine  fare  but  poorly ;  for  fo  I'm  commanded  $- 
'Tis  none  of  my  fault. 

Clar.  Of  what  fort  are  they  ? 

Jul.  They  fay  they're  gentlemen,  but  they  fhew 

mungrels. 
Clar.  How  t.o  they  fuffer  ? 

j*L 
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Jut.  Faith,  like  boys  j 

They  are  fearful  in  all  fortunes ;  when  I  fmile 
They  kneel  and  beg  to  have  that  face  continued, 
And,  like  poor  fiaves,  adore  the  ground  I  go  on  : 
When  I  frown,  they  hang  their  mofc  dejected  heads, 
Like  fearful  (heep-hounds :  Shew  'em  a  cruft  of  bread, 
They'll  limit  me  prefently ;  and  fkip  like  apes 
For  a  flip  of  wine.     I'll  whip  'em  like  hacknies, 
Saddle  'em,  ride  'em,  do  what  I  will  with  'em. 

Clar.  Tuih,   thefe  are  poor  things.     Have  they 
names  like  Chriftians  ? 

Jul.  Very  fair  names ;    Franville,    Lamure,    and 

Morillat  j 
And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too.    They  offer  very 

handibmely, 

But  that  I  am  a  fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 
They  are  found  too,   o'  my  confcience, 
Or  very  near  upon  it. 

Clar.  Fy  !  away,  fool ! 

Jul.  They  tell  me,  if  they  might  be  brought  before 

you, 
They  would  reveal  things  of  ftrange  confequence. 

Clar.  Their  bafe  poor  fears ! 

Jul.  Ay,  that  makes  me  hate  'em  too ; 
For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  fufferance, 
Sure  I  fhoukl  ftrain  a  point  or  two. 

Clar.  An  hour  hence  I  will  take  a  view  of  'em, 
And  hear  their  bufmefs.     Are  your  men  thus  too  ? 

Croc.  Mine?  no,  gentle  madam ;  mine  were  notcaft 
In  fuch  bafe  moulds  :  Afflictions,  tortures, 
Are  names  and  natures  of  delight  to  my  men; 
All  forts  of  cruelties  they  meet  like  pleafures. 
I  have  but  two,  the  one  they  call  Du-Pont, 
Tibalt  Du-Pont;  the  other  the  Ship-Mafter. 

Clar.  Have  they  not  lives  and  fears  ? 

Croc.   Lives  they  have,  madam ; 
But  thofe  lives  never  link'd  to  fuch  companions 
As  fears  or  doubts. 

Clar.  Ufe  'em  nobly  j 
VOL.  IX.  I  And 
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And  where  you  find  fit  fubjefts  for  your  pities, 

Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous ! 

My  mother  will  not  always  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip.   Mine  are  failors,   madam ;    but  they  fleep 

foundly, 

And  feldom  trouble  me,  unlefs  it  be 
\Vhen  they  dream  fometimes  of  fights  and  tempefts ; 
Then  they  roar  and  whittle  for  cans  of  wine, 
And  down  they  fling  me ;  and  in  that  rage, 
(For  they  are  violent  fellows)  they  play  fuch  freaks  !— 
If  they  have  meat,  they  thank  me ;  if  none, 
They  heartily  defire  to  be  hang'd  quickly; 
And  this  is  all  they  care. 

Clar.  Look  to  'em  diligently, 
And  where  your  pities  tell  ye  they  may  deferve, 
Give  comfort  !• 

Qmnes.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Clar.  Come  hither ;  be  not  frighted  ! 

Enter  Aminta. 

Think  not  ye  fteal  this  liberty,  for  we  give  it. 
Your  tender  innocence  afTures  me,  virgin, 
You  had  no  (hare  in  thole  wrongs  thefe  men  did  us; 
I  find  you  are  not  harden'd  in  fuch  mifchiefs. 
Your  brother  was  mifled  fure,  foully  mi  fled. 

Aminta.  How  much  I  fear  thefe  pities  \ 

Clar.  Certain  he  was,  fo  much  I  pity  him  $ 
And  for  your  fake,  whofe  eyes  plead  for  him  j  nay/ 
for  his  own  lake— — 

Aminta.  Ha ! 

Clar.  For  I  fee  about  him, 
(Women  have  fubtle  eyes,  and  look  narrowly) 
Or  I  am  much  abus'd,  many  fair  promifes  ; 
Nay,  beyond  thole  too,  many  fhadow'd  virtues. 

Aminta.  I  think  he's  good. 

Clar.  I  allure  myfelf  he  will  be  ; 
And  out  of  that  ailurance  take  this  comfort, 
(For  I  perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejected  you) 

I  love  your  brother 

Aminta. 
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Aminta.  Madam  ? 

Clar.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a  dreamt-of  favour, 
That  comforts  in  die  deep,  and  awake  vanilhes : 
Indeed  I  love  him. 

Aminta.  Do  you  indeed  ? 

Clar.  You  doubt  ftill,  'caufe  you  fear  his  fafety  ! 
Indeed  he  is  the  fweeteft  man  I  ever  faw ; 
I  think  the  beft.     You  may  hear  without  blumes, 
And  give  me  thanks,  if  you  pleafe,  for  my  courtefy. 

Aminta.  Madam,  I  ever  mud : — Yet,  witnefsHeaven, 
They  are  hard  pull'd  from  me. — Believe  me,  madam, 
So  many  imperfections  I  could  find — 
(Forgive  me,  grace,  for  lying  !) — and  fuch  wants — 
('Tis  to  an  honeft  ufe) — fuch  poverties, 
Both  in  his  main  proportion,  and  his  mind  too — 
There  are  a  hundred  handfomer — (I  lie  lewdly) — 
Your  noble  ufage,  madam,  hath  fo  bound  me  to  you 
That  I  muft  tell  you 

Clar.  Come,  tell  your  worft. 

Aminta.  He  is  no  hufband  for  you : 
I  think  you  mean  in  that  fair  way. 

Clar.  You've  hit  it. 

Aminta.  I'm  fure 
You've  hit  my  heart. — You  will  find  him  dangerous, 

madam, 

As  fickle  as  the  flying  air,  proud,  jealous, 
Soon  glutted  in  your  fweets,  and  loon  forgetful. 
I  could  fay  more ;  and  tell  you  I've  a  brother, 
Another  brother,  that  fo  far  excels  this, 
Both  in  the  ornaments  of  man,  and  making 

Clar.  If  you 

Were  not  his  fitter,  I  mould  doubt  you  mainly, 
Doubt  you  for  his  love,  you  deal  fo  cunningly. 
Do  not  abufe  me ;  I  have  trufted  you 
With  more  than  life,  with  my  firft  love  ;  be  careful 
Of  me! 

Aminta.  In  what  ufe,  madam  ? 

Clar.  In  this,  lady  : 
Speak  to  him  for  me-,  you  have  power  upon  him  -, 

Tell 
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Tell  him  I  love  him,  tell  him  I  dote  on  him  ^ 
It  will  become  your  tongue.  • 

Amlnta.  Become  my  grave  ! 
Oh,  Fortune,  oh,  curs'd  Fortune! 

Clar.  Tell  him  his  liberty, 

And  all  thofe  with  him,  all  our  wealth  and  jewels- 
Good  fitter,  for  I'll  call  you  fo 

Amlnta.  1  fhail,  lady — 
E'en  die,  1  hope. 

Clar.  Here's  meat  and  wine,  (pray  take  it) 
And  there  he  lies :  Give  him  what  liberty  you  pleafe, 
But  ftill  conceal'd  ;  what  pleafureyou  fhall  pleafe,  fitter! 
He  fhall  ne'er  want  again.    Nay,  fee  an  you'll  take  it  I 
"Why  do  you  ftudy  thus  ? 

Amlnta.  To  avoid  mifchiefs ; 
If  they  fhould  happen 

Clar.  Go,  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Amlnta.  Oh,  blind  Fortune ! 
Yet  happy  thus  far,  1  fhall  live  to  fee  him. 
In  what  ftrange  'defolation  lives  he  here  now, 
Sure  this  curtain  will  reveal. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Who's  that  ?  ha  ! 

Some  gentle  hand,  I  hope,  to  bring  me  comfort ; 
Or,  if  it  be  my  death,  'tis  fweetly  fhadow'd. 

Amlnta.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir  ? 

Alb.  My  Aminta  ! 

Amlnta.  She,  Sir, 

That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty  fhadow  ; 
One,  that  for  fome  few  hours 
But  wanders  here,  carrying  her. own  fad  coffin, 
Seeking  fome  defart  place  to  lodge  her  griefs  in. 

Alb.  Sweet  forrow,  welcome  !  welcome,  noble  grief!, 
How  got  you  this  fair  liberty  to  fee  me  ? 
For  forrows  in  your  (hape  are  ftrangers  to  me. 

Amlnta.  I  come  to  counfel  yoiu 

Alb.  You're  ftill  more  welcome  ; 
For  good  friends  in  afflictions  give  good  counfels. 

Pray 


, 


THE      SEA-VOYAGE 
Pray  then  proceed. 

Aminta.  Pray  eat  firft;  you  fhew  faint: 
Here's  wine  to  -refrem  you  too. 

Alb.   \  thank  you,  dear. 

Aminta.  Drink  again  ! 

*j 

Alb.  Here's  to  our  loves  !  —  How  !  turn  and  weep  ? 
Pray  pledge  it  !   This  happinefs  we  have  yet  left, 
Our  hearts  are  free  —  Not  pledge  it  ?  why  ? 
Altho'  beneath  the  axe,  this  health  were  holy". 
Why-  do  you  weep  thus  ? 

Aminta.  I  come  to  wooe  you. 

Alb.  To  wooe  me,  fweet  ?  I'm  woo'd  and  won  already; 
You  know  I'm  yours.  This  pretty  way  becomes  you  ! 
But  you'd  deceive  my  forrows  ;  that  is  your  intent. 

Aminta.  I  would  I  could  !   I  mould  not  weep,  but 

fmile. 
D'ye  like  your  meat  and  wine  ? 

Alb.  Like  it  ? 

Aminta.  Do  you  like  your  liberty  ? 

Alb.   All  thefe  I  well  may  like. 

Aminta.  Then  pray  like  her  that  fent  'em.   Do  you 

like  wealth^ 
And  moft  unequaFd  beauty  ? 

Alb.  Peace  !  indeed 
You'll  make  me  angry. 

Aminta.  'Would  I  were  dead  that  aflc  it  ! 
Then  you  might  freely  like,  and  I  forgive  you. 

Alb.  What  like  ?  and  who  ?  Add  not  more  mifery 
To  a  man  that's  fruitful  in  afflictions  ! 
\Vho'is't  you'd  have  me  like  ?  who  fent  thefe  comforts? 

Aminta.  I  mult  tell. 

Alb.  Be  bold  ! 

Aminta.  But  be  you  temperate! 
If  you  be  bold,  I  die.     The  young  fair  virgin  —  • 
(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old  !)  Oh,  hearken, 
And  wifely  hark  —  the  governefs's  daughter, 
That  ftar  that  ftrikes  this  ifland  full  of  wonder, 

And  though  beneath.'}  The  flight  corruption  of  And  though  for 
Mr.  Seward  faw  and  correclcd  with  me.  Symplon. 

I  That 
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That  blooming  fweetnefs 

Alb.  What  of  her  ? 

Aminta.  She  fent  it  j 

And  with  it — it  muft  be  put ! — She  dotes  on  you, 
And  muft  enjoy  you  j  elfe  no  joy  muft  find  you. 

Alb.  And  have  you  the  patience  to  deliver  this  ? 

Aminta.  A  fifter  may  fay  much,  and  modeftly. 

Alb.  A  fifter  ? 

Aminta.  Yes,  that  name  undid  you, 
Undidusboth:  Had  you  nam'd  wife,  ih' had  fear'dyou. 
And  fear'd  the  fin  fhe  follow'd ;  fhe  had  fhunn'd,  yea 
Her  virgin  modefty  had  not  tpuch'd  at  you  : 
But  thinking  you  were  free  hath  kindled  a  fire, 
I  fear  will  hardly  be  extinguifli'd. 

Alb.  Indeed  I  play'd  the  fool. 

Aminta.  Oh,  my  beft  Sir,  take  heed, 
Take  heed  of  lies !  Truth,  tho'it  trouble  fome  minds,, 
Some  wicked  minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dangerous, 
Yet  it  preferves  itfelf,  comes  off  pure,  innocent, 
And,  like  the  fun,  tho'  never  fo  eclips'd, 
Muft  break  in  gloiy.     Oh,  Sir,  lie  no  more  ! 
"  Alb.  You've  read  me  a  fair  lecture, 
And  put  a  fpell  upon  my  tongue  for  feigning. 
But  how  will  you  counfel  now  ? 

Am'mta.  You  muft  ftudy  to  forget  me. 

Alb.  Howl 

Aminta.  Be  patient  ! 

]8e  wife  and  patient,  it  concerns  you  highly. 
Can  you  lay  by  our  loves  ?  But  why  fhould  I  doubt  it? 
You  are  a  man,  and  men  may  fhift  affections  j 
'Tis  held  no  fin.     To  come  to  the  point; 
You  muft  lofe  me  ;  many  and  mighty  reafons— — 

Alb.  Hear  me,  'Aminta  ! 

HaTfe  you  a  man  that  loves  you  too  ?  that  feeds  you  if 
That  fends  you  liberty  ?  has  this  great  governefs 
A  noble  fon  too,  young,  and  apt  to  c^tch  you  ? 
Am  I,  becaufe  I  am  in  bonds,  and  miferable, 
My  health  decay 'd,  my  youth  and  ftrength  half  blafted, 
My  fortune  like  my  waining  felf,  for  this  defpis'd  ? 

Am 
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Am  I  for  this  forfaken  ?  A  new  love  chofen, 
And  my  affections,  like  my  fortunes,  wanderers  ? 
Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it, 
And  Ihew'd  how  deep  a  fin  it  was,  and  dangerous, 
Take  heed  yourfelf!  You  fwore  you  lov'd  me  dearly, 
No  few  nor  little  oaths  you  fwore,  Amintaj 
Thofe  feal'd  with  no  fmall  faith,!  then  aiiur'd  myfelf: 
Oh,  feek  no  new  ways  to  cozen  truth  ! 

Aminta.  I  do  not :  By  love  itfelf,  I  love  thee, 
And  ever  muft,  nor  can  all  deaths  diffolve  it! 
'  All.  Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 

Aminta,  For  your  fafety  -, 
To  preferve  your  life. 

Alb.  My  life,  I  do  confefs,  is  hers ;   fhe  gives  it, 
And  let  her  take  it  back  !  I  yield  it. 
My  love's  entirely  thine,  none  fhall  touch  at  it  j 
None,  my  Aminta,  none. 

Aminta.  You've  made  me  happy  ; 
And  now  I  know  you're  mine,  Fortune,  I  fcorn  thee  ! 
Go  to  your  reft,  and  I'll  fit  by  you  :  Whilfl 
'I've  time  I'll  be  your  mate,  and  comfort  you ; 
For  only  I  am  trufted.     You  fhall  want 
Nothing,  not  a  liberty  that  I  can  fteal  you. 

Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  loves,  Aminta  ? 
And  where  our  wifhes  cannot  meet 

Aminta.  You're  wanton ; 
But  with  cold  kiffes  I'll  allay  that  fever, 
(Look  for  no  more)  and  that  in  private  too  ! 
Believe  me,  I  fliall  blufh  elfe.     But,  let's  confider; 
We  are  both  loft  elfe. 

Alb.  Let's  in,  and  prevent  fate.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Crocak,  Juletta,  Tibalt,  and  Mafter. 
'fib.  You  do  well  to  air  us,  ladies  j  we  fliall  be  mufty 

elfe. 

What  are  your  wife  wills  now  ? 
Croc.  You're  very  crank  ftill. 
Tib.  As  crank  as  a  holy  friar  fed  with  hail-ftones. 
But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  bulls  ? 

Mafter.  Or  are  you  weary  of  the  charge  ye're  at? 

J  4  Turn 
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Turn  us  abroad  again;  let  us  jog,  ladies; 

We're  grofs,  and  coarfe,  unfit  for  your  fweet  pleasures. 

Tib.  Knock  off  our  fhoes  and  turn's  to  grais. 

Croc.  You  are 

Determined  ftill  to  be  flubborn  then  ? 
It  well  becomes  you. 

Tib.  An  humour,  lady,  that 
Contents  a  prifoner :  A  full  en  fit  fometimes 
Serves  for  a  fecond  courfe. 

Jul.  Ye  may  as  well  be  kind, 
And  gain  our  favours  j  gain  meat  and  drink,  and 

lodging 
To  reft  your  bones. 

Tib.  My  bones  have  borne  me  thus  long, 
And  had  their  fhare  of  pains  and  recreations  ; 
If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  companions. 
..Croc.  Are  ye  thus  harfh  to  all  our  fex  ? 

Mafer.  We  can't 

Be  merry  without  a  fidler:  Pray  flrike  up 
Your  tabors,  ladies. 

Croc,  The  fools  defpife  us, 

Jul.  We  know 
Ye're  very  hungry  now. 

Tib.  Y~es ;  'tis  very  wholefome,  ladies  ; 
For  we  tint  have  grofs  bodies  mufc  be  careful. 
Have  ye  no  piercing  air  to  flir  our  ftomachs  ? 
We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  ordinary. 

Jul.  Why,  flaves,  'tis  in  our  power  ox  hang  ye. 

Mzfisr.  Very  likely ; 

Tis  in  our  powers  then  to  be  hang'd,  and  fcorn  ye, 
Hanging's  as  fweet  to  us  as  dreaming  to  you* 

Crcc.  Conic,  be  more  courteous. 

Jul.  Do,  and  then  ye  fhall 
Be  pleas'd,  and  have  all  neceilaries. 

Tib.  Give  me 
Some  ratfbane  then. 

Crcc.    And  why  ratfbane,  monfieur  ? 

Tib.  We   live  like  vermin  here,  and  eat  up  your 

chcefe, 

Your  mouldy  cheefe,  that  none  but  rats  would  bite  at ; 

Therefore 
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Therefore  'tis  juft  that  ratfbane  fhould  reward  us. 
We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  ploughs  are  broken  j. 
There  is  no  hope  of  harveft  this  year,  ladies. 

Jul.  Ye  Hi  all  have  all  content. 

Mafter.   Ay,  an  we'll  ferve  your  ufes. 
I'd  rather  ferve  hogs,  there  is  more  delight  in't ; 
Your  greedy  appetites  are  never  fatisfied  ; 
Like  hungry  camels  jtifl,  fleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  cud  ftiil. 

Croc.  By  this  hand  we'll  ftarve  ye. 

ft  >after.  'Tis  a  noble  courtefy:  I  had  as  lief  ye 
Should  fain ifb  me,  as  founder  mei  to  be 
Jaded  to  death,  i*  only  fit  for  a  hackney. 
Here  be  certain  tarts  of  tar  about  me, 
And  parcels  of  potargo  in  my  jerkin  j 
As  long  as  thefe  laft 

Jul.  Which  will  not  laft  ever. 

21$.  Then  we'll  eat  one  another,  like  good  fellows, 
A  fhoulder  of.  his  for  a  haunch  of  mine  [ 

Jul.  'Tis  excellent. 

?VZ>.  'Twill  be,  as  we'll  drefs  it,  ladies. 

Croc.  Why  fure  ye  are  not  men  ? 

Mafter.  Ye  had  belt  corne  fearch  us  j 
A  fearnan  is  feldom  without  a  fait  eel, 

ciib.  I  am  bad  enough, 
And  in  my  nature  a  notorious  wencher ; 
And  yet  ye  make  me  blufh  at  your  immodefty. 
Tell  me,  good  Mafter,  didft  e'er  fee  fuch  things  ? 

Mafter.  Icouldlike'em,  tho'theywere  lewdly  giv'n, 
If  they  could  fay  no  ;  but,  fy  on  'em  ! 
They  gape  like  oyfters. 

'Tib.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  ftarve  us, 
But  your  commanding  impudence  fhall  never 
Fear  us16.  Had  ye  by  blufhing  figns,  foft  cunnings^ 
Crept  into  us,  and  fhew'd  us  your  neceflities  j 
We'd  met  your  purpofes,  fupplied  your  wants. 
We  are  no  faints,  ladies  : 

*6  Fear  us.]  i.  e.    Make  us  fear. 

I  love 
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I  love  a  good  wench  as  I  love  my  life, 
And  with  my  life  I  will  maintain  my  love ; 
But  fiich  a  fordid  impudence  I'll  fpit  at. 
Let's  to  our  dens  again  !  Come,  noble  Mafter ! 
You  know  our  minds,  ladies  :  This  is  the  faith 
In  which  we'll  die.  [Exeunt  ^ibalt  and  Mafter. 

Croc.  I  do  admire  'em. 

>/.  They 

Are  noble  fellows,  and  they  fhall  not  want 
For  this. 

Croc.  But  fee,  Clarinda  comes.     Farewell  ! 
I'll  to  my  charge.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Bring  out  thofe  prifoners  now,  and  let  me 

fee  'em, 
And  hear  their  bufmefs. 

Jul.  I  will,  madam.  [Exit. 

Clar.  I  hope  fhe  hath  prevail'd  upon  her  brother, 
Sh'  has  a  fweet  tongue,  and  can  defcribe  the  happinefs 
My  love  is  ready  to  fling  on  him. 
And  fure  he  muft  be  glad,  and  certain  wonder, 
And  blefs  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  this  iQand. 
J  long  to  hear  the  full  joy  that  he  labours  with. 

Enter  Juletta>  Morillat,  Franville,  and  Lamure. 

Mor.  Blefs  thy  divine  beauty  ! 

Fran.  Mirror  of  fweetnefs  ! 

Lam.  Ever  fpringing  brightnefs  ! 

Clar.  Nay,  ftand  up,  gentlemen  j  and  leave  your 
flatteries. 

Mor.  She  calls  us  gentlemen  !  Sure  we  fhall  have 
Some  meat  now ! 

Clar.  I  am  a  mortal  creature ;  worfhip  Heav'n, 
And  give  thefe  attributes  to  their  divinities. 
Methinks  you  look  but  thin. 

Mor.  Oh,  we  are  ftarv'd, 
Immortal  beauty. 

Lam.   We're  all  poor  ftarv'd  knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  liberty  nor  meat,  lady. 

Mor, 
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Mor.  We  were  handfome  men,  and  gentlemen,  and 

fweet  men, 

And  were  once  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  beauties ; 
But  now  we  look  like  rogues,  like  poor  ftarv'd  rogues. 

Ciar.  What  would  ye  do,  if  ye  were  to  die  now  ? 

Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepar'd.  If  you  will  hang  us, 
Let's  have  a  good  meal  or  two  to  die  with, 
To  put  us  in  hearz! 

Mor.  Or  if  you'll  drown  us, 
Let  us  be  drunk  firft,  that  we  may  die  merrily. 
And  blefs  the  founders  ! 

Clar.  Ye  flia'n't  die  fo  haftily. 
What  dare  ye  do  to  deferve  my  favour  ? 

Lam.  Put  us  to  any  fervice. 

Fran.  Any  bondage, 
Let  us  but  live  ! 

Mor.  We'll  get  a  world  of  children  ; 
For  we  know  ye're  heinoufly  provided  that  way : 
And  you  (hall  beat  us  when  we  offend  you, 
Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  meat  from  lis. 

Clar.  Thefe  are  weak  abje<ft  things,  that  fhew  ye 

poor  ones. 

What's  the  great  fervice  ye  fo  oft  have  threaten'd, 
If  ye  might  fee  me,  and  win  my  favour  ? 

Jul.  That  buflnefs  of  difcov'ry  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  I'll  tell  ye,  lady. 

Lam.  And  fo  will  I. 

Fran.  And  I.     Pray  let  me  fpeak  firft  ! 

Mor.  Good  no  confuiion  ! 
We  are  before  a  lady  that  knows  manners : 
And,  by  the  next  meat  I  fhall  eat  'tis  certain, 
This  little  gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with  us 

Clar.  Your  captain's  fitter  ?  ihe  you  mean  ? 

Mor.  Ay,  ay  $ 

She  is  the  bufmefs  that  we'd  open  to  you. 
You're  cozen'd  in  her. 

Clar.  How  !  what  is't  you  would  open t?  ? 

*7   How.'   *u.b(it  is't  you  would  open?]   This  fpeech,  fo  evidently 
fiiarinda's,  is  in  all  the  editions  given  to  Lamure. 

Fran. 
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Fran.  She  is  no  filler. 

Mor.  Good  Sirs,  how  quick  you  are  ! 
She  is  no  filter,  madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his 

Mor.  Peace,  I  fay ! 

Clar.  What  is  (he-? 

Mor.  Faith,  fweet  lady, 
She's,  as  am  an  would  fay,  his 

Clar.  What? 

Lam.  His  miftrefs. 

Mor.  Or,  as  fomenew  tranflators  read,  his 

Clar.  Oh  me  ! 

Mor.  And  why  he  fhould  delude  you  thus,  unlefs 
He  meant  fome  villainy — Thefe  ten  weeks  he  has 
Had  her  at  lea,  for  his  own  proper  appetite. 

Lam.  His  cabin-mate,  I'll  allure  you. 

Elar.  No  fitter,  fay  ye  ? 

Mor.  No  more  than  I  am  brother  to  your  beauty, 
I  know  not  why  he  (hould  juggle  thus. 

Clar.  Do  not  lie  to  me  ! 

Mor.  If  ye  find  me  lie,  lady,  hang  me  empty ! 

Clar.  How  am  I  fool'd!  Away  with  'em,  Juletta, 
And  feed  'em:  — 

But,  hark  ye,  with  fuch  food  as  they've  giv'n  me, 
New  mifery ! 

Fran.  Nor  meat  nor  thanks  for  all  this  ? 

Clar.  Make  'em  more  wretched. 
Oh,  I  could  burft  !  cnrfe  and  kill  now, 
Kill  any  thing  I  meet.     Juletta,  follow  me, 
And  call  the  reft  along  ! 

Jut.  We  follow,  madam.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Albert  and  Ambit  a. 

Amlnta.  I  muft  be  gone  now,  elfe  fhe  may  fufpeft  me. 
How  fnall  I  anfwer  her  ? 

Alb.  Tell  her  diredly. 

Amlnta.  That  were  too  fudden,  too  improvident: 
Fires  of  this  nature  muft  be  put  out  cunningly; 
They  will  wafte  all  come  near  'em  elfe.     Farewell, 

Once 
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Once  more ! 

Alb.  Farewell,  and  keep  my  love  entire  ! 
Nay,kifs  me  once  again !  Methinks  we  fhould  not  part. 

Aminta.  Oh,  be  wife,  Sir. 

Alb.  Nay,  one  kifs  more  ! 

Aminta.  Indeed  you're  wanton  ; 
We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Clarinda,  Julette,  Crccale  and  Hippolita. 

Clar.  Out,  thou  bafe  woman  ! 
By  Heaven,  I'll  fhoot  'em  both ! 

Croc.  Nay,  flay,  brave  lady,  hold ! 
A  fudden  death  cuts  off  a  nobler  vengeance. 

Clar.  Am  I  made  bawd  to  your  lafcivious  meetings? 
Are  ye  grown  fo  wife  in  fin  ?  Shut  up  that  villain  : 
And,  firrah,  now  expert  my  utmoft  anger. 
Let  him  there  ftarve  ! 

Alb.  I  mock  at  your  mifchiefs !  \Exit. 

Clar.  Tie  that  falfe  witch  unto  that  tree  ;  there  lee 
The  favage  beafts  gnaw  6ff  her  fweetnefs,  and  ihakes 
Errtbrace  her  beauties;  tie  her,  and  watch  that  none 
Relieve  her ! 

Hip.  We  could  wifh  you  better  fortune,  lady; 
But  dare  not  help  you. 

Aminta.  Be  your  own  friends;  I  thank  ye!    \Exc. 
Now,  only  my  laft  audit,  and  my  greateft  ! 
Oh,  Heav'n  !  be  kind  unto  me  ; 
And,  if  it  be  thy  will,  preferve 

Enter  Raymond. 

Raym.  Who's  this  ? 

Sure  'tis  a  woman.     I  have  trod  this  place, 
And  found  much  footing;  now  I  know  'tis  peopled. 
Ha  !  let  me  fee  !  it  is  her  face  !  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 
Turn  this^way,  maid  ! 

Aminta.  Oh,  Raymond,  oh,  brother! 

Raym.  I^ler  tongue  too !  'tis  my  fifcer !  What  rude 

hand — 
Nay,  kifs-me  firft;  oh,  joy! 

Aminta. 
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Aminta.  Fly,  fly,  dear  brother ! 
You  are  loft  elfe. 

Jul.  A  man,  a  man,  a  new  man  ! 
Raym.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Juletta,  Crocale,  and  Clarinda. 

Croc.  An  enemy,  an  enemy  ! 

Clar.  Difpatch  him ; 
Take  him  off;  fhoot  him  ftraight  ! 

Raym.  I  dare  not  ufe  my  fword,  ladies, 
Againft  fuch  comely  foes. 

Aminta.  Oh,  brother,  brother  ! 

Clar.  Away  with 'em,  and  in  dark  prifons  bind 'em ! 
One  word  replied,  ye  die  both.  Now,  brave  mother, 
Follow  thy  noble  anger,  and  I'll  help  tliee !  \Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Rofellia^  Clarinda ,  Crocale,  Juletta,  and  Hippottta. 

Rof.  T  A  M  deaf  to  all  your  intreaties ;  fhe  that 

moves  me 

For  pity  or  compaffion  to  thefe  pirates, 
Digs  up  her  father's,  or  her  brothers  tomb, 
And  fpurns  about  their  afhes. — 
Couldft  thou  remember  what  a  father  thou 
Hadft  once/twould  fteel  thy  heart  'gainft  foolifh  pity : 
By  his  memory,  and  the  remembrance  of 
His  dear  embraces,  I  am  taught,  that  in 
A  noble  caufe  revenge  is  noble :  And  they 
Shall  fall  the  facrifices,  to  appeafe 
His  wand  ring  ghoft  and  my  incenfed  fury. 

Clar.  The  new-come  prifoner  too  ? 

Rof.  He  too  :— Yet,  that  we  may  learn 
Whether  they  are  the  fame,  or  near  allied 
To  thofe  that  forc'd  me  to  this  ciuel  courfe, 

Better 
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Better  their  poor  allowance,  and  permit  'ern 
To  meet  together,  and  confer, 
Within  the  diftance  of  your  ear  !  Perhaps 
They  may  difcover  fomething  that  may  kill 
Defpair  in  me,  and  be  a  means  to  fave  'em 
From  certain  ruin. 

Croc.  That  fhall  be  my  charge. 

Rof.  Yet,  to  prevent 

All  hope  of  refcue  (for  this  new-come  captain 
Hath  both  a  Ihip  and  men  not  far  off  from  us, 
Tho'  ignorant  to  find  the  only  port 
That  can  yield  entrance  to  our  happy  ifland) 
Guard  the  place  ftrongly  ;  and,  ere  the  next  fun 
Ends  his  diurnal  progrefs,  I  will  be 
Happy  in  my  revenge,  or  fet  'em  free.         [Exeunt* 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  and  HippoKta. 
A  table  furnifhed. 

Croc.  So,  ferve  it  plentifully,  and  lofe  not  time 
T'  enquire  the  caufe  ;  there  is  a  main  defign 
That  hangs  upon  this  bounty.     See  the  table 
Furnifh'd  with  wine  too  j  that  difcovers  fecrets 
Which  tortures  cannot  open  :  Open  the  doors  too 
O'  th'  feveral  prifons,  and  give  all  free  entrance 
Into  this  room  !   Undifcover'd  I  can  here  mark  all. 

Enter  Tibalt  and  Mafter. 

Here's  captain  Carelefs,  and  the  tough  Ship-Mafter; 
The  (laves  are  nos'd  like  vultures  :  How  wild  they 
look! 

Tib.  Ha! 

The  myftery  of  this  fome  good  hobgoblin 
Rife  and  reveal ! 

Mafter.  I  am  amaz'd  at  it ; 
Nor  can  I  found  th'  intent. 

I'll?.  Is  not  this  bread  ? 
Subftantial  bread,  not  painted  ? 

Mafter.  But  take  heed  ! 
You  may  be  poifon'd. 

Tib. 
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Tib.  I  am  fure  I'm  famifh'd; 

And  famine,  as  the  wife  man  fays,  gripes  the  guts 
As  much  as  any  mineral.     This  may  be  treacle 
Sent  to  preferve  me  after  a  long  fad  ; 
Or,  be  it  viper's  fpittle,  I'll  run  the  hazard. 

Mafler.  We're  paft  all  fear;  I'll  take  part  with  you. 

'Tib.  Do: 

And  now,  i'faith,  how  do  you  feel  yourfelf  ? 
I  find  great  eafe  in't.     What's  here  ?  wine,  an't  be 
Thy  will !  ftrong  lufty  wine  !   [drinks. ~\  Well,  fools 

may  talk 

Of  Mithridate,  cordials,  and  elixirs  ; 
But  from  my  youth  this  was  my  only  phyfick. 
Here's  a  colour ! 

What  lady's  cheek,  tho'  cerus'd  o'er,  comes  near  it  ? 
It  fparkles  too,  hangs  out  diamonds  :  Oh, 
My  fsveetheart,  how  I  will  hug  thee  !  again,  and 


again  ! 


They  are  poor  drunkards,  and  not  worth  thy  favours, 
That  number  thy  moift  kiffes  in  thefe  cryftals. 

Mafler.  But,  monfieur, 
Here  are  fuckets,  and  fweet  difhes. 

Tib.  Tuili !  boys -meat ! 
I'm  paft  it :  Here  is  ftrong  food,  fit  for  men, 
Neftar,  old  lad  !  Miftrefs  of  merry  hearts, 
Once  more  I  am  bold  with  you. 

Mafter.  Take  heed,  man  ! 
Too  much  will  breed  diftemper. 

Tib.  Haft  thou  liv'd  at  fea 
The  moft  part  of  thy  life,  where  to  be  fober, 
While  we  have  wine  aboard,  is  capital  treafon, 
And  doft  thou  preach  fobriety  ? 

Mafler.  Prithee,  forbear ; 
W'-e  may  offend  in  it ;  we  know  not  for  whom 
It  was  provided. 

Tib.  I  am  fure  for  me  ; 

Therefore,  footra!  when  I  am -full,  let 'em  hang  me; 
I  care  not ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Albert,  Amintd^  Raymond,  Lamure,  Morillat^ 
and  Fran-villey  Jeverally. 

Mafter.  This  has  been  his  temper  ever. 
See,  provoking  difhes;  candied  eringoeSj 
And  potatoes  ! 

'Tib.  I'll  not  touch  'erri  -,  I  will  drinks 
But  not  a  bit  on  a  march  j 
I'll  be  an  eunuch  rather. 

Mafter.  Who  are  thefe  ? 

Tib.  Marry,  who  you  will  $ 
1  keep  my  text  here. 

Alb.  Raymond  ? 

Raym.  Albert  ? 

Tib.  Away  !  I'll  be  drunk  alone ; 
Keep  off,  rogues,  or  I'll  belch  ye  into  air ; 
Not  a  drop  here ! 

Ammta.  Dear  brother,  put  not  in  your  eyes  fuch 

anger ! 

Thofe  looks,  poifori'd  with  fury,  fhot  at  him, 
Hefted  on  me.     Oh,  brother,  look  milder,  or 
The  cryftal  of  his  temperance  will  turn 
Them  on  yourfelf. 

Alb.  Sir,  I  have  fought  you  long 
To  find  your  pardon ;  you  have  plouojh'd  the  ocean 
To  wreak  your  vengeance  on  me,  for  the  rape 
Of  this  fair  virgin.     Now  our  fortune  guides  us 
To  meet  on  fuch  hard  terms,  that  we  need  rather 
A  mutual  pity  of  our  prefent  ftate, 
Than  to  expoftulate  of  breaches  paft^ 
Which  cannot  be  made  up.     And  tho'  it  be 
Far  from  your  power  to  force  me  to  confefs 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong,  or,  fuch  fubinifliori 
Failing  to  make  my  peace,  to  vent  your  anger, 
You  being  yourfelf  flav'd,  as  I,  to  others  j 
Yet  for  your  filler's  fake,  her  blefled  fake, 
In  part  of  recompenfe  of  what  fli'  has  fuffer'd 
For  my  rafti  folly,  the  contagion 
Of  my  black  actions  catching  hold  upon 
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Her  purer  innocence,  1  crave  your  mercy  ; 
And  wifh,  however  leveral  motives  kept  us 
From  being  friends  while  we  had  hope  to  live, 
Let  death,  which  we  expect,  and  cannot  fly  from, 
End  all  contention ! 

rfib.  Drink  upon  it ;  it 
Is  a  good  motion  !  ratify't  in  wine, 
And  'tis  authentical ! 

Raym.  When  I  confider 

The  ground  of  our  long  difference,  and  look  on 
Our  not- to-be-avoided  miferies, 
It  doth  beget  in  me,  I  know  not  how, 
A  foft  religious  tendernefs ;  which  tells  me, 
Tho'  v/e  have  many  faults  to  anfwer  for 
Upon  our  own  account,  our  fathers'  crimes 
Are  in  us  punifh'd.     Oh,  Albert,  the  courfe 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich  was  not  honeft  j 
Nor  can  that  friendfhip  laft  which  Virtue  joins  not. 
When  firfl  they  forc'd  th'  induftrious  Portugals 
From  their  plantations  in  the  Happy  Iflands 

Crcc.  This  is  that  I  watch  for. 

Raym.  And  did  omit  no  tyranny  which  men, 
Inur'd  to  fpoil  and  mifchief,  could  inflict 
On  the  griev'd  fufferers  ;  when  by  lawlefs  rapine 
They  reap'd  the  harveft  which  their  labours  fow'd; 
And  not  content  to  force  'em  from  their  dwelling, 
But  laid  for  'em  at  fea,  to  ravifh  from  'em 
The  laft  remainder  of  their  wealth  ;  then,  then, 
After  a  long  purfuit,  each  doubting  other, 
As  guilty  of  the  Portugals'  efcape, 
They  did  begin  to  quarrel,  like  ill  men  : 
(Forgive  me,  piety,  that  I  call  'em  fo  !) 
No  longer  love  or  correfponclence  holds 
1  han  it  is  cemented  with  prey  or  profit : 
Then  did  they  turn  thofe  fwordsthey  oft  had  bloodied 
With  innocent  gore,  upon  their  wretched  felves, 
And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  cruelty 
Shewn  to  Sebaftian  and  his  colony, 
By  being  fatal  enemies  to  each  other. 

Thence 
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Thence  grew  Aminta's  rape,  and  my  defire 
To  be  reveng'd.     And  ncrw  obferve  the  ifTue  ! 
As  they  for  fpoil  forgot  eompalfion 
To  women,  (who  fhould  ever  be  exempted 
From  the  extremities  of  a  lawful  war) 
We  now,  young  able  men,  are  fall'n  into 
The  hands  of  women  ;  that,  againfb  the  foft, 
Soft  tendernefs  familiar  to  their  fex, 
Will  fhew  no  mercy. 

Enter  Crccale. 

Croc.  None,  nnlefs  you  fhew  us 
Our  long-loft  hvifbands. 
We  are  thofe  Portugals  you  talk'd  o£ 

Raym.  Stay  ! 

I  met  upon  the  fea  in  a  tall  fhip 
Two  Portugals,  famifh'd  almoft  to  death. 

'Tib.  Our  fhip,  by  this  wine, 
And  thofe  the  rogues  that  ftole  her, 
Left  us  to  famifh  in  the  Barren  Iflands  ! 

Raym.  Some  fuch  tale  they  told  me  ; 
And  fomething  of  a  woman,  which  I  find 
To  be  my  fifter. 

Croc.  Where  are  thefe  men  ? 

Raym.  I 

Left  'em,  fuppofmg  they'd  deluded  me 
With  forg'd  tales,  in  the  ifland,  where  they  faid 
They  had  liv'd  many  years,  the  wretched  owners 
Of  a  huge  mafs  of  treafure. 

Alb.  The  fame  men, 
And  that  the  fatal  muck  we  quarrell'd  for. 

Croc.  They  were  Portugals,  you  fay  ? 

Raym.  So  they  profefs'd. 

Croc .Theymayprove  fuch  men  asmay  fave  your  lives: 
And  fo  much  I  am  taken  with  fair  hope, 
That  I  will  hazard  life  to  be  refolv'd  on't. 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Raym.  My- fhip  lies  by  the  river's  mouth; 
That  can  convey  ye  to  thefe  wretched  men 
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Which  you  defire  to  fee. 

Croc.  Back  to  your  prifons, 
And  pray  for  the  fuccefs  !  If  they  be  thofe 
Which  I  defire  to  find,  you're  fafe  ;  if  not, 
Prepare  to  die  tomorrow  !  for  the  world 
Cannot  redeem  ye, 

Alb.  Howe'er,  we  are  arm'd 
For  either  fortune. 

Tib.  What  muft  become  of  me  nowa 
That  I  am  not  difmifs'd  ? 

Croc.  Oh,  Sir,  I  purpofe 
To  have  your  company. 

Tib.  Take  heed,  wicked  woman  \ 
I'm  apt  to  mifchief  now. 

Croc.  You  can't  be  ib 
Unkind,  to  her  that  gives  you  liberty. 

r#.  NO, 

I  fhall  be  too  kind,  that's  the  devil  on't ! 

I've  had  ftore  of  good  wine  ;  and,  when  I'm  drunk, 

Joan  is  a  lady  to  me,  and  I  fhall  lay 

About  me,  like  a  lord.     I  feel  ftrange  motions ! 

Avoid  me,  temptation  ! 

Croc.  Come,  Sirj  I'll  help  you  in.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Selajlian  and  Nicufa. 

Nicufa,  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  lake  ? 

Seb.  Still  it  draws  nearer ; 
And  now  I  plainly  can  difcern  it: 
It  is  the  French  fhip. 

Nicttja.  In  it  a  woman, 
Who  feems  t'  invite  us  to  her. 

Seb.  Still  fhe  calls 

With  figns  of  love  to  haften  to  her : 
So  lovely  hope  doth  flill  appear, 
I  feel  nor  age,  nor  weaknefs. 

Nicuja*  Tho'  it  bring  death, 
To  us  'tis  comfort,  and  deferves  a  meeting : 
Or  elfe  Fortune,  tir'd  with  what  we've  fuffersd, 

And 
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And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be, 

Now  fets  a  period  to  our  mifery.  [Exeunt. 

\_Horrid  mufic, 
Enter  fe-ver  ally  Raymond^  Albert,  and  Aminta, 

Raym.  What  dreadful  founds  are  thde  ? 

Aminta.  Infernal  mufic, 
Fit  for  a  bloody  feaft. 

Alb.  It  feems  prepar'd 
To  kill  our  courages,  ere  they  divorce 
Our  fouls  and  bodies. 

Raym.  But  they  that  fearlefs  fall, 
Deprive  them  of  their  triumph, 


An  altar  prepar'd.     Enter  Rofettia,  CIarinda% 
Hippolita,  tsJV. 

Aminta.  See  the  furies, 
In  their  full  trim  of  cruelty  ! 

Rof.  'Tis  the  laft 

Duty  that  I  can  pay  to  my  dead  lord, 
Set-out  the  altar  !  I  myfelf  will  be 
The  priefl,  and  boldly  do  thofe  horrid  rites 
You  {hake  to  think  on.    Lead  thefe  captains  nearer  j 
For  they  fhall  have  the  honour  to  fall  firft 
To  my  Sebaftian's  afhes.     And  now,  wretches, 
As  I  am  taught  already,  that  you  are, 
And  lately  by  your  free  confeiTion, 
French  pirates,  and  the  fons  of  thofe  I  hate 
E'en  equal  with  the  devil  ;  hear,  with  horror, 
What  'tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  courfe, 
And  what  you  are  to  fuffer  !   No  Amazons  we, 
But  women  of  Portugal,  that  muft  have  from  you 
Sebaftian  and  Nicufa  :  We  are  they 
That  groan'd  beneath  your  fathers'  wrongs  !  We  arc 
Thofe  wretched  women 
Their  injuries  purfu'd  and  overtook, 
And  from  the  lad  remembrance  of  our  lofTes 
We  are  taught  to  be  cruel.     When  we  were  forc'd 
Jr  rorn  that  fweet  air  we  breath'd  in,  by  their  rapine, 

K  And 
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And  fought  a  place  of  being,  as  the  feas 
And  winds  confpir'd  with  their  ill  purpofes, 
To  load  us  wji.h  afflictions,  in  a  ftorm 
That  fell  upon  us  the  two  fhips  that  brought  us, 
To  fcek  new  fortunes  in  an  unknown  world, 
Were  fever'd  ;  th'  one  bore  all  the  able  men, 
Cur  treafure  and  our  jewels;  in  the  other 
We  women  were  embark'd,  and  fell  upon, 
After  long  toffing  in  the  troubled  main, 
This  pleafant  ifiand  ;  but  in  few  months 
The  men  that  did  condudt  us  hither  died  : 
We  long  before  had  given  our  hufbands  loft. 
Remem  bring  what  we'd  fufFer'd  by  the  French, 
We  took  a  folemn  oath,  ne'er  to  admit 
The  curs'd  fociety  of  men.    Neceffity 
Taught  us  thofe  arcs,  not  ufual  to  our  fex  ; 
And  the  fertile  earth  yielding  abundance  to  us, 
We  did  refolve,  thus  fhap'd  like  Amazons 
To  end  our  lives  :  But  when  you  arriv'd  here, 
And  brought  as  prefents  to  us  our  own  jewels, 
Thofe  which  were  borne  in  the  other  fhip  — 
How  can  ye  hope  to  'fcape  our  vengeance  ? 

Amlnta.  It  boots  not  then  to  fwear  our  innocence  ? 

Alb.  Or  that  we  never  forc'd  it  from  the  owners  ? 

Raym.  Or  that  there  are  a  remnant  of  that  wreck, 
And  not  far  off? 

Rcf.  All  you  affirm,  I  know,  is 
But  to  wio  time;  therefore  prepare  your  throats-, 
The  world  (hall  not  rede-em  ye  !  And,  that  your  cries 
May  find  no  entrance  to  our  ears,  to  move 
Pity  in  any,  bid  loud  mufic  found 
Their  fatal  knells  !  If  ye  have  prayers,  ufe  sem 
Quickly,  to  any  power  will  own  ye  :  But  — 


Enter  Crocale,  Sebaftian,  Nicuja^  and 

Hal  who  are  thefe?  what  fpectacles  of  misfortune? 
Why  are  their  looks  fp  full  of  joy  and  wonder  ? 

^Croc.  Oh,  lay  by 
Theie  inftruments  of  death,  and  welcome  to 
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Your  arms  what  you  durft  never  hope  t*  embrace! 
This  is  Sebaftian;   this  Nicufa,  madam-, 
Preferv'd  by  miracle.     Look  up,  dear  Sir, 
And  know  your  own  Rofellia  !   be  not  loft 
In  wonder  and  amazement ;  or  if  nature 
Can,  by  inftinct,  inftruct  you  what  it  is 
To  be  blefs'd  with  the  name  of  father,  freely 
Enjoy't  in  this  fair  virgin  ! 

Seb.  Tho*  my  miieries, 
And  many  years  of  wants  I  have  endur'd, 
May  well  deprive  me  of  the  memory 
Of  all  joys  paft;  yet,  looking  on  this  building. 
This  ruin'd  building  of  a  heav'nly  form 
In  my  Rofellia,  I  mult  remember 
I  am  Sebaftian. 

Rof.  Oh,  my  joys ! 

Seb.  And  here, 

I  fee  a  perfect  model  of  thyfelf, 
As  thou  wert  when  thy  choice  frill  made  thee  mine : 
Thefe  cheeks  and  fronts,  tho*  wrinkled  now  with  time, 
Which  att  cannot  reftore,  had  equal' purenefs 
Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  as  much  ravifhing: 
Which,  by  fair  order  and  fuccefnon,  I  fee 
Defcend  on  her;  and  may  thy  virtues  wind 
Into  her  form,  and  make  her  a  perfect  dower, 
No  part  of  thy  fweet  goodnefs  wanting  to  her  ! 
I  will  not  now,  Rofellia,  afk  thy  fortunes, 
Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine  ; 
Thofe  fhall  hereafter  ierve  to  make  glad  hours 
In  their  relation.     All  paft  wrongs  forgot, 
I'm  glad  to  fee  you,  gentlemen ;  but  moft, 
That  it  is  in  my  power  to  fave  your  lives  -, 
You  fav'd  ours,  when  we  were  near  ftarv'd  at  fea4 
And  I  defpair  not — for,  if  me  be  mine, 
Rofellia  can  deny  Sebaltian  nothing. 

Rof.  She  does  give  up  herfelf, 
Her  power  and  joys,  and  all,  to  you,  to  be 
Difcharged  of  'em  as  too  burdenfome  j 
Welcome  in  any  fhape  ! 

K  4 
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Seb.  Sir,  in  your  looks*8,  I  read 
Your  fuit  of  my  Ciarinda  \  me  is  yours. 
And,  lady,  if't  be  in  me  to  confirm 
Your  hopes  in  this  brave  gentleman,  prefume 
I  am  your  feryant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you,  Sir. 

Aminta.  Oh,  happy  hour !  ^ 

Alb.  Oh,  my  dear  Aminta, 
Now  all  our  fears  are  ended. 

Tib.  Here  I  fix; 

She's  mettle,  fteel  to  the  back,  and  will  cut 
My  leaden  dagger,   if  not  u.s'd  with  difcretic?n. 

Crcc.  You're  ilili  no  changeling. 

Seb.  Nay,  all  look  chearfully  •,  for  none  fhall  be 
Denied  their  lawful  wifhes.     When  a  while 
We've  here  refrem'd  ourfelves,  we  will  return 
To  our  fev'ral  homes :  And  well  that  Voyage  ends, 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies,  faithful  friends  ! 

\Exeunt  amnes. 

**  Sir,  in  your  looks, 

'1  read  your  fuit  of  my  Ciarinda; — J  Perhaps  thf  render  would 
wifh  to  know  whom  the  old  gentleman  means  here.  I  can  thr 
jno  one  but  Nicufa  his  nephew.  Yet  this  is  but  a  guefc,  and  if  the 
reader  imagir>e»an*  one  of  rhe  compniw  (Albert  and  Tihalt  cxceptec) 
deferves  Ciarinda  better  than  hei  courm,  i.et  him  rejtil  mine,  and 
enjoy  his  own  opinion  S^mpfon. 

When  Aminta  qepreciates  Albert,  in  her  convention  with  Cia 
rinda,  fhe  recommend'  Raymond  to  her  :  It  is  molt  likely,  therefore, 
he  is  the  perion  intended  by  the  Poet  to  poifds  her. 
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The  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  fpeak  of  this 

as  the  production  of  Fletcher  alone  ;  but  the  Prologue  weniiom  it  at 
the  joint  performance  of  both  Authors.  It  ivas  firfl  printed  in  th? 
folio  of  164.7;  and  appears  to  have  been  revived  at  the  Theatre 
Royal  about  the  end  of  the  lajl  century,  iubea  a  prelate  ivas  fyoken 
bv  yee  H"inet.  Me  do  not  £«s*r  of  any  performance  of  it  fine e 
thai  time. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

M  E  N. 

Antonio,  the  Coxcomb. 

Mercury,  fellow-traveller  with  Antonio. 

Ricardo,  a  young  gentleman  in  love  with  Viola. 

Uberto,  ^ 

Pedro,     >  three  merry  gentlemen,  friends  to  Ricardo. 

Silvio,   J 

Valerio,  a  country  gentleman. 

Curio,  kinfman  to  Antonio. 

Juftice,  a  Jh allow  one. 

Andrugio,  father  to  Viola. 

Alexander,  Jervant  to  Mercury's  Mother. 

Mark,  the  Juftice' s  clerk. 

Rowland,  Jervant  to  Andrugio. 

Tinker. 

Conftable. 

Watch. 

Drawer. 

Mufidans. 

WO  MEN. 

Maria,  wife  to  Antonio. 
Viola,  daughter  to  Andrugio. 
Mother  to  Mercury. 

Madge,] 

Dorothy,  the  linker's  trull. 

SCENE,     ENGLAND'. 

1  England,  France.]  As  the  fcene  never  changes  from  England 
through  che  whole  play,  and,  as  I  remember,  the  word  France  does 
not  occur  above  once  in  this  piece,  I  have  made  no  fcruple  to  expel 
and  explode  what  never  poffibly  could  have  flood  in  the  Authors 
manufcript.  Sjmpfon. 

PROLOGUE, 


Nan,      , 

milk-maids. 
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THIS  Comedy,long  forgot,  by  fome  thought  dead, 
By  us  preferv'd,  once  more  doth  raife  her  head, 
And  to  your  noble  cenfures  does  prefent 
Her  outward  form,  and  inward  ornament. 
Nor  let  this  fmell  of  arrogance,  fmce  'tis  known, 
The  makers,  that  confefs'd  it  for  their  own, 
Were  this  way  Ikilful,  and  without  the  crime 
Of  flatteries  I  may  fay  may  pleafe  the  time. 
The  work  itfelf  too,  when  it  firft  came  forth, 
In  the  opinion  of  men  of  worth, 
Was  well  receiv'd  and  favour'd,  tho'  fome  rude 
And  harfh  among  th'  ignorant  multitude, 
(That  relifh  grofs  food  better  than  a  difh 
That's  cook'd  with  care,  and  ferv'd  in  to  the  wifh 
Of  curious  palates)  wanting  wit  and  ftrength 
Truly  to  judge,  condemn'd  it  for  the  length  * : 

^ That 

*   .  ,     i    *  condemn  d  it  for  the  length  ; 

That  fault'1  i  reformed."]  In  the  Stationer's  Preface  to  the  edition 
of  1647,   we  have  thefe  words.       *  When  thefe  Comedies  and  Tra 
gedies  were  preferred  on   the  ffoge,  the  afiors  omitted  fome  fcents 
and  paffages  (with  the  Authors  confent)  as  occ.iiion  led  'em ;  and 
when   private  friends  defired  a  copy,  they   then   (and  jufty   too) 
tranfcribed  what  they  a£ed.     But  now  you  have  both  all  that  was 
afled,  and  all  that  -waj  not  ;  even  the  perfect  full  originals,  with 
out  the  leall  mutilation  :  So  that  were  the  Authors  living  (and  fu^e 
they  can  never  die)  they  themfejves  would  challenge  neither  more 
nor  left  than  what  is  here  publi(hed.' But  what  a  goring  con 
tradiction  to  this  whole  paffige  are  the  words  of  the  prologue,  cited 
at  the  head  of  this  note  ?  Was  it  not  condemn'd  for  its  Tength  by 
the  ignorant  multitude  ?  And  upon  reviving  of  it,  is  it  not  as  plain 
as  words  can  make  it,  that  it  was  mutilated  then  ?  What  other  fenfe 
,can  we  put  upon  this  paf&ge?  T&at  faulfs  reformed — Who  the  cur- 
tailer,  or  curtailers  were,  is  not  poiHble  now  to  be  known  :  I  could 
have  wifhed  that  he,  or  they,  who  undertook  the  charge  of  reform' 
ing  the   length  of  this  piece,  had   had  fuffi<  lent  twit  and  Jlrmgth  to 
have   gone  tniough   that  bufmefs  neatly.     But  it  feems  as  if  his  or 
tt\eir  judgment  was  as  little  in  the  fhortning,  as  the  rabble's  was  con 
demning  it  for  its  length.     Had  we  but  the  original  manufcript,  I 
flon't  doubt  but  we  ihouid  fee  a  ilranee  difference  betwixt  that,  and 

the 
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That  fault's  reform'd  ;  and  now  'tis  to  be  tried 

Before  fuch  judges  'twill  not  be  denied 

A  free  and  noble  hearing;  nor  fear  I 

But  'twill  deferve  to  have  free  liberty, 

And  give  you  caufe  (and  with  content)  to  fay, 

Their  care  was  good  that  did  revive  this  play. 

the  play,  as  it  now  iUuas.  1  h«-  fi.lt  n»jte  or,  this  pciicrmance  is  a 
ipecimen,  to  let  the  reader  fee  what  ilran»e  work  h:u  been  m;.de  by 
the  reviver,  or  reviveis,  of  this  pk-ce  :  and  how  iit;ie  he  or  they 
thought  on  (fuppoiu.g  they  knew  it)  that  ruie  of  Horace, 

• k'erjate  diu,  qttidferre  r  ecu  feat, 

Quid  --ualeant  Hutneri Synspfon. 

The  Stat.oner's  Preface  is  no  '  g-arirg  contndi&ion  to  tl.e  pro- 
'  logue,'  but  rather  confirm?  the  afi'ertion.  than  tlie  '  Actors  (with 

*  the  Author's  confer.tj  omitted  fcenes  and  p.-.iligc-,  as  cccifiou  led 
'  them,  avd  :J"tcrwarcI:i  tranfcribed  what  they  atled .-   But  the  bcok- 

*  feiiers  gave  all  that  was  ailed,  and  a!l  that  <wus  nut  '     Wn«>  the 
curtaiiers  were,  therefore,  is  tidily  known ;  ccr thinly  THE  ACTORS, 
•with  the  AUTHOR'S  CONSENT. 
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ACT          I. 

Enter  Rkardo  and  Viola. 
Ric.  f      E  T  us  make  life  of  this  ftol'n  privacy, 

And  not  lofe  time  in  proteftation,  miilrefs ! 
'-For  'twere  in  me  a  kind  of  breach  of  faith, 
To  fay  again  I  love  you. 

Viola.  Sweet,  fpeak  foftly; 
For  tho'  the  venture  of  your  love  to  me 
Meets  with  a  willing  and  a  full  return, 
Should  it  arrive  unto  my  father's  knowledge, 
This  were  our  laft  difcourfe* 
Ric.   How  mall  he  know  it  ? 
Viola.  His  watching  cares  are  fuch,  for  my  ad 
vancement, 

That  every  where  his  eye  is  fix'd  upon  me  : 
This  night,  that  docs  afford  us  ibme  fmall  freedom, 
At  the  requeft  and  much  intreaty  of 
The  miftrefs  of  the  houle,  was  hardly  given' me  5 
For  I  am  never  fuffer'd  to  ftir  out, 
But  he  hath  fpies  upon  me :  Yet,  I  know  not, 
You  have  fo  won  upon  me,  that  could  I  think 
You  would  love  faithfully  (tho'  to  entertain 
Another  thought  of  you  would  be  my  death) 
I  mould  adventure  on  his  utmoft  anger. 
'  Ric.  Why,  do  you  think  I  can  be  falfe  ? 
Viola.  No,  faith  ! 

You  have  an  honelt  face  3  but,  if  you  (hould 

Ric. 
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Ric.    Let  all  the  flored  vengeance  of   Heav'n's 
juftice 

Viola.  No  more  !  I  do  believe  you.  The  dance  ended, 
"Which  this  free  woman's  guefts  have  vow'd  to  have 
Ere  they  depart,  I  will  make  home,  and  ftore  me 
With  all  the  jewels,  chains,  and  gold  are  trufted 
Unto  my  cuftody ;  and  at  the  next  corner 
To  my  father's  houfe,  before  one,  at  the  furtheft, 
Be  ready  to  receive  me  ! 

Ric.  I  defire 

No  bond  beyond  your  promife.  Let's  go  in  ! 
To  talk  thus  much  before  the  door  may  breed 
Sufpicion. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Antonio. 

Viola.  Here  are  company  too. 

Ric.  Away  ! 

Thofe  Powers  that  profper  true  and  honeft  loves 
Will  blefs  our  undertakings. 

Viola.  'Tjs  my  wiih,  Sir.          \Exe.  Ric.  6?  Viola. 

Merc.  Nay,  Sir,  excufe  me  !   1  have  drawn  you  to 
Too  much  expence  already  in  my  travel, 
And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  love, 
To  make  my  wants  your  own  •,  allow  me  manners  ! 
Which  you  muft  grant  I  want,  fhould  I  encreafe 
The  bond  in  which  your  courteiies  have  tied  me, 
By  Hill  confuming  of  you  :  Give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  ways  now,  and  I  Ihall  often, 
With  willingnefs,  come  to  vifit  you,  and  thank  you. 

Ant.  By  this  hand,  I  could  be  angry  !  What  do  you 

think  me  ? 

Muft  we,  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one, 
Seen  cities,  countries,  kingdoms,  and  their  wonders, 
Been  bedfellows,  and  in  our  various  journey 
Mix'd  all  our  obfervations,  part  (as  if 
We  were  two  carriers  at  two  feveral  ways, 
And  as  the  fore-horfe  guides,  cry  God  be  with  you) 
Without  or  compliment,  or  ceremony  ? 
In  travellers  that  know  Tranfalpine  garbs, 

Tho* 
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Tho'  our  defigns  are  ne'er  fo  ferious,  friend, 
It  were  a  capital  crime  ;  it  muft  not  be ; 
Nay,  what  is  more,  you  mall  not.     You  ere  long 
Shall  fee  my  houie,  and  find  what  I  call  mine 
Is  wholly  at  your  fervice. 

Merc.  Tis  this  tires  me! — 
Sir,  I  were  eafily  woo'd,  if  nothing  elfe 
But  my  will  lay  i'th'  choice-,  but  'tis  not  fo : 
My  friends  and  kindred,  that  have  part  of  me, 
And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefeft  hopes  depend, 
Juftly  expeft  the  tender  of  my  love 
After  my  travel ;  then  my  own  honefty 
Tells  me  'tis  poor,  having  indifferent  means 
To  keep  me  in  my  quality  and  rank, 
At  my  return,  to  tire  another's  bounty, 
And  let  mine  own  grow  lufty  :  Pardon  me ! 

Ant.  I  will  not,  cannot ;  to  conclude,  I  dare  not : 
Can  any  thing  conferr'd  upon  my  friend 
Be  burdenfome  to  me  ?  For  this  excufe, 
Had  I  no  reafon  elfe,  you  fhould  not  leave  me ; 
By  a  traveller's  faith,  you  fhould  not !  I  have  faid  ! 
And  then,  you  know  my  humour,  there's  no  contending. 

Merc.  Is  there  no  way  to  'fcape  this  inundation  ? 
I  fiiall  be  drown'd  with  folly,  if  I  go ; 
And,  after  nine  days,  men  may  take  me  up 
With  my  gall  broken. 

Ant.  Are  you  yet  refolv'd  ? 

Merc.  'Would  you  would  fpare  me  ! 

Ant.  By  this  light,  I  cannot, 
By  all  that  may  be  fworn  by  ! 

Merc.  Patience  help  me, 
And  Heaven  grant  his  folly  be  not  catching! 
If 't  be,  the  town's  undone  :  I  now  would  give 
A  reaibnable  fum  of  gold  to  any  ftieriff 
That  would  but  lay  an  execution  on  me, 
And  free  me  from  his  company.  While  he  was  abroad, 
His  want  of  wit  and  language  kept  him  dumb; 
But  Balaam's  afs  will  fptrak  now,  without  fpurring. 

Ant.  Speak,  have  I  won  you  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant  and  Muficiam. 

Merc.  You're  not  to  be  refifted. 

Serv.  Be  ready,  I  entreat  you  !  The  dance  done, 
Befides  a  liberal  reward,  I  have 
A  bottle  of  merry  in  my  power  (hall  beget 
New  crotchets  in  your  heads. 

Mufitiam.  Turn,  fear  not  us ! 
We'll  do  our  parts. 

Serv.  Go  in. 

Ant.  I  know  this  fellow. 
Belong  you  to  the  houfe  ? 

Serv.  I  ferve  the  miitrefs. 

Ant.  Pretty  and  fhort !  Pray  you,  Sir,  then  inform  her, 
Two  gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honour'd 
"With  her  fair  prefence. 

Serv.  She  mall  know  fo  much. 
This  is  a  merry  night  with  us,  and  forbids  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a  man : 
I'll  guide  you  the  way. 

Ant.  Nay,  follow  !  I've  a  trick  in't.          [Exeunt. 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Maria,  Pedro,  Portiay 
Viola,  with  others. 

Uberto.  Come,  where  is  this  mafque  *  ?  Faireft,  for 

our  chear, 

Our  thanks  and  fervice  j  may  you  long  furvive 
To  joy  in  many  of  thefe  nights  ! 

Maria.  I  thank  you  ! 

Uberto.  We  mud  have  mufic  too;  or  elfe  you  give  U3 
But  half  a  welcome. 

3  Come,  r-jjhere 's  this  mafque  ?  faireft,  for  our  cheart 
Oxr  thanks  andfervice,  may  you  long  furvi've 
To  joy  in  many  of  tbefe  nights. 

Maria.   I  thank  you. 

Uberto.  We  mufl  have  mujic  too,  or  elfe  you  give  ut 
£ut  half  a  welcome. 

Maria.  Pray  you,  Sir,  excufe  me. 

Silvio.  By  no  means,  lady. 

Uberto.  We^ll  crown  our  liberal  feajt, 
With  fegie  delightful  flrain  fitting  your  Isve 
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Maria.  Pray  you,  Sir,  excufe  me ! 

Silvio.  By  no  means,  lady. 

Uberto.  We'll  crown  your  liberal  feafl 
With  fome  delightful  ftrain,  fitting  your  lov*e  ^ 

And  this  good  company* 

Maria.  Since  you  enforce  it, 
I  will  not  plead  the  excufe  of  want  of  fkill, 
Or  be  or  nice  or  curious :  Every  year 
I  celebrate  my  marriage-night,  and  will 
*Till  I  fee  my  abfent  hufband. 

Uberto.  'Tis  fit  freedom. 

Silvio.  Ricardo,  thou  art  dull. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ric.  I  mail  be  lighter  when 
I've  had  a  heat. 

Maria.  Now,  Sir,  the  news  ? 

Serv.  Miftrefs, 
There  are  two  gentlemen * 

Maria.  Where  ? 

Serv.  Complimenting 
Who  mould  firft  enter. 

Maria.  What  are  they  ? 

And  this  good  company. 

Maria.  Since  you  enforce  it, 

1  will  not  plead  the  excufe  of  want  of  Jkiil.']  Quod  dedit  prin- 
cipium  adveniens?  may  full  as  well  be  applied  to  the  curtailer  of  this 
comedy,  as  the  booby  captain  of  whom  it  was  firft  fpoke.  That  a 
mafque  was  in  the  original  is  plain  from  the  queliion,  Where's  this 
mafque?  but  it  had  been  better  never  to  have  told  us  that,  except  it 
liad  been  exhibited.  Again,  if  they  were  to  h^ve  mu/;c,  fome  delight 
ful  ftrain  ;  who  was  to  play  ?  Maria  it  feems,  for  me  fays,  {he  won't 
plead  the  excufe  of  want  ofjkill,  but  'tis  too  too  plain  file  does  no 
fuch  thing.  Further,  we  have  a  little  lower  a  dance,  but  'tis  a  dance 
\vi:hout  mufic,  and  yet 'tis  quite  clear  the  performers  were  actually 
in  the  houfe.  Sympfon. 

We  do  not  believe  any  thing  written  by  the  Authors  is  omitted  I— 
The  mafque  was,  we  apprehend,  only  an  antic  dance.  It  is  not  clear 
that  Maria  more  than  prepares  to  play,  when  (he  is  interrupted  by 
the  Servant  announcing  Mercury  and  Antonio.  The  d.ince  muft 
have  been  without  mufic,  or  the  dialogue  between  the  Servant,  Mer 
cury,  and  Antonio,  which  paffes  during  the  dance,  couid  not  ba 
aeatd. 

VOL.  IX.  L  Serv. 
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Serv.  Heav'n  knows ! 

But  for  their  ftrangenefs — have  you  never  feen 
A  cat  wafh  her  face  ? 

Uberto.  Yes. 

Serv.  Juft  fuch  a  ftir  they  keep : 
If  you  make  but  hafte,  you  may  ice  'cm  yet 
Before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Mercury. 

Maria.  Let  'em  be  what  they  will, 
."We'll  give  them  fair  entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

Ant.  It  mail  be  fo. 

Merc.  Then  let  it  be  your  pleafure. 

Ant.  Let's  ftand  afide,  and  you  mail  fee  us  have 
Fine  fport  anon. 

Merc.  A  fair  fociety ; 
Do  you  know  thefe  gentlewomen  ? 

Ant.  Yes. 

Merc.  What  are  they  ? 

Ant.  The  fecond  is  a  neighbour's  daughter;  her 
Name's  Viola.     There  is  my  kinfman's  wife ; 
Portia  her  name,  and  a  friend  too. 

Merc.  Let  her. 
.What's  me  that  leads  the  dance  ? 

i  Serv.  A  gentlewoman. 

Merc.  I  fee  that. 

i  Serv.  Indeed  ? 

Merc.  What? 

i  Serv.  A  gentlewoman. 

Merc .  Udsfoot !  Good  Sir,  what's  me  that  leads  the 
dance  ? 

1  Serv.  My  miftrefs. 

Merc.  What  elfe  ? 

2,  Serv.  My  miftrefs,  Sir. 

Merc.  Your  miftrefs?  A  pox  on  you, 
What  a  fry  of  fools  are  here  ?  I  fee  'tis  treafon 
To  underftand  in  this  houfe  :  If  Nature  were  not 
Better  to  them  than  they  can  be  to  themfelves, 
They  would  leant  hit  their  mouths.     My  miftrefs  ? 

Is 
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ts  there  any  one  with  fo  much  wit  in's  head, 

That  can  tell  me  at  the  firft  fight, 

What  gentlewoman  that  is  that  leads  the  dance? 

Ant.  'Tis  my  wife. 

Merc.  Hum  ! 

Ant.  How  do  ft  thou  like  her  ? 

Merc.   Well ; 
A  pretty  gentlewoman  ! 

Ant.  Prithee  be  quiet. 

Merc.  I  would  [  could  ! 
Let  never  any  hereafter  that's  a  man, 
That  has  affections  in  him  and  free  paltlons, 
Receive  the  leaft  tie  from  fuch  a  fool  as  this  is, 
That  holds  fo  fweet  a  wife ! 
'Tis  lamentable  to  confider  truly 
What  right  he  robs  himfelf  of,  and  what  wrong 
He  doth  the  youth  of  fuch  a  gentlewoman, 
That  knows  her  beauty  is  no  longer  hers 
Than  men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  fo,  and  ufe  it, 
Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a  hufbanck 
Oh,  what  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done  ?  Coxcomb ! 
If  I  had  never  feen,  or  never  tailed, 
The  goodnefs  of  this  kix,  I  had  been  a  made  man  ; 
But  now  to  make  him  cuckold  is  a  fin 
'Gainft  all  forgivenefs,  worfe  than  any  murder: 
I  have  a  wolf  by  th'  ears,  and  am  bitten  both  ways ! 

Ant.  How  now,  friend  ?  what  are  you  thinking  of? 

Merc.  Nothing  concerning  you  :  I  muft  be  gone. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  I  will  have  no  going,  Sir. 

Merc.  Then,  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  bed: 
I'm  very  weary  and  ill-temper'd. 

Ant.  You  mall  prefently  ;  the  dance  is  done. 

i  Serv.  Miftrefs,  thefe  are  the  gentlemen. 

Maria.  My  hufband  ?  Welcome  home,  dear  Sir ! 

Merc.  She's  fair  (till ; 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  knave,  or  durft  be  one, 
For  thy  fake,  Coxcomb !  He  that  invented  honefty 
Undid  me. 

Ant.  I  thought  you  had  not  known  me. 

L  a  You're 
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You're  merry ;  'tis  well  thought.     And  how  is't  with 
Thefe  worthy  gentlemen  ? 

Uberto  and  Silvio.  We're  glad  to  fee 
You  here  again. 

Ant.  Oh,  gentlemen,  what  ha' you  loft? 
But  get  you  into  travels  ;  there  you  may  learn— 
I  cannot  fay  what  hidden  virtues. 

Merc.  Hidden  from  you,  I'm  fure. 
My  blood  boils  like  a  furnace  !  She's  a  fair  one. 

Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  gentleman  with  all 
The  courtefy  fitting  my  moil  efpecial  friend. 

Maria.  What  this  poor  houie  may  yield,  to  make 

you  welcome, 
Dear  Sir,  command,  without  more  compliment. 

Merc .  I  thank  you ! — She  is  wife,  and  f peaks  well  too: 
Oh,  what  a  blefling  is  gone  by  me,  never 
To  be  recover'd  !   Well,  'twas  an  old  fhame 
The  devil  laid  up  for  me,  and  now  h'has  hit  me  home. 
If  there  be  any  ways  to  bedimoneft, 
And  fave  myfelf  yet — No,  it  muft  not  be  ! 
Why  fhould  I  be  a  fool  too  ? — Yet  thofe  eyes 
Would  tempt  another  Adam  !  How  they  call  to  me, 
And  tell  me — 'Sfoot,  they  fhall  not  tell  me  any  thing! 
Sir,  will  you  walk  in  ? 

Ant.  How  is't,  fignor? 

Merc.  Crazy  a  little. 

AfonVz.What  ail  you,  Sir?  What's  in  my  power,  pray 
Make  ufe  of,  Sir. 

Merc.  'Tis  that  muft  do  me  good  ! 
She   does   not  mock   me,   fure ! — An't  pleafe   you, 

nothing ; 
My  difeafe  is  only  wearinefs. 

Uberto.  Come,  gentlemen ! 
We  will  not  keep  you  from  your  beds  too  long. 

Ric.  I  ha'  fume  bufinefs,  and  'tis  late,  and  you 
Far  from  your  lodging. 

jSt/tKO.Weii  ?  [Exeunt.  ManentAnt.  Maria,  andMerc^ 

Ant.  Come,  my  dear  Mercury  ! 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  chamber  i  and  then  I  am 

For 
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For  you,  Maria  :  Thou'rt  a  new  wife  to  me  now, 
And  thou  (halt  find  it  ere  I  fleep. 

Merc.  And  I 

An  oid  afs  to  myfelf !  mine  own  rod  whips  me  I— 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  this  -,  'tis  tedious  ! 
You  are  the  belt  guide  in  your  own  houfe  j  go,  Sir. 

\_Exeunt  Ant.  and  Maria, 

This  fool  and  his  fair  wife  have  made  me  frantic  ; 
From  two  fuch  phyfics  for  the  foul  deliver  me!  [Exit, 

Enter  Ricardoy  Uberto^  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Uberto.  Well,  you  mufl  have  this  wench  then  \ 

Ric.  I  hope  fo  ; 
I'm  much  o'th*  bow-hand  elfe. 

Pedro.  'Would  I  were  haag'd, 
?Tis  a  good  loving  little  fool,  that  dares  venture 
Herfelf  upon  a  coalt  me  ne'er  knew  yet ! 
But  thefe  women  !  when  they  are  once  thirteen, 
God  fpeed  the  plough  ! 

Silvio.  Faith,  they  will  venture  further  for  their  lading 
Than  a  merchant, 

And  thro*  as  many  dorms,  but  they'll  be  franghted  ; 
They're  made  like  carracks,  only  ftrength  and  ftowage. 

Ric.  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk  ! 

Silvio.  We  do  fo.     But, 
Tell  me,  Ricardo,  wo't  thou  marry  her? 

Rif.  Marry  her  ?  why,  what  mould  I  do  with  her  ? 

Pedro.  Pox,  I  thought  we  mould  have  had  all  mares 

in  her, 
Like  lawful  prize. 

Ric.  No,  by  my  faith,  Sir;  you  mall  pardon  me; 
J  launch'd  her  at  my  own  charge,  without  partners, 
And  fo  I'll  keep  her. 

Uberto.  What's  the  hour  ? 

Ric.  Twelve. 

Uberto.  What  fiiall  we  do  the  while  ?  'Tis  yet  fcarce 
eleven. 

£f/w«.Therc  is  no  (landing  herej  is  not  this  the  place? 

fie.  Yes. 

L  3 
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Pedro.  And  to  go  back 
Unto  her  father's  houfe  may  breed  fufpicion  : 
Let's  flip  into  a  tavern  for  an  hour  ; 
*Tis  very  cold. 

Uberto.  Content  ;  there's  one  hard  by. 
A  quart  of  burnt  fack  will  recover  us  : 
J  am  as  cold  as  Chriftmas.     This  ftealing  ficfh 
I'th'  frofty  weather  may  be  fweet  i'th'  eating, 
But  fure  the  woodmen  have  no  great  catch  of  it. 
Shall's  go  ? 

Ric.  Thou  art  the  ftrangeft  lover  of 
A  tavern  !   What  (hall  we  do  there  now  ?  Lofe 
The  hour  and  ourfelves  too  ? 

Uberto.  Lofe  a  pudding  ! 
What  dolt  thou  talk  o'th'  hour  ?  will  one  quart  muzzle 

us? 

Have  we  not  ears  to  hear,  and  tongues  to  afk 
The  drawers,  but  we  muft  ftand  here  like  bawds 
To  watch  the  minutes  ? 

Silvio.  Prithee  content  thyfelf  *  ! 
We  mall  fcout  here,  as  tho*  we  went  a-haying, 
And  have  fome  mangy  'prentice,  that  can't  fleep 
For  fcratching,  over-hear  us.   Come,  will  you  go,  Sirs? 
When  your  love-fury  is  a  little  frozen, 
You'll  come  to  us. 

Ric.  Will  you  drink  but  one  quart  then  ? 

Pedro.  No  more,  i'faiih, 

Sifaio,  Content  ! 

Ric,  Why  then,  have  with  yoiv! 
But  kt*s  be  very  watchful. 

Uherto.  As  watchful  as  the  bellman.  Come;  I'll  lead, 
Becauie  I  hate  good  manners  ±  they're  too  tedious.  [Exe. 

Enter  Violay  with  a  key  and  a  little  cajket. 

Viola.  The  night  is  terrible,  and  I  enclos'd 
•With  that  my  virtue  and  myfelf  hate  mod, 
Darknefs  ;  yet  muft  I  fear,  that  which  I  wilh, 


4  Silvio.  Pnthee  content  thfelf]  Probably  this  belongs 
and  We  Jt  all  f  tout  here,  to  Sifoio.  Sjmffoir. 

Some 
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Some  company ;  and  every  flep  I  take 

Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  ears  to-night, 

Than  ever  did  the  fhrill  andfacred  bell 

That  rang  me  to  my  prayers.     The  houfe  will  rife 

When  I  unlock  the  door !  Were  it  by  day, 

I'm  bold  enough,  but  then  a  thotifand  eyes 

Warn  me  from  going.  Might  not  Heav'n  have  mad^ 

A  time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  fieep, 

W7hilft  lovers  met,  and  yet  the  fun  have  Ihone  ? 

Yet  I  was  bold  enough  to  fteal  this  key 

Out  of  my  father's  chamber;  and  dare  yet 

Venture  upon  mine  enemy,  the  night, 

Arm'd  only  with  my  love,  to  meet  my  friend. 

Alas,  how  valiant,  and  how'fraid  at  once 

Love  makes  a  virgin  1  I  will  throw  this  key 

Back  thro'  a  window  :  I  have  wealth  enough 

In  jewels  with  me,  if  I  hold  his  love 

I  fteal  'em  for.     Farewell,  my  place  of  birth! 

I  never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  -, 

And  if  there  be,  as  I  have  heard  men  fay, 

"Thefe  houfhold  gods,  I  do  befeech  them  look 

To  this  my  charge  j  bkfs  it  from  thieves  and  fire, 

And  keep,  'till  happily  my  love  I  win, 

Me  from  thy  doora  and  hold  my  father  in  !      [Exit 

Enter  Ricardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Silvio,  and  Drawer  witb 
a  candle. 

Ric.  No  more,  for  God^s  fake  ! 
How's  the  night,  boy  t1 

Drawer.  Faith,  Sir,  'tis  very  late. 
Uberto.  Faith,  Sir,  you  lie  !  is  this  your  Jack  i'th* 
clock-houfe 5  ? 

5  h  this  your  J.ick  i'th'  clock-houfe  ? 

mil  you  iirike,  Sir?  ]  In  Shakefpeare's  King  Richard  III,  the 
King  fays  to  Buckingham, 

' like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'ft  they?ro& 

'  Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation  ;' 
©n  which  p  iffige  are  the  following  notes : 

An  image,  like  thofeat  St.  Dunltan's  church  in  Fleet  ftreet,  and  at 
the  market-houfes  at  fcveral  towns  in  this  k-ngdom,  was  ufually  called 
of  the  ciock-l:ufe.  See  Cowley's  Difcourfe  on  the  Government 
L4  «f 
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Will  yon  ftrike,  Sir?  Give's  fome  more  fack,youvarlee. 

Ric.  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  good  Uberto,  go ! 
I  am  monftro'  s^hot  with  wine. 

Vberto.  Quench  it  again  with  love  ! 
Gentlemen,  1  will  drink  one  health  more,  and  then, 
If  my  legs  fay  me  not  fhamefully  nay, 
I  will  go  with  you.     Give  me  a  fmgular  quart! 
Draw??*,  Of  what  wine,  Sir  ? 
Uberto.  Of  fack,  you  thatfpeak  confufion  at  the  bar! 
Of  fack,  I  fay;  and  every  one  his  quart. 
What  a  devil,  let's  be  merry  ! 

Drawer.  You  fliall,  Sir.  [Exit* 

Pedro.  We  will,  Sir  j  and  a  dried  tongue. 

ia  And  an  olive,  boy,   and  a  whole  bunch  of 

iidlers ! 

head  fvvims  plaguily  •>  'uds  precious,  I  Jftiall  b$ 
claw'd. 

Enter  Drawer  with  f cur  quarts  of  wine. 

Ri(.  Pray  go !  I  can  drink  no  more ;  think  on  your 

promife ; 
?T?s  midnight,  gentlemen. 

UbcrtQ.  Oh,  that  it  were  dumb  midnight  now! 
Not  a  word  more !  every  man  on's  knees, 
And  betake  himfelf  to  his  faint :  Here's  toyourwencU, 

fignor ! 
All  this,  and  then  away. 

Ric.  I  cannot  drink  it. 

Pedro.  'Tis  a  toy,  a  toy ;  away  wi't ! 

Uberto*  Now  dare  I 
Speak  any  thing  to  any  body  living  ! 
Come,  where's  the  fault  ?  Off  with  it. 

Ric.  1  h?.ve  broke 
My  wind.  Oil  you  this  fack  ?  I  wonder  who  made  it  j 

of  Oliver  Cromwell.  Richard  reienpies  Buckingham  to  one  of  thofe 
sutomatons,  and  bids  l.im  not  fufpend  the  ftroke  on  the  clock-bell,  but 
ftrike,  that  the  hour  may  be  pail,  and  himielf  be  at  liberty  to  purfue 
his  meditations.  Hawiivs. 

So  in  The  Fleire,  a  comedy,    1610. — '  Their  tongues  are,  like  a 
!  jfack  Jibe  clack,  liill  in  labour/  Stee'vens 

H? 
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He  was  a  fure  workman,  for  'tis  plaguy  flrong  work. 
Is  it  gone  round  ? 

'  Uberto.  "Tis  at  the  laft.  Out  of  my  way,  good  boy  1 
Is  the  moon  up  yet  ? 

Drawer.  Yes,  Sir. 
.    Uberto.  Where  is  fhe,  boy  ? 

Drawer.  There,  Sir. 

Uberto.  We  fhall  have  rain  and  thunder,  boy. 

Drawer,  When,  Sir  ? 

Uberto.  I  cannot  tell;  but  fure  we  fhall,  boy. 

Drawer.  The  gentleman  is  wine-wife. 

Uberto.  Drawer ! 

Drawer.  Here,  Sir. 

Uberto.  Can  you  procure  ? 

Drawer.  What,  Sir? 

Uberto.  A  whore,  or  two,  or  three, 
£s  need  fhall  ferve,  boy  ? 

Silvio.  Ay,  a  good  whore  were  worth  money,  boy. 

Drawer.  I  proteft,  Sir,we  are  altogether  unprovided. 

Ric.  The  more's  the  pity,  boy  3  can  you  not  'vife  us 
Where,  my  child  ? 

Drawer.  Neither,  in  troth,  Sir6. 

Pedro.  Why,  where  were  you  brought  up,  boy  i 
No  inkling  of  a  whore?  no  aim,  my  boy? 

.  Uberto.  It  cannot  fink  in  my  head  now  that  thou 

fhou'ldft  marry  j 
Why  fhouldft  thou  marry,  tell  me  ? 

Ric.  I  marry?  I'll  be-hang'd  firft, 
Some  more  wine,  boy ! 

Silvio.  Is  fhe  not  a  whore 
Tranflated  ?  An  fhe  be,  let's  repair  to  her ! 

Ric.  I  cannot  tell ;  fhe  may  be  an  offender : 
But,  fignor  Silvio,  I  fnall  fcratch  your  head  j 
Indeed!  fhall. 

Silvio.  Judge  me,  I  do  but  jeft 
With  thee  :  What  an  fhe  were  inverted,  with 
jrlcr  heels  upward  like  a  traitor's  coat,  what  care  I  ? 

<6  Drawer.   Ktitber  in  troth,  Sir.']  This  little  fpeech  is  only  in  the 
firft  folio. 

Uberto. 
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i/berto.  Ay,  hang  her  !  fliall  we  fall  put  for  her? 

Ric.  I  am  a  little  angry.     But  thefe  wenches  ! 
Did  you  not  talk  of  wenches  ? 

Silvio.  Boy,  lend  me  your  candle  ! 

Drawer.  Why,  Sir? 

Silvio.  To  fct  fire  to  your  rotten  ceiling  : 
You'll  keep  no  whores,  rogue,  no  good  members! 

Draper.  Whores,  Sir  ? 

Silvio.  Ay,  whores,  Sir;  do  you  think  we  come  to  lie 
With  your  hogiheads? 

Rlc.  I  muft  beat  the  watch ; 
I  have  long'd  for  it  any  time  this  three  weeks. 

Silvio.  We'll  beat  the  town  too,  an  tho'u  wilt; 

we're  proof,  boy ! 
Shall  we  kill  any  body  ? 

Ric.  No ;  but  we'll  hurt  'em  dangeroufly. 

Uberto.  Silvio,  now  muft  I  kill  one;  I  cannot  avoid  it. 
Boy,  eafiiy  afore  there  with  your  candle  i~ 
Where's  your  miilrefs  ? 

Drawer.  A- bed,  Sir. 

Silvio.  With  whom  ? 

Draper.  With  my  matter. 

Uberfo-.'You  lie,boy  !  fhe's  better  brought  up  than  t« 
I,ie  with  her  hufband  j  has  he"  not  cafl  his  head  yet? 
.JSrext  year  he'll  be  a  velvet-headed  cuckold. 

Drawer.  You  are  a  merry  gentleman.  There,  Sir; 
take  hold !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Vicla. 

Viola.  This  is  the  place  !  I  have  out-told  the  clock 
For  hafte  j  he  is  not  here,     Ricardo  ?  No  ! 
^Jow  every  power  that  loves  and  is  belov'd, 
Keep  me  from  fhame  to-night !  for  you  all  know 
Bach  thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pure, 
As  fielh  and  blood  can  hold.     I  cannot  back; 
J  threw  the  key  within,  and,  ere  I  raife 
rMy  father  up  to  fee  his  daughter's  fhame, 
I'll  let  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  wind, 
That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  Weir, 
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If  it  will  blow  me  dead  !  But  he  will  come. 
I' faith,  'tis  cold.     If  he  deceive  me  thus, 
A  woman  will  not  eafily  truft  a  man. 
Hark  !  what's  that  ? 

Silvio  [within],  Thou'rt  over  long  at  thy  pot,  Tom, 

Tom  : 

Thou'rt  over  long  at  the  pot,  Tom.  [Singing. 
Viola.  Blefs  me  !  Who's  that  ? 
Pedro  [within}.  Whoo  ! 
Uberto  [within].  There,  boys! 
Viola.  Darknefs,  be  thou  my  cover  !  I  muft  fly  j 
To  thee  I  hafte  for  help. — They  have  a  light : 

Enter  Ricardo,    Pedro,   Uberto,  Silvio,  and  Drawer 
with  a  torch. 

Wind,  if  thou  lov'ft  a  virgin,  blow  it  out ! 
And  I  will  never  fhut  a  window  more, 
To  keep  thee  from  me. 

Ric.  Boy! 

Drawer.  Sir? 

Ric.  Why,  boy! 

Drawer.  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Ric.  Why,  boy,  art  thou  drunk,  boy  ? 

Drawer.  What  would  you,  Sir  ? 

Ric.  Why,  very  goodj  where  are  we? 

Uberto.  Ay,  that's  the  point. 

Drawer.  Why,  Sir,  you  will  be  at  your  lodging 
prefently. 

Ric.  I'll  go  to  no  lodging,  boy. 

Drawer,  Whither  will  you  go  then,  Sir? 

Ric.  I'll  go  no  further. 

Drawer.  For  God's  lake,  Sir,  do  not  flay  here  alj 
night, 

Ric.  No  more  I  will  not : 
Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  roll  me  to  a  whore, 

Uberto.  And  me. 

Pedro.  There  fpoke  an — — 

Silvio  [fwging}.  Then  fet  your  foot  to  my  footj 
and  up  fails  all ! 
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Viola.  That  is  Ricardo  :  What  a  noife  they  make! 
It  is  ill  done  of  'em.     Here,  Sirs  !  Ricardo ! 

Ric.   What's  that,  boy  ? 

Drawer.  'Tis  a  wench,  Sir  :  Pray,  gentlemen,  come 
away ! 

Viola.  Oh,  my  dear  love  !  how  doft  thou  ? 

Ric.  Faith,  fweetheart, 
Ev'h  as  thou  feeft. 

Pedro.  Where's  thy  wench? 

Uberto.  Where's  this  bed-worm  ? 

Viola.  Speak  foftly,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  I 

Drawer.  Miftrefs, 

Get  you  gone,  and  don't  entice  the  gentlemen, 
JSfow-you  fee  they're  drunk  $  or  J'il  call  the  watch, 
And  lay  you  faft  enough. 

.  Viola.  Alas,  what  are  you  ? 

Or,  what  do  you  mean  ?  Sweet  love,  where's  the 
place  ? 

Ric.  Marry,  fweet  love,  e'en  here :  Lie  down  $  I1\ 
feefe  thee. 

'Viola .  Good  God  !  What  mean  you  f 

Pedro.  \  will  have  the  wench. 

Uberto.  If  you  can  get  her. 

Silvio.  No,  I'll  lie  .'with 
The  wench  to-night,  and  fhe  fhall  be  yours  tomorrow, 

Pedro.  Let  go  the  wench  ! 

-Silvio.  Let  yon  go  the  wench  ! 

Viola.  Oh,  gentlemen,  as  you  had  mothers 

Uberto.  They  hadjio  mothers;  they're  the  fons  of 
bitches. 

Ric.  Let  that  be  maintained  ! 

Silvio.  Marry  then— 

Vl'ota.  Oh,  blefs  me,  Heav'n  ! 

Uberto.  How  many  is  there  on'sf 

jRie.  About  five. 

LJberto.  Why  then,  let's  fight  three  to  three. 

Silvio.  Content.  [Draw  and  f (ill  down. 

Drawer.  The   watch  !    the    watch  !  the    watch ! 
Where  are  you  ?  [Exit. 

Ric.  "Where  are  thefe  cowards  ?  [Exit. 

ffdro. 
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Pedro.  There's  the  whore. 

Viola.  I  never  faw  a  drunken  man  before  ; 
But  thefe  I  think  are'fo. 

Silvio.  Oh! 

Pedro.  I  mifs'd  you  narrowly  there. 

Viola.  My  date  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to  think 
A  prayer  fit  for  me  ;  only  I  could  move, 
That  never  maiden  more  might  be  in  love  !     [Exit. 

Enter  Drawer,  Ccnftalle  and  Watch. 

Watch.  Where  are  they,  boy  ? 

Drawer.  Make  no  fuch  hafte,  Sirj  they  arc 
No  runners. 

Uberto.  I  am  hurt,  but  that's  all  one ; 
I  fhall  light  upon  feme  of  ye.     Pedro, 
Thou  art  a  tall  gentleman  -,  let  me  kifs  thee ! 

Watch.  My  friend 

Uberlo.  Your  friend  ?  you  lie  ! 

Ric.  Stand  further  oft! 
The  watch?  you're  full  of  fleas. 

Ccnft.  Gentlemen, 
Either  be  quiet,  or  we  rrm/l  make  you  quiet. 

Ric.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Conffcable,be  notfo  rigorous  ! 

Uberto.  Mr.    Conftable,    lend   me    thy  hand  of 
juftice ! 

Conft.  That  I  will,  Sir. 

Uberto.  Fy,  Mr.  Conftable ! 
What golls you  have?  Is  Juftice 
So  blind  you  cannot  fee  to  wafh  your  hands  ? 
I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir;  your  gloves  are  on.  (    . 

Drawer.  Now  you  are  up,  Sir,  will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Pedro.   I'll  truckle  here,   boy  j  give  me  another 
pillow. 

Drawer.  Will  you  ftand  up,  and  let  me  lay  it  on 
then? 

Pedro.  Yes. 

Drawer.  There  ;  hold  him,  two  of  ye.  Ncv?  they 

are  up, 
Be  going,  Mr.  Conflable. 

Ric. 
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Ric.  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  Tom. 
Uberto.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  Tom. 
Silvio.  This  is  the  right  way,  the  other's  the  wrong. 
Pedro.  Th'  other's  the  wrong. 
Omnes.  Thou'rt  over  long  at  the  pot,  Tom,  Tom. 

Ric.  Lead  valiantly,  fweet  Conflable !  whoop  !  ha, 

boys ! 

Conft.  This  wine  hunts  in  their  heads. 
Ric.  Give  me  the  bill,  for  I  will  be  the  fergeant. 
Conft.  Look  to  him,  Sirs ! 
Ric.  Keep  your  ranks,  you  rafcals,   keep  your 

ranks !  [Exeunt. 


ACT         II. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Merc.  T  CANNOT  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  afs's 

wife ! 

I'll  be  gone  prefently;  there's  no  flaying  here, 
With  this  devil  about  me. — Ho !  This  is  the  houfe 

of  fleep. 
Ho  !  again   there !    'Sfoot,    the  darknefs,  and  this 

love 
Together,  will  make  me  lunatick.     Ho ! 

Enter  a  Servingman  above  unready. 

Serv.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Merc.  Pray  take  the  pains  to  rife  and  light  a  candle* 

Serv.  Prefently. 

Merc.  Was  ever  man  but  I  in  fuch  a  flocks  ?' 
Well,  this  fhall  be  a  warning  to  me,  and 
A  fair  one  too,  how  I  betray  myfelf 
To  fuch  a  dunce,  by  way  of  benefit. 

Enter  Servingman. 

Serv.  Did  you  call  ? 

Jldfoft 


THE      COXCOMB.      175 

Merc.  Yes :  Pray  do  me  the  kindnefs,  Sir,  to  let 

me  out, 
And  not  enquire  why,  for  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 

Serv.  Not  to-night,  I  hope,  Sir, 

Merc,  Good  Sir,  to-night ; 
I  would  not  have  troubled  you  elfe  j 
Pray  let  it  be  fo  ! 

Serv.  Alas,  Sir,  my  matter  will  be  offended. 

Merc.  That  I  have  bufmefs  ?  no,  I  warrant  you. 

Serv.  Good  Sir,  take  your  reft. 

Merc.  Pray,  my  good  friend, 
Let  me  appoint  my  own  reft. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Merc.  Then  fhew  me  the  wayout;  I'll  confideryou. 

Serv.  Good  Lord,  Sir 

Merc.  If  I  had  not 

An  excellent-ternper'd  patience,  now  fliould  I  break  - 
This  fellow's  head,  and  make  him  underftand 
'Twere  necefTary ;  the  only  plague 
Of  this  houfe  is  th'  unhandfome  love  of  fervants, 
That  never  do  their  duty  i'  th'  right  place, 
But  when  they  mufter  before  dinner ", 
And  fweep  the  table  with  a  wooden  dagger, 
And   then  they're  troublefome   too,    to   all  mens* 

fhoulders. — 

The  woodcock's  flufh'd  again  j  now  I  fliall  have 
A  new  ftir. 

Enter  dntonio. 

^»/.Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  what  do  yon  up  fo  late  ? 
Arc  you  well  ?  do  you  want  any  thing  ?  Pray  fpeak. 
Merc.  Only  the  caufe  I  rife  for. 
Ant.  What  knaves  are  thefe  ! 

7   »  •    •  mujier  before  dinner ', 

And  fiveep  the  table  with  a  wooden  dagger.]  The  difficulties 
in  this  pafiage  are  what  in  all  appearance  cannot  be  got  over,  with 
out  a  greater  knowledge  of  the  cuitoms  and  manners  of  our  Authors 
times  than  I  am  mailer  of.  Sjmpfon. 

This  feems  to  be  a   temporary  allufion,  of  which,  it  is  probable, 
no  explanation  can  now  be  obtained. 

What 
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What  do  you  want  ?  Why,  firrah  ! 

tylerc.  Nothing  i'th*  world, 

But  th'  keys  to  let  me  out  of  doors  ;  I  muft  begone: 
Be  not  againft  it,  for  you  cannot  ftay  me. 

Ant.  Be  gone  at  this  time  ?  that  were  a  merry  jeft. 

Merc.  If  there  be  any  mirth  in't,  make  you  ufe  on't, 
But  I  muft  go, 

Ant.  Why,  for  love's  fake  ? 

Merc.  'Twill  benefit 

Your  undefilanding  nothing  to  know  the  caufe. 
Pray  go  to  bed  •,  I'll  trouble  your  man  only. 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  you  have  rais'd  more,  that  has  reafor* 
To  curfe  you,  an  you  knew  all  I  my  wife's  up, 
And  coming  down  too. 

Merc .  Alas,  it  will  be 
A  trouble :  Pray  go  up  to  her,  and  let  me 
Difturb  no  more  -,  it  is  unmannerly. 

Enter  Maria^  as  out  of  bed. 

Ant.  She's  here  already. 
Sweetheart,  how  fay  you  by  this  gentleman  ? 
He  would  away  at  midnight. 

Maria.  That  I  am 
Sure  he  will  not. 

Merc.  Indeed  I  mufl. 

Maria.  Good  Sir, 

Let  not  your  homely  entertainment  prefs  you 
To  leave  your  bed  at  midnight!   If  you  want 
What  my  houfe,  or  our  town,  may  afford  you, 
Make  it  your  own  fault  if  you  call  not  for  it. 
Pray  go  to  bed  again  !   let  me  compel  you  : 
I'm  fu re  you've  no  pow'r  to  deny  a  woman. 
The  air  is  piercing ; 

And,  to  a  body  beaten  with  long  trave)T 
'Twill  prove  an  ill  phyfician. 

Mere.  If  me 

Speak  longer  I  mall  be  a  knave,  as  rank 
As  e'er  fweat  for  it. — Sir,  if  you  will  fend 
Your  wife  up  prefently,  I'll  cither  ftay 

With 
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With  you,  (d'ye  mark  me  ?•)  or  deliver  you 
So  juft  a  cauie  that  you  yourfeif  fhall  thruft 
Me  put  of  doors,  both  fuddenly  and  willingly. 

Ant.  I'd  fain  hear  that,  'faith! — Pray  thee  go  up, 

fweetheart ! 

I've  half  perfuaded  him ;  befides,  he  hath 
Some  private  bufinefs  with  me. 

Maria.  Good  night,  Sir  ! 

**J         * 

And  what  content  you  would  have,  I  wifh  with'you.  [Ex. 

Merc.  Could  any  man  that  had  a  back  afk  more  ? 
Oh,  me  !.  oh,  me  ! 

Ant.  Now  deal  directly  with  me  : 
Why  fhoulci  you  go1? 

Merc.  If  you  be  wife,  do  not  enquire  the  caufe ; 
'Twill  trouble  you. 

Ant.  Why  ?  prithee  why  ? 

Merc.  Tfaith, 

I  would  not  have  you  know  it ;  let  me  go ! 
'Twill  be  far  better  for  you. 

Ant.  Who  is  that. 
Thar  knocks  there  r  is't  not  at  the  ftreet-door  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  Who's  there  ?  cannot  you  fpeak  ? 

Viola  \_withiri\.   A  poor 
Diftreffed  maid  ;  for  God's  fake,  let  me  in  ! 

Merc.  Let  her  in,  and  me  out  together ;  'tis  but 

one  labour : 

'Tis  pity  me  mould  Hand  i'th'  ftreet.     It  feems 
She  knows  you. 

Ant.  There  me  mall  (land  for  me  :  You're  ignorant  j 
This  is  a  common  cuftom  of  the  rogues 
That  lie  about  the  loofe  parts  of  the  city. 

Merc.  As  how  ? 

Ant.  To  knock  at  doors  in  dead  time  of  night, 
And  ufe  fome  feigned  voice  to  raife  companion  -, 
And  when  the  doors  are  open,  in  they  rufh, 
And  cut  the  throats  of  all,  and  take  the  booty  : 
We  cannot  be  too  careful. 

V\ola  \y}itbin\  As  ever  you  had  pity, 
VOL.  IX.  M  Let 
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Let  me  in !  I  am  undone  elfe. 

Ant.  Who  are  you  ? 

Viola.  My  name  is  Viola,  a  gentlewoman 
That  ill  chance  hath  diftrefs'd ;  you  know  my  father. 

Merc.  Alas  of  God !  we'll  let  her  in  ;  'tis  one 
O'th'  gentlewomen  were  here  in  the  evening ; 
I  know  her  by  her  name  :  Poor  foul !  flic's  cold, 
I  warrant  her ;  let  her  have  my  warm  bed, 
And  t  will  take  her  fortune  :  Come,  pray  come  ! 

Ant.  It  is  not  Viola,  that's  certain ; 
She  went  home  to  her  father's,  I  am  fure. 

Viola.  Will  not  you  be  fo  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant.  I'll  be  fo  good  to  have  you  whipt  away, 
If  you  ftay  a  little  longer.     She  is  gone, 
I  warrant  her.     Now  let  me  know  your  caufc, 
For  I  will  hear't,  and  not  repent  the  knowing. 

Merc.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I'll  tell  you  r 
I  love  your  wife  extremely. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Merc.  And  fo  well  that  I  dare  not  ftay. 

Ant.  Why? 

Merc.  For  wronging  you :  I  know  I'm  flefh  and  blood, 
And  you  have  done  me  friendfhips  infinite  and  often, 
That  muft  require  me  honeft,  and  a  true  man  j 
And  I  will  be  fo,  or  I'll  break  my  heart. 

Ant.  Why,  you  may  ftay  for  all  this,  methinks. 

Merc.  No ;  tho'  I  would  be  good,  I  am  no  faint, 
Nor  is  it  fafe  to  try  me :  I  deal  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  I  dare  try  you  i  do  the  beft  you  can. 

Merc.  You  (hall  not : 

When  I  am  right  again,  I'll  come  and  fee  you ; 
'Till  when,  I'll  ufe  all  countries,  and  all  means, 
But  I  will  lofe  this  folly;  'tis  a  devil ! 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  ftay  you  ? 

Merc.  No ;  unlefs 

You'll  have  me  fuch  a  villain  to  you,  as  all  men 
Shall  fpit  at  me. 

Ant.  Does  me  know  you  love  her  ? 

Mert .  No  j  I  hope  not :  That  were  rccompenfe 

Fit 


THE     COXCOMB.      17$ 

£it  for  a  rogue  to  render  her* 

Ant.  If  ever  any 

Had  a  faithful  friend,  I  am  that  man,  and  I 
May  glory  in  it !  This  is  he,  that  ipfe,  he, 
That  pafles  allChriftendom  for  good nefs* 
He  fhall  not  overgo  me  in  his  friendfhip ; 
Twere  recreant  and  bafe,  and  I'll  be  hang'd  firft  ^ 
1  am  refolved  :  Go  thy  ways  ;  a  wife 
Shall  never  part  us :  I've  confiderMj  and 
I  find  her  nothing  to  fuch  a  friend  as  thou  art* 
I'll  fpeak  a  bold  word ;  take  your  time  and  woOe  hefj 
(You've  overcome  me  clearly) 
And  do  what's  fitting  with  her— you  conceive  me. 
I'm  glad  at  heart  you  love  her,  by  this  light ! 
Ne'er  flare  upon  me,  for  I  will  not  fly  from't ! 
If  you  had  (poken  fooner,  fure  you  had  been  ferv'd  t 
Sir,  you're  not  ev'ry  man.     Now  to  your  talk  I 
I  give  you  free  leave ;  and  the  fin  is  mine> 
If  there  be  any  in  it. 

Merc.  He'll  be  hahg'd 
iBefore  he  makes  this  good :  He  cannbt  be 
So  innocent  a  Coxcomb  j  he  can  tell  ten  fufe  !•*** 
If  I  had  never  known  you,  as  I  have  done, 
I  might  be  onej  as  others,  perhaps  fooner  j 
fcut  now  it  is  impoflible,  there*  s  too 
Much  good  between  us* 

Ant.  Well,  thou'rt  e'en  the  beft  man^* 
I  can  fay  no  more,  I  am  fo  overjoy*d  ! 
Tfou  muft  flay  this  night,  and  in  the  morning  go 
As  early  as  you  pleafej  I  have  a  toy  for  you. 

Merc.  I  thought  this  pill  would  make  you  fick* 

Ant.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I  muft  have  notice* 
And  it  muft  be  hard  by  too :  Do  you  mark  me  ? 

Merc.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ant.  There  is  a  thing  in  hand. 

Merc .  Why,  what  thing  ? 

Ant.  A  found  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  hot 
Peevifh.    We  two  will  be  (you'ld  little  think  it) 
As  famous  for  our  friendfhip — «— * 

M  a  Mert. 
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Merc.  How  ? 

Ant.  If  Heaven  pleafe, 
As  ever  Damon  was,  and  Pytheas; 
Or  Pylades,  and  Oreiles  ;  or  any  two 
That  ever  were :  .Do  you  conceive  me  yet  ? 

Merc.  No,  by  my  troth,  Sir! — He'll  not  help  me 
up  fure  ? 

Ant.  You  mail  anon ;  and,  for  our  names,  I  think 
They  (hall  live  after  us,  and  be  remember'd 
"While  there's  a  ftory,  or  I'll  lofe  my  aim. 

Merc.  What  a  vengeance  ails  he  ?  How  do  you  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  faith, 
We  two  will  be  fuch  friends  as  the  world  mail  ring  of. 

Merc.   And  why  is  all  this  ? 

Ant.  You  mail  enjoy  my  wife. 

Merc.  Away,  away  ! 

Ant.  The  wonder  muft  begin. 
So  I  have  caft  it,  ('twill  be  fcurvy  elfe) 
You  mall  not  ftir  a  foot  in't :  Pray  be  quiet 
'Till  I  have  made  it  perfect'. 

Merc.  W  hat  mail  a  man  do  with  this  wretched  fellow? 
There  is  no  mercy  to  be  us'd  towards  him  ; 
He  is  not  capable  of  any  pity  •, 
He  will,  in  fpite  of  courfe,  be  a  cuckold8-, 
And  who  can  help  it  ? — Muft  it  begin  fo,  needs,  Sir.? 
Think  again. 

Ant.  Yes,  marry  muft  it  •, 
And  I  myfelf  will  wooe  this  woman  for  you  : 
Do  you  perceive  it  now  ?  ha  ? 

Merc .  Yes  ;  now  I  have  a  little  fight  i'th'  matter.— 
Oh,  that  thy  head  mould  be  fo  monftrous, 
That  all  thy  fervants'  hats  may  hang  upon't !  — 
But,  do  you  mean  to  do  this  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  certain-,  I  will  wooe  her,  and  for  you. 
Strive  not  againft  it  -,  'iis  the  overthrow 
Of  the  beft  plot  that  ever  was  then. 

Merc.  Nay, 
I  will  affure  you,  Sir,  I'll  do  no  harm  ; — 

1  In  fright-  of  courfe.]  Sewarci  would  lubflitutc  courtefy  for  ecurfr. 

'     You 
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You  have  too  much  about  you  of  your  own. 

Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a  place  yet  ? 

Merc.  A  place  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  a  place  where  you  will  bide : 
Prithee  no  more  of  this  modefty  ;  'tis  foolifh  ! 
An  we  were  not  determined  to  be 
Abfolute  friends  indeed,  'twere  tolerable. 

Merc.  I  have  thought,  and  you  mall  hear  from  me. 

Ant.  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlafting  glory  ! 
I  have  the  better  of  him,  that's  my  comfort ! 
Good  night !  [Exit. 

Merc.  Good  night ! — 

Well,  go  thy  ways  !  thou  art  the  tidied  wittol 
This  day  I  think  above  ground ; 
And  yet  thy  end  for  all  this  mull  be  motly.       [Exit. 

Enter  Tinker  and  Dorothy. 

Tinker.  'Tis  bitter  cold.  A  plague  upon  thefe  rogues, 
How  wary  they  are  grown  !  not  a  door  open  now, 
But  double-barred  ;  not  a  window, 
But  up  with  a  cafe  of  wood,  like  a  fpice-box ; 
And  their  locks  unpickable  !  the  very  fmiths 
That  were  half  venturers,  drink  penitent  fingle  ale  : 
This  is  the  iron  age  the  ballad  fings  of. 
Well,  I  mail  meet  with  fome  of  your  loofe  linen  yet; 
Good  fellows  muft  not  ftarve  j  here's  he  (hall  mew 
You  God-a-mighty's  dog-bolts,  if  this  hold. 

Dor.  Faith,  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that's  thy  fault; 
Thou  art  as  fweet  a  thief,  that  fin  excepted, 
As  ever  fuffer'd  ;  that  is  a  proud  word, 
And  I'll  maintain  it. 

Tinker.  Come,  prithee  let's  mog  off9, 

9  Sbog  off.]  This  cant  word  is  ufed  by  Nym,  in  Shakefpeare's 
Henry  V.  aft  ii.  fcene  i. 

'  Will  you  Jbog  off?  I  would  have  you  folus.' 
Again,  in  Marfton's  What  You  Will,  acVv.  fcene  i. 

'. why  then,  capricious  mirth.  c- 

'  Skip  light  morifcoes  in  our  frolick  blood, 

*  Flagged  veins,  fweet,  plump  with  frefh-infufed  joys, 

*  Daughter,  pucker  our  cheeks,  make  flioulders  Jbog 

M  3  '  With 
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And  bowze  an  hour  or  two10-,  there's  ale  will  make 
A  cat  fpeak  at  the  Harrow  :  We  (hall  get  nothing  now, 
Without  we  batter ;  it  is  grown  too  near 
IVIorning  •,  the  rogues  fleep  fober,  and  are  watchful. 

Dor.   We  want  a  boy  extremely  for  this  function, 
Kept  under  for  a  year,  with  milk  and  knot-grafs, 
Jn  my  time  I  have  feen  a  boy  do  wonders  : 
Robin  the  red  tinker  had  a  boy, 
(God  reft  his  foul,  he  fuffer'd  this  time  four  years 
JFor  two  fpoons,  and  a  pewter  candleftick) 
That  fweet  man  had  a  boy,  as  I  am  curften'd  whore, 
Would  have  run  thro*  a  cat-hole  •,  he  would 
Jiave  boulted  fuch  a  piece  of  linen  in  an  evening — r 

finker.  Well,  we  will  have  a  boy,    Prithee  let's  go! 
J  am  vengeance  cold,  I  tell  thec. 

Der.  I'll  be  hang'd 

Before  I  ftir  without  fome  pqrchafe !  By  thefe 
Ten  bones,  I'll  turn  {he-ape,  and  untile  a  houfe,, 
Put  I  will  have  it !  It  may  be  I  have 
A  hu.mour  t-o  be  hang'd,  I  cannot  tell, 

Enter  Viola. 

Tinker,  Peace,  you  flea'd  whore  !  thou  haft  a  m$tftk 

like  a  blood-hound : 
Here  comes  a  night-made. 

Dor.  A  gentlewoman-whore  *, 
By  this  darknefs,  I'll  cafe  her  to  the  {kin, 

Tinker,  Peace,  I  fay  ! 

Viola.  What  fear  have  I  endur'd  this  difmal  night! 
And  what  difgrace,  if  I  were  feen  and  known  ! 
Jn  which  this  darknefs  only  is  my  friend, 
That  only  has  undone  me.     A  thoufand  carfes 
Lighp  on  my  eafy,  foolifh,  chiklifh  love, 

*  With  chucking  lightnels,  &c.' 
£gain,  in  Jack  Drum's  Entertainment, 

'  Lift  tp  the  mufic  that  corrupts  the  gods, 

*  Subverts  even  deftiny,  and  thus  it  Jhogs.  X. 
T0^Browze  an  hour  or  two.}  The  text  is  from  Mr.  ThcobaW's 

margin.     I  conjectured  we  fhould  read  rqufe,  i,  e.  caroufn,  but  it  is 
»  mauer  pf  no  eieac  moment,  S\mpfon. 
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That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a  confidence 
Upon  a  man,  fo  many  being  falfe  ! 
My  wearinefs,  and  weeping,  makes  me  ileepy  5 
I  muft  lie  down. 

'Tinker.  What's  this  ?  a  prayer,  or 
A  homily,  or  a  ballad  of  good  counfel  ? 
She  has  a  gown,  I'm  fure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  brains  ! 
And  then  (he'll  never  bite. 

'Tinker.   Yes,  I  will  knock  her, 
But  not  yet. — You  !  woman ! 

Viola.  For  God's  fake,  what  are  you  ? 

'Tinker.  One  of  thegrooms  of  your  wardrobe.  Come, 
Uncafe,  uncafe  !  By'r  lady,  a  good  kerfey  ! 

Viola.  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  Sir. 

Dor.  Let's  have  no  pity  "  ; 
For  if  you  do,  here's  that  (hall  cut  your  whittle. 

Viola.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  ?  I  am  as  mifcrable 
As  you  can  make  me  any  way. 

Dor.  That  (hall  be  tried. 

Viola.  Here,  take  my  gown,if  that  will  do  you  pleafure. 

linker.  Yes,  marry  will't.  Look  in  the  pockets, Dollj 
There  may  be  birds. 

Dor.  They're  flown,  a  pox  go  with  them  ! 
I'll  have  this  hat,  and  this  ruff  too;  I  like  it: 
Now  will  I  flourifli  like  a  lady  brave, 
I'faith,   boy. 

Viola.  You  are  fo  gentle  people,  to  my  ieeming, 
That  by  my  truth  I  could  live  with  you  ! 

'Tinker.  Could  you  fo  ? 

A  pretty  young  round  wench,  well-blooded  j  I 
Am  for  her fl. 

Dor.  But  by  this,  I  am  not ;   cool 
Your  codpiece,  rogue !  or  1  will  clap  a  fpell  on't, 

11  Let's  have  no  pity  ]  ;'.  e.  No  crying  out  for  pity,      Sympjbn. 

11  Am  fur  her,  thieves.]  Thieves  has  ftolen  into  the  text  here 
very  unaccountably.  Jf  the  fpeech  is,  or  is  not  curtail'd,  as  I  can't 
promife,  yet  there  is  no  reafon  for  (birvet  landing  here,  as  there  is 
nothing  to  which  it  can  probably  refer.  There  are  but  two  ways  I 
know  of  that  we  can  rid  the  text  of  it ;  the  firft  is  by  expunging  It 

M  4  as 
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Shall  take  your  edge  off  with  a  very  vengeance. 
linker.  Peace,  horfe-flefh,  peace  !  I'll  call  off  my 

Amazon ;  \ 

Sh'  has  w.ilk'd  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious, 
She'll  fight  and  fcold, and  drink  like  one  o'th' worthies. 

Dor.  Uus  precious, 

You  young  contagious  whore,  muft  you  be  ticeing  ? 
And,  is  your  flefh  fo  rank,  Sir,  that  two  may  live 

upon't  ? 

I'm  glad  to  hear  your  curtal's  '5  grown  fo  lufty  j 
He  was  dry-founder'cl  t'other  day  -,  wehee, 
My  pamper'd  jade  of  Afia  '4  ! 

Viola.  Good  woman,  do  not  hurt  me  !  I  am  forry 
That  I  have  given  any  caufe  of  anger. 

Dor.  Either  bind  her  quickly,  and  come  away,  or  by 
This  fteel  I'll  tell,  altho'  I  trufs  for  company  ! 
Now  .could  I  eat  her  broil'd,  or  any  way, 
"Without  vinegar  :  I  muft  have  her  nofe  ! 

Viola.  By  any  thing  you  love  beft,  good  Sir  !  good 

woman ! 

'Tinker.  Why  her  nofe,  Dorothy  ? 
Dor.  If  I  have  it  not, 
And  prefently,  and  warm,  I  lofe  that  I  go  withal. 

Tinker.' Would  the  devil  had  that  thou  goeft  withal, 
And  thee  together  !  for  fure  he  got  thy  whelps, 
If  thou  haft  any;  he's  thy  dear  dad15.    Whore, 

as  I  have  done,  and  the  fecond  by  (uppofing  that  it  is  a  corruption  of 
tbity  and  fituate  in  a  wrong  place,  and  that  the  paffage  once  run  thus, 
A  pretty  young  round  vjench  well  blooded,  this, 

I'K  far  her- Sympfon. 

13  Corfa/1.]  In  Ben  Jonfon's  Mafque  called  Chloridia,  a  Poflilion 
fays,  '  Look  co  my  curtal,'  (according  to  which  we  have  reformed 
the  orthography) ;  and  Mr.  Whalley  fays, 

'  A  cur tal  is  -A.Jmall  horj'e  ;  properly  one  who  hath  his  tail  docltd 
*  or  'curt  ail  id? 

'«•  My  pamper  d jade  of  Afia.~\  This  i«  plainly  meant  as  a  burlefque 
on  this  line  in  Mallow's  Tamerlane  : 

4   Holla,  you  pamper' d jades  of  Afia  ;' 

which   is  alfo  ridiculed    in   the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  aft  ii. 
icenc  iv.  R. 

's  She's  thy  dear  dad, ]   Common  fenfe,  as  Mr.  Seward  faw 

too,  calls  out  for  a  change  of  She's  into  fit's.  Sympfon. 

'  Put 
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Put  up  your  cut-purfe  !  an  I  take  my  fwitch  up, 
'Twill  be  a  black  time  with  you  elfe  3  fheath  your 
bung,  whore ! 

Dor.  Will  you  bind  her  ? 
We  Ihall  ftand  here  prating,  and  be  hang'd  both. 

Tinker.  Come,  I  muft  bind  you  :  Not  a  word  $  no 
crying ! 

Viola.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I  will  not  cry. 

linker.  Hurt  her  not :  If  thou  dolt,  by  ale  and  beer, 
I'll  clout  thy  old  bald  brain-pan  with  a  piece 
Of  brafs,  you  bitch  incarnate.  \_Exe.  Tinker  and  Dor. 

Viola.  Oh,  Heav'n,  to  what  am  I  referv'd!  that 

knew  not, 

Thro'  all  my  childilh  hours  and  actions, 
More  fin  than  poor  imagination, 
And  too-much  loving  of  a  faithlefs  man, 
For  which  I'm  paid;  and  fo,  that  not  the  day 
That  now  is  rifmg  to  protect  the  harmlefs, 
And  give  the  innocent  a  fancluary 
From  thieves  and  fpoilers,  can  deliver  me 
From  fhame,  at  leait  fufpicion ! 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  Sirrah,  lead  down 
The  horfes  eafily  !  I'll  walk  a-foot 
'Till  I  be  down  the  hill.     'Tis  very  early  -, 
I  fhall  reach  home  betimes .  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Viola.  Night,  that  was  ever  friend  to  lovers,  yet 
Has  rais'd  fome  weary  foul,  that  hates  his  bed, 
To  come  and  fee  me  blufh,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 

Val.  H'  had  a  rude  heart  that  did  this. 

Viola.  Gentle  Sir, 

If  you  have  that  which  honeft  men  call  pity, 
And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  fhew, 
Help  a  poor  maid,  that  this  night  by  bad  fortune 
Has  been  thus  us'd  by  robbers. 

Val.  A  pox  upon  his  heart  that  would  not  help  thee ! 
This  thief  was  half  a  lawyer,  by  his  bands. 
How  long  have  you  been  tied  here  ? 

Viola* 


i86      THE      COXCOMB. 

Viola.  Alas, 
This  hour,  and  with  cold  and  fear  am  almofl  perifVd. 

Val.  Where  were  the  watch  the  while  ?  Good  fober 

gentlemen  ! 

They  were,  like  careful  members  of  the  city, 
Drawing  in  diligent  ale,  and  finging  catches, 
While  Mr  Conftable  contriv'd  the  toafts. 
Thefe  fellows  fhould  be  more  feverely  puniih'd 
Than  wandring  gipfies,  that  ev'ry  ftatute  whips; 
For  if  they'd  every  one  two  eyes  apiece  more, 
inree  pots  would  put  them  out. 

Viola.  1  cannot  tell ; 
I  found  no  Chriftian  to  give  me  fuccour. 

VaL  When  they  take  a  thief, 
I'll  take  Oflend  again  l6 :  The  whorefons 
Drink  opium  in  their  ale,  and  then  they  fleep 
Like  tops ;  as  for  their  bills,  they  only  ferve 
To  reach  down  bacon  to  make  rafhers  on. 
Now  let  me  know  to  whom  I've  done  this  courtefy, 
That  I  may  thank  my  early  rifing  for  it. 

Viola.  Sir,  all  I  am,  you  fee. 

VaL  You  have  a  name,  I'm  fure,  and  a  kindred, 
A  father,  friend,  or  fomethingthat  muft  own  you. — 
She's  a  handfome  young  werich :  What  rogues  were 
thefe  to  rob  her ! 

Viola.  Sir,  you  fee  all  I  dare  reveal  j  and,  as 
You  are  a  gentleman,  prefs  me  no  further ! 
For  there  begins  a  grief,  whofe  bitternefs 
Will  break  a  ftronger  heart  than  I  have  in  mej 
And  'twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing  \ 
For  your  own  goodnefs  fake,  defire  it  not ! 

Val.  If  you  would  not  have  me  enquiry  that, 
How  do  you  live  then*? 

Vicla.  How  I  have  liv'd,  h 
Still  one  cjueftion,  which  muft  not  be  refolv'd : 
How  I  defire  to  live,  is  in  your  liking  j 
So  worthy  an  opinion  I  have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking  ?  How,  I  pray  thee  ?  tell  me ! 

16  Oftend]  bee  noce  13  on  me" Woman's  Prkf. 

Faith,  . 
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Pfaith,  I'll  do  you  any  good  lies  in  my  power.— 
She  has  an  eye  would  raife  a  bed-rid  man : 
Come,  leave  your  fear,  and  tell  me  $  that's  a  good 
wench ! 

Viola.  Sir,  I  would  ferve 

VaL  Who  wouldft  thou  ferve  ?  Don't  weep, 
And  tell  me. 

Viola.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  woman  j 
And  fuch  a  wife,  if  you  be  married, 
I  do  imagine  yours. 

VaL  Alas  \  thou'rt  young  and  tender; 
Let  me  fee  thy  hand  !  This  was  ne'er  made  to  wafh, 
Or  wind  up  water,  beat  cloaths,  or  rub  a  floor. 
By  this  light,  for  one  ufe,  that  fhall  be  namelefs, 
'Tis  the  beft  wanton  hand  that  e'er  I  look'd  on  ! 

Viola.  Dare  you  accept  me,  Sir  ?  my  heart  is  honeft: 
Among  your  virtuous  charitable  deeds, 
This  will  not  be  the  leaft. 

VaL  Thou  canft  in  a  chamber  ? 

Viola.  In  a  chamber,  Sir  ? 

VaL  I  mean,  wait  there  upon  a  gentlewoman.-— 
How  quick  fhe  is  !  I  like  that  mainly  too  j 
I'll  have  her,  tho'  I  keep  her  with  main  flrength, 
Like  a  befieg'd  town ;  for  I  know  I  lhall 
Have  th'  enemy  afore  me  within  a  week. 

Viola.  Sir,  I  can  fow  too,  and  make  pretty  laces, 
Drefs  a  head  handfbme,  teach  young  gentlewomen ; 
For  in-  all  thefe  I  have  a  little  knowledge. 

VaL  'Tis  well ; — no  doubt  I  fhall  encreafe  that 

knowledge. 

I  like  her  better  flill ;  how  fhe  provokes  me ! — 
Pretty  young  maid,  you  fhall  ferve  a  good  gentle» 

woman, 

Tho'  I  fay  it,  that  will  not  be  unwilling 
You  fhould  pleafe  me,  nor  I  forgetful  if  you  do. 

Violfi.  I  am  the  happier. 

VaL  My  man  fhall  make  fome  fhift  to  carry  you 
Behind  him  :  Can  you  ride  well  ? 

Yiola.  But  I'll  hold  fatt, 

For 
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For  catching  of  a  fall. 

Val.  That's  the  next  way 

To  pull  another  on  you. — I'll  work  her  as  I  go  : 
I  know  fhe's  wax  !  Now,  now,  at  this  time  could  I 
Beget  a  worthy  on  this  wench. 

Viola.  Sir,  for 
This  gentlenefs,  may  Heav'n  requite  you  tenfold ! 

VaL  'Tis  a  good  wench  !  however  others  ufe  thee, 
Be  fure  I'll  be  a  loving  mafter  to  thee.  Come  !  \_Exe. 

Enter  Ant-onio  like  an  Iri/h  footman^  with  a  letter. 

Ant.  I  hope  I'm  wild  enough  for  being  known  ! 
I've  writ  a  letter  here,  and  in  it  have 
Abus'd  myfelf  moft  bitterly,  yet,  all 
My  fear  is,   not  enough, 
For  that  muft  do  it,  that  muft  lay  it  on : 
I'll  win  her  out  o'th'  flint;  'twill  be  more  famous. 
Now  for  my  language  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Now,  Sir ;  who'd  you  fpeak  with  ? 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  maftres,  man  ?  I'd  fpake  with  her :. 
I  have  a  letter. 

Serv.  Cannot  I  deliver  it  ? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot  and  fait,  canft  thou  not,  man. 

Serv.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  call  her  to  you ;  pray  fhake 

your  ears 
Without  a  little.  [£#//, 

Ant.  Cran  a  cree,  do  it  quickly  ! 
This  rebel  tongue l6  flicks  in  my  teeth 
Worfe  than  a  tough  hen :  Sure  it  was 
Ne'er  known  at  Babel  j  for  they  fold  no  apples, 
And'thiswas  made  for  certain  at  the  firft 
Planting  of  orchards,  it  is  fo  crabbed. 

Enter  Maria  and  Servant. 
Maria.  What's  he  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Serv.  A  Kilkenny  ring ; 

I<5  7 bis  rebel  tongue.']  See  note  26  on  this  Play. 

There 
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There  he  ftands,  madam. 

Maria.  What  would  you  have  with  me,  friend  ? 

Ant.  He  has  a  letter  for  other  women;  wilt  thou 
read  it? 

Maria.  From  whence  ? 

Ant.  De.  crofie  Creeft,  from  my  matter  !          ,n  \ 

Maria.  Who  is  your  mafter  ? 

Ant.  I  pray  do  you  look. 

Maria.  \ Do  you  know  this  fellow? 

Serv.  No, 

Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irifh  footman. 
Stand  further,  friend;  I  do  not  like  your  rope-runners. 
What  ftallion  rogues  are  thefe,  to  Wear  fuch  trowfers l? ! 
The  very  Cotton  may  commit  adultery. 

Maria.  I  can't  find  whole  hand  this  fhould  be ;  I'll 
read:  •...  ,-,oH 

\  To  the  beauteous  wife  of  don  Antonio.' 
Sure  this  is  fome  blind  fcribe !   Well !  now  'what 
follows  ? 

Ant.  Pray  God  it  take  !  I  have  given  her  that 
Will  ftir  her  confcience;  how  it  works  with  her  ! 
Hope,  if  it  be  thy  will,  let  the  fleih  have  it ! 

Maria.   This   is  the  moft  abhorr'd,    intolerable 

knavery, 

That  e'er  flave  entertain'd !  Sure  there  is  more 
Than  thine  own  head  in 
This  villainy;  it  goes  like  practis'd  mifchief. 
Difabled  in  his  body  ?  Oh,  good  God  ! 
As  I  live,  he  lies  fearfully,  and  bafely. 
Ha !  I  fhould  know  that  jewel ;  'tis  my  hufband ! — • 
Come  hither,  firrah;  are  you  an  Irifh  man  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  woman,  a  cree,  I  am  an  Irilhrnan. 

Mar.  Now  I  know't  perfectly:  Is  this  your  trick,  Sir? 
I'll  trick  you  for  it ! — How  long  have  you  fcrv'd 
This  gentleman  ? 

Ant.  Pleafe  thee,  a  little  day, 
O  my  Mac  Dermond  put  me  to  my  maftree. — 
'Tis  done,  I  know. 

J:  To  ivsarfucb  dowfets.]  The  variation  by  Sympfon. 
•    -  Maria. 
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Maria.  By  my  faith,  he  fpeaks  as  well 
As  if  he  had  been  loufy  for  the  language 
A  year  or  two.     Well,  Sir,  you  had  better 
Have  kept  in  your  own  fhape,  as  I  will  ufe  you1* 
What  have  I  done  that  fhould  deferve  this  trial  ? 
I  never  made  him  cuckold,  to  my  knowledge. 
Sirrah,  come  hither ! 

Ant.  Now  will  fhe  fend  fome  jewel, 
Or  fome  letter ;  I  know  her  mind  as  well ! 
I  fhall  be  famous. 

Maria.  Take  this  Irifh  bawd  here— — 
Ant.  How! 

Maria.  And  kick  him  'till  his  breeches 
And  breech  be  of  one  colour,  a  bright-blue  both  \ 
Ant.  I  may  be  well  fwing'd  thus,  for  I  dare  not 
Reveal  myfelf :  I  hope  fhe  does  not  mean  it. 

[Servant  kicks  hint. 

Oh,  hone  !  oh,  hone  !  oh,  St.  Patrick !  oh,  a  cree ! 
Oh,  fweet  woman ! 

Maria.  Now  turn  him, 
And  kick  him  o'  t'other  fide !  that's  well. 

Ant.  Oh,  good  waiting-man  1  I  befeech  thee, 
Good  waiting-man  ! — A  pox  fire  your  legs  ! 

Maria.  You  rogue, 
You  enemy  to  all,  but  little  breeches, 
How  dar'ft  thou  come  to  me  with  fuch  a  letter  ? 

Ant.  Prithee 

Pity  th'  poor  Irifhman ! — All  this  makes  for  me : 
If  I  win  her  yet,  I'm  ftill  more  glorious. 

Maria.    Now  could  I  weep  at  what  I've  done; 

but  I'll 

Harden  my  heart  again. — Go,  fhut  him  up 
Until  my  hufband  comes  home.     Yet  thus  much 
Ere  you  go,  firrahThatch'd-Head !  wouldft  not  thou 
Be  whipt,  and  think  it  juilice  ? — 
Well  Aquavits  barrel,  I'll  bounce  you. 

Ant.  I  pray,  do,  I  befeech  you,  be  not  angry ! 
Maria.  Oh,  you  hobby-headed  rafcal,  I'll  have  you 
fiead, 

And 
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And  trotters  l8  made  of  thy  (kin  to  tumble  in. 
Go,  away  with  him  !  let  him  fee  no  fun, 
'Till  my  hufband  come  home. — Sir,  I 
Shall  meet  with  you  for  your  knavery, 
I  fear  it  not. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go  ? — 
I  do  not  like  this. 

Maria.  Away  with  him  ! 

Serv.  Come,  I'll  lead  you  in  byyour  jack-a-Jent-haTr. 
Go  quietly,  or  I'll  make  your  crupper  crack  ! 

Maria.  And,  do  you  hear  me,  firrah  ?  when  you've 

done, 
Make  my  coach  ready. 

Serv.  Yes,  forfooth.  [Exif  -with  Antonio. 

Maria.  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough.  — 
I'll  to  this  gentleman,  and  know  the  reafon 
Of  all  this  bufmefs,  for  I  do  fufpecl:  it ; 
If  he  have  laid  this  plot,  I'll  ring  h  m  ruch  a  peal 
Shall  make  his  ears  deaf  for  a  month  at  leait.  [£«"/. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric.  Am  I  not  mad  ?  Can  this  weak-temper'd  head. 
That  will  be  mad  with  drink,  endure  the  wrong 
That  I  have  done  a  virgin,  and  my  love  ? 
Be  mad,  for  fo  thou  ought'ft,  or  I  will  beat 
The  walls  and  trees  down  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  memory  out,  or  madnefs  in ! 
But  fure  I  never  lov'd  fair  Viola, 
I  never  lov'd  my  father,  nor  my  mother, 
Or  any  thing  but  drink !  Had  I  had  love, 
Nay,  had  I  known  fo  much  charity  '9 

18  Troffert.]  i 'f -offers  appear  to  have  been  loofe  breeches:  The 
word  is  itill  preserved,  but  now  written  trowfers.  Sieevem. 

*9  Had  I  known  fo  much  c'carily.']  The  orniflion  of  a  particle 
here  hurts  the  fenfe,  as  well  as  the  meafure  :  To  know  fa  much  cha 
rity,  is  to  poffefs  fo  much  charity  ;  but  to  know  fo  much  OF  charity, 
is  to  hear  or  read  fo  much  of  it,  as  that  it  is  a  duty  to  fave  an  infant 
from  the  fire  ;  which  is  a  ilronger  exdufion  of  jiimfelf  to  all  pretence 
of  charity.  Svuiard. 

We  think  the  old  reading  right. 

A 

As 
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As,  would  have  fav'd  an  infant  from  the  fire, 

I  had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  ftreet, 

With  half  a  face,  gafhing  myfelf  with  knives, 

Two  hours  ere  this  time. 

i 

Enter  Pedro,  Silvio,  and  Uberto. 
Pedro.  Good  morrow.  Sir  ! 

* 

Ric.  Good  morrow,  gentlemen  ! 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  I  have  my  wits.     * 

Pedro.  So  have  I,  but  they're  unsettled  ones: 
'Would  I'd  fome  porridge  ! 

Ric.The  tavern-boy  was  here  this  morning  with  me, 
And  told  me,  that  there  was  a  gentlewoman, 
Which  he  took  for  a  whore,  that  hung  on  me, 
For  whom  we  quarrel'd,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Pedro.  I'faith,  nor  I. 

Uberto.  I  have  a  glimmering 
Of  fome  fuch  thing. 

Ric.  Was  it  you,  Silvio, 
That  made  me  drink  fo  much  ?  'twas  you  or  Pedro. 

Pedro.  I  know  not  who. 

Silvio.  We  were  all  apt  enough. 

Ric.-  But  I  will  lay  the  fault  on  none  but  me, 
That  I  would  be  fo  entreated  ! — Come,  Silvio, 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  Come,  gentlemen, 
Why  do  you  flay  ?  Let's  never  leave  off  now, 
Whilft  we  have  wine,   and  throats !   I'll  praftife  it, 
'Till  I  have  made  it  my  beft  quality ; 
For  what  is  beft  for  me  to  do  but  that  ? 
For  Heav'n  fake,  come  and  drink !  When  I  am  nam'd, 
Men  fhall  make  anfwer,  e  Which  Ricardo  mean  you  ? 
f  The  excellent  drinker  ?'  I  will  have  it  fo. 
Will  you  go  drink  ? 

Sihio.  We  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Ric.  Why,  there  is  then  the  lefs  behind  to  drink: 
Let's  end  it  all  !  difpatch  that,  we'll  fend  abroad, 
And  purchafe  all  the  wine  the  world  can  yield, 
And  drink  it  off;   then  take  the  fruits  o'th'  earth, 
Diftil  the  juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off; 

We'll 
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We'll  catch  the  rain  before  it  fall  to  ground, 
And  drink  off  that,  that  never  more  may  grow  10  ; 
We'll  fet  our  mouths  to  fprings,  and  drink  them  ofFj 
And  all  this  while  we'll  never  think  of  thofe 
That  love  us  beft,  more  than  we  did  lafl  night. 
We  will  not  give  unto  the  poor  a  drop 
Of  all  this  drink  ;  but,  when  we  fee  them  weep, 
We'll  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  tears  off  too  : 
We'll  never  leave  whilft  there  is  heat  or  moiftur* 
In  this  large  globe  j  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry, 
'Till  we  have  made  it  elemental  earth, 
Merely  by  drinking. 

Pedro.  Is  it  flattery 
To  tell  you,  you  are  mad  ? 

Ric.  If  it  be  falfe, 

There's  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a  man  3 
He  that  will  have  me  lay  my  goods  and  lands, 
My  life  down  for  him,  need  no  more  but  fay3 
(  RicardOj  thou  art  mad  !'  and  then  all  thefe 
Are  at  his  fervice  ;  then  he  pleafes  me, 
And  makes  me  think  that  I  had  virtue  in  me, 
That  I  had  love  and  tendernefs  of  heart  ; 
That,  tho'  I  have  committed  fuch  a  fault 
As  never  creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 
As  honeft  men  fhould  do  for  fuch  a  crime, 
I  have  exprefs'd  fome  worth,  tho'  it  be  late  : 
But  I,  alas,  have  none  of  thefe  in  me, 
But  keep  my  wits  ftill  like  a  frozen  man, 
That  had  no  fire  within  him. 

Silvio.  Nay>  good  Ricardo> 
Leave  this  wild  talk,  and  fend  a  letter  to  her  ! 
I  will  deliver  it. 

Ric.  'Tis  to  no  purpofe  ; 
Perhaps  fhe's  loft  laft  night  ;  or,  if  Ihe  is 
Got  home  again,  fhe's  now  fo  ftrictly  look'd-to  „ 
The  wind  can  fcarce  come  to  her  :  Or,  admit 
She  were  herfelf,  if  fhe  would  hear  from  me, 


20  That  never  more  may  grow  ;]  i.  e.  ''That  nothing  more  may 
grow      The  exprtffion  is  itrong,  but  not  very  clear.       'iiwarti. 

VOL.  IX.  N  From 
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From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us'd  her  thus, 
She  were  fo  foolifh  that  fhe  were  no  more 
To  be  belov'd. 

Enter  Andrugioy  and  Servant  with  a  night-gown. 

Serv.  Sir,  we  have  found  this  night-gown  Ihe  took 
with  her. 

Andr.  Where11? 

(Ric.  Where  ?  where  ?  fpeak  quickly  ! 

SerV.  Searching  in  the  fuburbs, 
We  found  a  Tinker  and  his  whore  that  had 
It  in  a  tap-houfe,  whom  we  apprehended, 
And  they  confefs'd  they  ftole  it  from  her. 

Ric.  And  murder'd  her  ? 

Silvio.  What  ail  you,  man  ? 

Ric.  Why,  all  this  doth  not  make 
Me  mad. 

Silvio.  It  does ;  you  would  not  offer  this  clle* 
Good  Pedro,  look  to's  fword  ! 

Serv.  They  do  deny 
The  killing! of  her,  but  fwore  they 
Left  her  tied  to  a  tree,  i'  th'  fields  next  thofe 
Suburbs  that  are  without  Our  Lady's  gate, 
Near  day,  and  by  the  road,  fo  that  fome  paflenger" 
Mufc  needs  unty  her  quickly. 

Andr.  The  will  of  Heav'n  be  done  !  Sir,  I  will  only 
Entreat  you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greateft 
Occafion  of  her  lofs,  that  you'll  be  pleas'd 
To  urge  your  friends,  and  be  yourfelf  earneft 
1'  th'  fearch  of  her  :  If  fhe  be  found,  fhe  is  yours, 
If  fhe  pleafe.    I  myfelf  only  will  fee  thefe  people 
Better  examined,  and  after  follow 
Some  way  in  fearch.  God  keep  you,  gentlemen !  [£>. 

Silvio.  Alas,  good  man  ! 

Ric.  What  think  ye  now  of  me  ?  I  think  this  lump 
Js  nothing  but  a  piece  of  phlegm  congeal'd, 
Without  a  foul  •,  for  where  there's  fo  much  fpirit 
As  would  but  warm  a  fica,  thofe  faults  of  mine 

ZI-  Andr.  Where  t"\  Dropped  iir.ce  fn it  folio, 

Would 
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Would  make  it  glow  and  flame  in  this  dull  heart, 
And  run  like  molten  gold  thro'  every  fin, 
'Till  it  could  burft  thefe  walls,  and  fly  away.—- 
Shall  I  entreat  you  all  to  take  your  horfes, 
And  fearch  this  innocent  ? 

Pedro.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ric.  Do  not  divide  yourfelves,  till  you  come  there 
Where  they  fay  fhewas  tied:  I'll  follow  too, 
But  never  to  return  till  (he  be  found. 
Give  me  my  fword,  good  Pedro  !   I  will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it ;  I  am  now 
Far  better-temper'd  :  If  I  were  not  fo, 
I  have  enow  beiides.     God  keep  you  all, 
And  fend  us  good  fuccefs  !  [Exeunt. 


III. 


Enter  Mercury  and  Servant. 

Merc.  \  T  7  H  O  is  it  ?  can  you  tell  ? 
VV       Serv.  By  my  troth,  Sir, 
I  know  not ;  but  it  is  a  gentlewoman. 

Merc.  A  gentlewoman  "  ?  I'll  lay  my  life,  yon  puppy 
Has  fent  his  wife  to  me :  If  he  have,  fling  up  the  bed. 

Serv.  Here  fhe  is,  Sir. 

Enter  Marla^  with  a  letter. 

Maria.  I'm  glad  I  found  you,  Sir.     There,  take 

your  letter, 

And  keep  it  till  you  have  another  friend  to  wrong  ! 
'Tis  too  malicious  falfe  to  make  me  fin  ; 
You  have  provok'd  me  to  be  that  I  love  not, 
A  talker,  and  you  fhall 
Hear  me.     Why  Ihould  you  dare  t'  imagine  me 

11  Merc.  A genthman.~\  There  is  neither  ienfe  nor  humour  in  th'S 
anfwer,  and  our  Authors  aiult  undoubtedly  have  wrote  it,  gentle- 
ivcman.  SjKpJor. 

N  a  So 
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So  light  a  houfewife,  that,  from  four  hours'  knowledge, 
You  might  prefume  to  offer  to  my  credit 
This  rude  and  ruffian  trial  ?  I  am  fure 
I  never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  tokens, 
That  might  concern  aflurance  Z} :  You're  a  fool ! 

Merc.  I  cannot  blame  you,  now  I  fee  this  letter. 
Tho'  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  muil  not, 
Unlefs  you'll  make  me  guilty  of  a  wrong 
My  worft  affections  hate. 

Maria.  Did  not  you  fend  it  ? 

Merc.  No,  upon  my  faith  •, 
And  which  is  more,  I  underftand  it  not : 
The  hand  is  as  far  from  my  knowledge, 
As  the  malice. 

Maria.  This  is  ftrange  ! 

Merc.  It  is  fo, 

And  had  been  ftranger,  and  indeed  more  hatefulf 
Had  I,  that  have  receiv'd  fuch  courtefies, 
And  owe  fo  many  thanks,  done  this  bafe  office^ 

Maria.  Your  name  is  at  it. 

Merc.  Yes,  but  not  my  nature  ; 
And  I  fhall  hate  my  name  worfe  than  the  manner**, 
For  this  bafe  broking.     You  are  wife  and  virtuous,,, 
Remove  this  fault  from  me  ; 
For,  on  the  love  I  bear  to  truth  and  goodnefs, 
This  letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  author. 

Maria.  Now  I  perceive  my  hufband's  knavery  ! 
If  my  man  can  but  find  where  he  has  been, 
I  will  go  with  this  gentleman,  whatfoever 
Comes  on't ;  and,  as  I  mean  to  carry  it, 

aj  Concern  a/urance.^  Though  the  fenfe  of  this  place  be  not  hard 
to  find  out,  yet  1  am  afraid  the  expreffion  is  not  very  jultifiable  X  as 
the  word  tokens  occurs  ',n  the  line  above,  I  ence  thought  we  fliould" 
read,  conjign,  or  contain  aj/itrance,  Sjmpfon. 

*4  Than  A£V  manner.}  Manner  is  certainly,  as  Mr.  Seward  faw 
with  me,  a  corruption,  and  the  true  reading,  which  he  concurred  in, 
matter,  i.  e.  the  lubftance  or  contents  of  the  letter  to  which  his  mime 
was  fubfcribed.  Sjmpfon. 

Matter  is  probably  right ;  yet  manner  \$  ufed  in  old  books  for 
in  the  MANNER. 

£  -  Botl» 
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Both  he  and  all  the  world  Hiall  think  it  fit, 
And  thank  me  for  it. 

Merc.  I  muft  confefs  I  loved  you  at  firft ; 
Howe'erthis  made  me  leave  you rhoufe  unmannerly, 
That  might  provoke  me  to  do  fomething  ill, 
Both  to  your  honour  and  my  faith,  and  not 
To  write  this  letter,  which  I  hold  fo  truly 
Wicked,  that  I  won't  think  on't. 

Maria.  I  do  believe  you,  and  fince  I  fee  you're  free, 
My  words  were  not  meant  to  you  :  But  this  is  not 
The  half  of  my  affliction. 

Merc.  It  is  pity 
You  Ihould  know  more  vexation  ;  may  I  enquire  ? 

Maria.  Faith,  Sir,  I  fear  I've  loft  my  hufband. 

Merc.  Your  hufband?  it  can't  be.     I  pity  herj 
How  Ihe  is  vex'd  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Maria.  How  now  ?  what  news  ?  Nay,  fpeak, 
,For  we  muft  know. 

Serv.  Faith,  I  have  found  at  length, 
By  chance,  where  he  has  been* 

Maria.  Where  ? 

Swv.  In  a  blind 

Out-houfe  i'  th'  fuburbs :  Pray  God  all  be  well  with 
him ! 

Maria.  Why  ? 

Serv.  There  are  his  cloaths  j  but,  what's  become 

of  him, 
I  cannot  yet  enquire*5. 

Maria.  I'm  glad  of  this. — 
Sure  they  have  murder'd  him  !  What  fliall  I  do  ? 

Merc.  Be  not  fo  griev'd,  before  you  know  the  truth ! 
You've  time  enough  to  weep.    This  is  the  fudden'ft 
Mifchief — Did  you  not  bring  an  officer 
To  fearch  there,  where  you  fay  you  found  his  cloaths  ? 

Serv.  Yes ;  and  we  fearch'd  it,  and  charg'd  the 
fellow  with  him ; 

z*  I  cannot  jet  enquire.]  Enquire  means  here  Jind  out.   Sjmffon. 

N  3  But 


198       THE      COXCOMB. 

But  he,  like  a  rogue,  a  ftubborn  rogue,  made  anfwer, 
He  knew  not  where  he  was ;  he  had  been  there, 
But  where  he  was  now  he  could  not  tell : 
I  tell  you  true,. I  fear  him. 

Maria.  Are  all  my  hopes  and  longings  to  enjoy  him. 
After  this  three-years'  travel,  come  to  this  ? 

Serv.  It  is  the  rankeft  houfe  in  all  the  city, 
The  mofl;  curs'd  roguy  bawdy-houfe  !  Hell  fire  it ! 

Merc.  This  is  the  woril  I  heard  yet.  Will  you  go 

home  ? 

I'll  bear  you  company,  and  give  you  the 
Befl  help  I  may :  This  being  here  will  wrong  you. 

Maria.  As  you're  a  gentleman,  and  as  you  lov'd 
Your  dead  friend,  let  me  not  go  home  ! 
That  will  but  heap  one  forrow  on  another. 

Merc.  Why,  propofe  any  thing,  and  I'll  perform't : 
I  am  at  my  wits'  end  too. 

Serv.  So  am  I.     Oh,  my  dear  matter ! 

Merc .  Peace,  you  great  fool ! 

Maria.  Then,  good  Sir,  carry  me  to  fome  retir'd 

place, 

Far  from  the  fight  of  this  unhappy  city  ; 
Whither  you  will  indeed,  fo  it  be  far  enough  ! 

Merc.  If  I  might  counfel  you,  I  think  'twere  better 
To  go  home,  and  try  what  may  be  done  yet ; 
He  may  be  at  home  afore  you  ;  who  can  tell  ? 

Maria.  Oh,  no  \   I  know  he's  dead,  I  know  he's 

murder'd ! 
Tell  me  not  of  going  home  !  you  murder  me  too. 

Merc.  Well,  fmce  it  pleafes  you  to  have  it  fo, 
I  will  no  more  perfuade  you  to  go  home ; 
I'll  be  your  guide  in  the  country,  as  your  grief 
Doth  command  me.     I've  a  mother,  dwelling  from 
This   place  fome  twenty  miles :    The   houfe  tho' 

homely, 

Yet  able  to  Ihew  fomcthing  like  a  welcome ; 
Thither  I'll  fee  you  fafe  with  all  your  forrows. 

Maria.. With  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be  thought  upon ! 
I  have  a  coach  here  ready  j  good  Sir,  quickly  !— 

I'll 
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I'll  fit  you,  my  fine  hufband ! 

Merc.  It  fhall  be  fo  : 
If  this  fellow  be  dead,  I  fee  no  band 
Of  any  other  man  to  tie  me  from  my  will  -, 
And  I  will  follow  her  with  fuch  careful  fervice, 
That  fhe  fhall  either  be  my  love,  or  wife. 
Will  you  walk  in  ? 

Maria.  I  thank  you,  Sir;  but  one  word  with  my  man, 
And  I  am  ready  ! — Keep  the  Irilh  fellow 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  life,  for  he  I  fear 
Has  a  deep  hand  in  this  ;  then  fearch  again, 
And  get  out  warrants  for  that  naughty  man 
That  keeps  the  bad  houfe,  that  he  may  anfwer  it! 
If  you  find  the  body,  give  it  due  burial. 
Farewell !  You  fhall  hear  from  me.     Keep  all  fafe  1 

Serv.  Oh,  my  fweet  mailer !  [Exeunt. 

Antonio,,  knocking  within. 

Ant.  Man-a-cree, 

The  devil  take  thee,  wilt  thou  kill  me  here  ? 
I  prithee  now  let  me  go  feek  my  matter  j 
J  fhall  be  very  cheel  elfe. 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  Do  you  hear,  man-a-cree  ? 
I'll  cree  your  coxcomb,  an  you  keep  not  ftill ; 
Down,  you  rogue ! 

Ant.  Good  fweet  fa<ft  farving-man, 
Let  me  out,  I  befeech  de,  and  by  my  trot 
I  will  give  dy  worfhip  two  fhillings  in  good  argpt, 
To  buy  dy  worfhip  piplns^ 

Serv.  This  rogue  thinks 

All  the  worth  of  man  confiftsin  pipins  :  By  this  light, 
J'll  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever l6 ! 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me,  man  ? 
Is  fet !  I'll  give  thee  air  I  have  about  me. 

Serv. I  thank  you,  Sir;  fo  I  may  have  picking  work*7. 

16  Til  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever.]  A  fecond  flur  this  upon 
the  rebellious  Irifh.  Sympfon. 

*?  M<iy  have  picking  ivort>~]  Meaning  he  was  loufy.    Sjmj>/on. 

N  ^  dtlt. 
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Ant.  Here  is  five  {hillings,  man. 
S-erv.  Here  is  a  cudgel, 
A  very  good  one  ! 

Enter  two  Servants. 

1  Serv.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Where  is  the  Irifhman  ? 

1  Serv.  There,  a  wyth  take  him  *8 ! 

He  makes  more  noife  alone  there,  than  ten  lawyers 
Can  do  with  double  fees,  and  a  fcurvy  cafe  *9. 

2  Serv,  Let  him  out !  I  muft  talk  with  him. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me 
Some  drink,  oh,  hone  ?  I  am  very  dry,  man. 

2  Serv.  You  fhall  have  that  fhall  quench  your  thirft^ 

my  friend. 

Ant.  Wat  doft  thou  mean,  man  ? 
2  Serv,  Even  a  good  tough  halter. 

18  A  wyth  take  iim.l  This  expreflion  feems  to  be  equivalent  to 
that  now  ufed  by  the  vulgar,  a  halter  take  him.  .  d  iuytb  appears  to 
have  been  a  band  or  bailer.  '  I  heard  a  tale  of  a  butcher,  wbo  driving 
two  calves  over  a  common,  that  were  coupled  together  by  the  necks 
with  an  oaken  <uyt&.  In  the  way  where  they  fhould  pals,  there  lay 
a  poor  lean  mare,  with  a  gall'd  back,  to  wjiom  they  coming  (as 
charce  fell  out)  one  of  one  iide,  and  the  other  of  the  other,  fmell- 
irg  on  her,  (as  their  manner  is)  the  midft  of  the  ivytb  that  was 
betwixt  their  necks  rubbed  her  and  grated  her  on  the  (oie  back,  that 
fhe  ftarted  and  rofe  up,  and  hung  them  both  on  her  back  as  a  beam  ; 
ivhich  being  but  a  rough  plaiiier  to  her  raw  ulcer,  (he  ran  away 
with  them  (as  (he  were  ft  antic)  into  the  fens,  where  the  butcher 
c^u'd  not  follow  them,  and  drowned  both  herfelf  and  them  in  a 
quagmire.  Now  the  owne*  of  the  mare  is  in  law  with  the  butcher 
for  the  lofs  of  his  mare,  and  the  butcher  interchangeably  indicts 
him  for  his  calves.  Pierce  PenilfJ/e  hit  Supplication  to  the  Devil, 
y  flu.  tfafrf,  1593,  p.  15. 

This  whimfical  ftory  fo  much  refembles  the  c.?fe  of  Bullum  and 
Boruum,  told  by  the  late  Leclurer  on  Heads,  that  he  might  alrnoft 
be  fufpe&ed  to  have  borrowed  the  idea  from  Nalh.  R. 

*9  With  double,  and  a  fcurvy  cafe.]  Mr.  Seward  propofed  read'ng 
doubtful,  or  double  and Jiurniy,  i,  e.  dcuily  Jfur<vy,  I  only  fuppofe  a 
word  has  been  dropt  here  by  chance,  and  that  the  whole  ran  once, 

<i»uble  fees,  and  a  fcur<vy  caufp. 

f,  e.  doubly  paid  to  plead  a  fcurvy  caufi?, 
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Ant.  A  halter?  oh,  hone] 
i*Serv.  Shrah, 

You  are  a  mifchievous  rogue,  that's  the  truth. 
Ant.  No,  fet  I  am  not. 

1  Serv.  Shall  I  knock  out  his  brains  ? 

.J  have  kill'd  dogs  have  been  worth  three  of  him 
For  all  ufes. 

2  Seru.  Sirrah,  the  truth  on't  is, 

You  muft  with  me  to  a  juftice.    Oh,  Roger,  Roger  J 

1  Serv.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  William  ? 

2  Serv.  Heavy  news,  Roger, 
Heavy  news  ;  God  comfort  us ! 

1  Serv.  What  is't,  man  ? 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  now  ? — I  am  ev'n  weary 
Of  this  way :  'Would  I  were  out  on't ! 

2  Serv.  My  matter  fure     . 

Is  murder'd,  Roger,  and  this  curfed  rogue, 
I  fear,  has  had  a  hand  in't. 

Ant.  No,  fet,  not! 

\  Serv.  Stand  away! 

Ill  r.ick  it  out  of  him  :  Come,  firrah,  mount;  - 
I'll  ma;;e  you  dance,  you  rafcal  !  kill  my  matter? 
If  thy  breech  were  cannon-proof,  having  this 
Good  caufe  on  my  fide,  I  would  encounter  it; 
JHold  fair,  Shamrock ! 

Ant.  Why,  how  now,  Sirs  ! 
YOU  "will  not  murder  me,  indeed  ? 

2  Serv.  Blefs  us,  Roger ! 

Ant.  Nay,  I  am  no  fpirit. 

2  Serv.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 
This  is  my  very  matter. 

Ant.  Why,  well  enough  yet ; 
But  you've  a  heavy  foot  of  your  own.     Where's  my 
wife  ? 

I  Serv.  Alas,  poor  forrowful  gentlewoman, 
She  thinksyou're  dead,and  hasgiven  o'erhoufekeeping, 

Ant.  Whither  is  fhe  gone  then  ? 

I  Serv.  Into  the  country 
WitJj  the  gentleman,  your  friend,  Sic, 

To 
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To  fee  if  fhe  can  wear  her  forrows  out  there : 
She  weeps  and  takes  on  too 

Ant.  This  falls  out  pat  j 
I  (hall  be  everlafting  for  a  name  ! — 
Do  you  hear?  upon  your  lives  and  faiths  to  me, 
Not 'one  word  I  am  living ! 
But  let  the  fame  report  pafs  along,  that 
I  am  murder'd  ftill. — I'm  made  for  ever  ! 

i  Serv.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  I  have  a  caufe,  Sir  -,  that's  enough  for  you.— • 
Well,  if  I  be  not  famous,  I  am  wrong'd  much  : 
For  any  thing  I  know,  I  will  not  trouble  him 
This  week  at  leaft  ;  no,  let  them  take  their  way 
One  of  another ! 

i  Serv.  Sir,  will  you  be  ftill  an  Irifhman  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  a  while. 

a  Serv.  But  your  worfhip  v/ill  be  beaten  no  more  ? 

Ant.  No,  I  thank  you,  William. 

i  Serv.  In  truth,  Sir,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  I'll  do  it 
Better  than  a  ftranger. 

Ant.  Go;  you're  knaves  both! 
But  I  forgive  you. — I  am  almoft  mad 
With  the  apprehenfion  of  what  I  fhall  be. — 
Not  a  word,  I  charge  you !  \JLxeunt, 

Enter  Valeria  and  Viola. 

Val.  Come,  pretty  foul,  we  now  are  near  our  home, 
And  whilft  our  horfes  are  walk'd  down  the  hill, 
Let  thou  and  I  walk  here  over  this  clofe  ! 
The  footway  is  more  pleafant.  'Tis  a  time, 
My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away, 
For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  love  ; 
Art  not  thou  fo  too  ?  ha,  ? 

Viola.  Nay,  there  are  living  things 
Empty  of  love,  or  I  had  not  been  here ; 
But,  for  myfelf,  alas,  I  have  too  much. 

Val.  It  cannot  be, 

That  fo  much  beauty,  fo  much  youth  and  grace,     . 
Should  have  too  much  of  love, 

Viola. 
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Viola.  Pray  what  is  love  ? 
For  I  am  full  of  that  I  do  not  know. 

VaL  Why,  love,  fair  maid,  is  an  extreme  defire, 
That's  not  to  be  examin'd,  but  fulfill 'd ; 
To  afk  the  reafon  why  thou  art  in  love, 
Or  what  might  be  the  nobleft  end  in  love, 
Would  overthrow  that  kindly-rifmg  warmth, 
That  many  times  flides  gently  o'er  the  heart ; 
'Twould  make  thee  grave  and  ftaid,   thy  thoughts 

would  be 

Like  a  thrice-married  widow,  full  of  ends, 
And  void  of  all  companion ;  and,  to  fright  thee 
Fromfuch  enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  frefh,  and  fweet. 
And  but  fixteen,  the  knowing  what  love  is 
Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

yiola.  'Would  it  would  make  me  nothing ! — I  have 

heard 

Scholars  affirm,  the  world's  upheld  by  love. 
But  I  believe,  women  maintain  all  this ; 
For  there's  no  love  in  men. 

VaL  Yes,  in  fome  men. 

Viola.  1  know  them  not. 

VaL  Why,  there  is  love  in  me. 

Viola.  There's  charity  I'm  fure  towards  me. 

VaL  And  love, 

Which  I  will  now  exprefs :  My  pretty  maid,    > 
I  dare  not  bring  thee  home ;  my  wife  is  foul, 
And  therefore  envious  j  fhe  is  very  old, 
And  therefore  jealous ;  thou  art  fair  and  young, 
A  fubje<5t  fit  for  her  unlucky  vices 
To  work  upon  ;  fhc  never  will  endure  thee. 

Viola.  She  may  endure, 
If  fhe  be  aught  but  devil,  all  the  friendfhip 
That  I  will  hold  with  you.     Can  fhe  endure 
I  fhould  be  thankful  to  you  ?  may  I  pray 
For  you  and  her  ?  will  fhe  be  brought  to  think, 
That  all  the  honeft  induftry  I  have 
Deferves  brown  bread  ?  If  this  may  be  endur'd, 

She'll 


THE      COXCOMB. 

She'll  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  fleeping  child, 
Ere  fhe  fall  out  with  me. 

Vol.  But,  truft  me,  fhe  does  hate  all  handfomenefs. 

Viola.  How  fell  you  in  love  with  fuch  a  creature  ? 

Val.  I  never  lov'd  h^r. 

Viola.  And  yet  married  her  ? 

Val.  She  was  a  rich  one. 

Viola.  And  you  fwore,  I  warrant  you, 
She  was  a  fair  one  then  too. 

Val.  Or,  believe  me, 
I  think  I  had  not  had  her. 

Viola..  Are  you  men 

All  fuch  ?  'Would  you  would  wall  us  in  a  place, 
Where  all  we  women  that  are  innocent 
Might  live  together ! 

Val.  Do  not  weep  at  this : 
Altho'  I  dare  not,  for  fome  weighty  reafon, 
Difpleafe  my  wife,  yet  I'll  forget  not  thee. 

Viola.  What  will  you  do  with  me  ? 

Val.  Thou  fhalt  be  plac'd 

At  my  man's  houfe,  and  have  fuch  food  and  raiment 
As  can  be  bought  with  money :  Thefe  white  hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  fhall  play, 
AS  thou  fayft  they  were  wont,  teaching  the  firings 
TO  move  in  order,  or  what  elfe  thou  wilt.       . 

Viala.  I  thank  you,  Sir ;   but  pray  you  cloath  me 

poorly, 
And  let  my  labour  get  me  means  to  live! 

Val.  But,  fair  one,  you  I  know  do  fo  much  hate 
A  foul  ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I  fhould  do  this  for  nothing. 

o 

Viola.  I  will  work 

As  much  out  as  I  can,  and  take  as  little  j  and 
That  you  fhall  have  as  duly  paid  to  you 
As  ever  fervant  did. 

Val.  But  give  me  now 
A  trial  of  it,  that  I  may  believe ! 
We  are  alone  \  (hew  me  how  thou  wilt  kifs 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  I  have  ftol'n  away 

From 
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From  my  too-clamorous  wife  that  watches  me, 
To  fpend  a  bleffed  hour  or  two  with  thee  ! 

Viola.    Is  this  the  love  you  mean  ?    You  would 

have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give ;  you  would  have  luft. 

Val.  Not  to  diffemble,  or  to  mince  the  word, 
'Tis  luft  I  wifh  indeed. 

Viola.  And,  by  my  troth, 

I  have  it  not !  For  Heav'n's  fake,  ufe  me  kindly, 
Tho'  I  be  good,  and  fhew  perhaps  a  monfter,_ 
As  this  world  goes ! 

Val.  I  do  but  fpeak  to  thee ; 
Thy  anfwers  are  thy  own  j  I  compel  none  : 
But  if  thou  refufe  this  motion, 
Thou  art  not  then  for  me.    Alas,  good  foul ! 
What  profit  can  thy  work  bring  me  ? 

Viola.  But  I  fear :  I  pray  go !  for  luft,  they  fay, 

will  grow 

Outrageous,  being  denied.     I  give  you  thanks 
For  all  your  courtefies,  and  there's  a  jewel 
That's  worth  the  taking,  that  I  did  preferve 
Safe  from  the  robbers.     Pray  you  leave  me  here 
Juft  as  you  found  me,  a  poor  innocent, 
And  Heav'n  will  blefs  you  for  it ! 

VaL  Pretty  maid, 
I  am  no  robber,  nor  no  ravifher. 
I  pray  thee  keep  thy  jewel.     I  have  done 
'No  wrong  to  thee.     Tho'  thou  be'ft  virtuous, 
And  in  extremity,  I  do  not  know 
That  I  am  bound  to  keep  thee. 

Viola .  No,  Sir  ; 

For  God's  fake,  if  you  know  an  honeft  man 
In  all  thefe  countries,  give  me  fome  directions 
To  find  him  out ! 

Val.  More  honeft  than  myfelf, 
Good  footh,  I  do  not  know  :  I  would  have  lain 
With  thee,  with  thy  confent  \  and  who  would  not 
In  all  thefe  parts,  is  paft  my  memory, 
I'm  forry  for  thee.     Farewell,  gentle  maid ; 

God 
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God  keep  thee  fafe  t  [Exit. 

Viola.  I  thank  you,  Sir  j  and  you  ! 
Woman,  they  lay,  was  only  made  of  man : 
Methinks  'tis  'ftrange  they  fhould  be  fo  unlike  ! 
Jt  may  be,  all  the  befl  was  cut  away 
To  make  the  woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him. — I'll  fit  me  down  and  weep ! 
All  things  have  caft  me  from  'em  but  the  earth : 
The  evening  comes,  and  every  little  flower 
Droops  now.,  as  well  as  I. 

Enter  Nan  and  Madge,  with  milk-fails. 

Nan.  Good  Madge,  . 

Let's  reft  a  little ;  by  my  troth,  I'm  weary. 
This  new  pail  is  a  plaguy  heavy  one  j  'would  Tom 
Were  hanff'd  for  chuting  it !  'tis  the  untoward'ft 

O  O 

Fool  in  a  country. 

Madge.  With  all  my  heart,  and  I  thank  you  too,  Nan. 

Viola.  What  true  contented  happinefs  dwells  here, 
More  than  in  cities !  'Would  to  God  my  father 
Had  liv'd  like  one  of  thefe,  and  bred  me  up 
To  milk,  and  do  as  they  do  !  Methinks  'tis 
A  life  that  I  would  chufe,  if  I  were  now 
To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a  prince's. — Maids,- 
For  charity,  give  a  poor  wench  one  draught  of  milk, 
That  wearinefs  and  hunger  have  nigh  famifh'd  ! 

Nan.  If  I'd  but  one  cow's  milk  in  all(the  world, 
You  fhould  have  fome  on't :   There  3   drink  more  ! 

the  cheefe 
Shall  pay  for  it.     Alas,  poor  heart,  ihe's  dry. 

Madge.  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts  ? 

Viola.  No  ;  'would  I  did  ! 

Nan.  Madge,  if  fhe  dos  not  look  like  my  coufin  Sue 
O'th'  Moor-lane,  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another. 

Madge.  Nay  j  Sue  has  a  hazle  eye,  I  know  Sue  well : 
And,  by  your  leave,  not  fo  trim  a  body  neither  j 
This  is  a  feat-bodied  thing  I  tell  you. 

Nan.  She  laces  clofe 
By  the  mafs,  I  warrant  you ;  and  fo  does  Sue  too. 

Viola. 
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Viola.  I  thank  you  for  your  gentlenefs,  fair  maids. 

Nan.  Drink  again,  pray  thee  ! 

Viola.  I'm  fatisfied ;  and  Heav'n  reward  thee  for't ! 
Yet  thus  far  I'll  compel  you,  to  accept 
Thefe  trifles,  toys  only  that  exprefs  my  thanks, 
For  greater  worth  I'm  fure  they  have  not  in  them. 
Indeed  you  fhall ;  I  found  them  as  I  came. 

Nan.  Madge  !  look  you  here,  Madge  ! 

Madge.  Nay,  I  have  as  fine  a  one  as  you  j  mine  is 
All  gold,  and  painted,  and  a  precious  ftone  in't: 
I  warrant  it  coll  a  crown,  wench. 

Nan.  But  mine 
Is  the  moft  fumptuous  one,  that  e'er  Ifaw. 

Viola.  One  favour  you  muft  do  me  more,  for  you 
Are  well  acquainted  here. 

Nan.  Indeed  we'll  do  you  any  kindnefs,  fitter. 

Viola.  Only  to  fend  me  to  fome  honeft  place, 
Where  I  may  find  a  fervice. 

Nan.  Uds  me,  our  Dorothy  went  away  but  laft  week, 
And  I  know  my  miftrefs  wants  a  maid,  and  why 
May  fhe  not  be  plac'd  there  ?  This  is  a  likely  wench, 
I  tell  you  truly,  and  a  good  wench,  J  warrant  her. 

Madge.  And  'tis  a  hard  cafe,  if  we  that  have  ferv'd 
Four  years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in -one  fervant; 
We  will  prefer  her.     Hark  you,  filler ! 
Pray  what's  your  name  ? 

Viola.  Melvia. 

Nan.  A  feat  name,  i'faith  !  And  can  you  milk  a  cow? 
And  make  a  merry-bulb  ?  That's  nothing. 

Viola.  I  fhall  learn  quickly. 

Nan.  And  drefs  a  houfe  with  flowers  ?   and  fervc 

a  pig? 

(This  you  mull  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  dairy) 
And  make  a  bed  or  two  ? 

Viola.  I  hope  I  {hall. 

Nan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  men  out ;  they  will  mar 
All  that  you  make  elfe,  I  know  that  by  myfelf  j 
For  I  have  been  fo  touz'd  among  'em  in 
My  days  !  Come,  you  ihall  e'en  home  with  us, 

And 
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And  be  our  fellow ;  our  houfe  is  fo  honeft, 
Andwefervea  very  good  woman,  and  a  gentlewoman ! 
And  we  live  as  merrily,  and  dance  o'  good  days 
After  even-fong.     Our  wake  fhall  be  on  Sunday  : 
Do  you  know  what  a  wake  is  ?    We  have  mighty- 
cheer  then, 

And  fiich  a  coil,  'twould  blefs  ye !  You  muft  not 
Be  fo  bafhful,  you'll  fpoil  all. 

Madge.  Let's  home,  for  God's  fake  ! 
My  miftrefs  thinks  by  this  time  we  are  loft. 
Come,  we'll  have  a  care  of  you,  I  warrant  you : 
But  you  muft  tell  my  miftrefs  where  you  were  born, 
And  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the  ftrafigeft 

things 

You  can  devife,  for  fhe  loves  thofe  extremely; 
*Tis  no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no,  fhe's  not 

fo  fcrupulous. 

You  muft  be  our  fifter,  and  love  us  beft, 
And  tell  us  every  thing ;  and  when  cold  weather 
Comes,  we'll  lie  together  :  Will  you  do  this  ? 

Viola.  Yes. 

Nan.  Then  home  again,  o'  God's  name  ? 
Can  you  go  apace  ? 

Viola.  I  warrant  you.  {Exeunt. 


ACT         IV. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Silvio  *9,  Jeverally. 

Pedro.   T  T  O  W  now  ?  any  good  news  yet  ? 

£  J_     Silvio.  Faith,  not  any  yet. 
Pedro.  This  comes  o'  tippling:  Would 'twere  treafon, 
An't  pleafe  God,  to  drink  more  than  three 
Draughts  at  a  meal. 

*9  Enter  Pedro  and  Uberto  federally. ~\  The  diflbnance  between  the 
perfons  in  the  Itage  direction,  and  thofe  in  the  text,  is  too  glaring 
to  be  overlooked.  Sjmpfon. 

Silvio. 
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Silvio.  When  did  you  fee  Ricardo  ? 

Pedro.  I  -crois'd  him  twice  to-day.- 

Silvio.  You  have  heard  of 
A  young  wench  that  was  feen  laft  night  ? 

Pedro.  Yes. 

Silvio.  Has  Ricardo  heard  of  this  ? 

Pedro.  Yes  •,  and  I  think 
He's  ridden  after.     Farewell !   I  will  have 
Another  round. 

Silvio.  If  you  hear  any  thing, 
Pray  fpare  no  horfe-fleih  •,  I  will  do  the  like. 

Pedro.  Do.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Valeria. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  did  think  'twas  you,  by  all  defcriptions. 

Val.  'Tis  fo  j 

I  took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You've  heard  already,  and  what  fhe  had  about  her, 
(As  jewels,  gold,  and  other  trifling  things) 
And  what  my  end  was,  which,  becauie  ihe  flighted, 
I  left  her  there  i'th'  6elds. 

Ric.  Left  i'th'  fields  ?  Could  any  but  a  rogue, 
That  had  defpis'd  humanity  and  goodnefs, 
Heav'n's  law  and  credit,  and  had  fet  himfclf 
To  lofe  his  nobleft  part,  and  be  a  beaic, 
Have  left  fo  innocent  unmatch'd  a  virtue 
To  the  rude  mercy  of  a  wildernefs  ? 

Val.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  houfe  ! 
I  do  not  ufe  to  have  fuch  language  given 

O          O        D 

Within  my  doors  to  me.     As  for  your  wench. 
You  may  go  feek  her  with  more  patience  i 
She's  tame  enough,  I  warrant  you, 

Ric.  Pray  forgive  me, 
(I  do  confefs  my  much  forgerfulnefs) 
And  weigh  my  words  no  further,  I  befccch  you, 
Than  a  mere  madnefs !   for  fuch  a  grief  has  ieiz'd  me, 
So  itrong  and  deadly,  as  a  punifhment, 
And  a  juit  one  too, 
That  'tis  a  greater  wonder  I  am  living, 

VOL.  IX.  O  Than 
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Than  any  thing  1  utter.     Yet,  let  me  tell  you 
Thus  much  ;  it  was  a  fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  fields. 

Val.  Sir,  I  will  think  fo  now-, 
And  credit-  me,  you  have  fo  wrought  me  with 
Your  grief,  that  1  do  both  forgive  and  pity  you  : 
And  if  you'll  pleafe  to  take  a  bed  this  night  here, 
Tomorrow  I  will  bring  you  where  I  left  her. 

Ric.  I  thank  you,  no  !   Shall  I  be  fo  unworthy 
To  think  upon  a  bed,  or  eafe,  or  comfort, 
And  have  my  heart  itray  from  me,  God  knows  where, 
Cold  and  forfaken,  deftitute  of  friends, 
And  all  good  comforts  elie,  unlefs  fome  tree, 
Whofe  fpeechlefs  charity  muft  better  ours, 
With  which  the  bitter  Eaft  winds  made  their  fport 
And  fung  thro'  hourly,  hath  invited  her 
To  keep  off  half  a  day30,?  Shall  (he  be  thus, 
And  I  draw  in  foft  {lumbers  ?  God  forbid  ! 
No,  night  and  bitter  coldnefs,   I  provoke  thee, 
And  all  the  dews  that  hang  upon  thy  locks, 
Showers,    hails,  fnows,  frofts,  and  two-edg'd  winds 

that  prime31 
The  maiden  bloffoms;  I  provoke  you  all, 

3^  To  keep  off"  half  a  day  ?~\  'Tis  pity  this  fine  paflage  mould  be 
clog'd  with  the  lead  obfcurity.  But  what  is  half  a  day  here  ?  The 
twelve  hours  of  the  night  ?  Or  may  day  here  fignify  the  open  air,  as 
the  miners  ufe  it  in  Derbyfhire.  When  the  ore  is  brought  from  under 
ground,,  they  fay,  It's  brought  to  day.  If  this  iaft  may  be  allow'd, 
the  fentimer.t  is  extremely  jail.  To  keep  ojf  only  half  the  inclemency 
•f  the  air.  Sympfin. 

The  expreffion,  we  think,  means  to  keep  off  the  'weather  during 
half  a  day:  '  The  twelve  hours  of  the  night,'  is  a  ridiculous  pre- 
cifenef?. 


that  prime 


The  maiden  bloffomi.]  Here  we  have  another  d'fficulty  to  en- 
counter,  which  I  am  afraid  is  not  capable  of  bang  explained  into 
fenfe,  and  theiefoie  mult  be  cured  another  way.  To  prime  blojfcms, 
i.  e.  to  nip,  or  make  tlcm  'wither,  is,  I  fancy,  an  expreffion  for 
which  there  can  be  found  no  authority,  and  fo  the  lefs  likely  to 
have  any  claim  for  a  place  here.  There  are  two  ways  of  making 
this  paflage  fenfe  ;  the  firft  is  by  reading  thus,  that  prune,  &c. 
which  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me  in  ;  the  other,  and  which  I 
like  better,  is  this ; 

— —  that 
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And  dare  expofe  this  body  to  your  fharpnefs, 
'Till  I  be  made  a  land-mark  ! 

Val.  Will  you  then  ftay 
And  eat  with  me  ? 

Rlc.  You're  angry  with  me,  I  know  you're  angry; 
You  would  not  bid  me  eat  elfe.     My  poor  miftrefs, 
For  aught  1  know,  thou'rt  famifli'd;  for  what  elfe 
Can  the  fields  yield  thee,  and  the  ftubborn  feafon, 
T^hat  yet  holds  in  the  fruit  ?  Good  gentle  Sir, 
Think  not  ill  manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer'd  meat !   for  fure  I  cannot  eat 
While  I  do  think  me  wants.     Well,  I'm  a  rafcal, 
A  villain,  (lave,  that  only  was  begotten 
To  murder  women,  arid  of  them  the  bed. 

Val.  This  is  a  ftraoge  affliction  !   If  you  will 
Accept  no  greater  courtefy,  yet  drink,  Sir. 

Ric.  Now  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  :   An  you  knew 
What  kind  of  man  I  am — as  indeed  'tis  fit 
That  every  man  mould  know  me,  to  avoid  me. 
If  you  have  peace  within  you,  Sir,  or  goodnefs, 
Name  that  abhorr'd  word  drink  no  more  unto  me  ! 
You  had  fafcr  ftrike  me. 
I  pray  you  do  nor,  if  you  love  me,  do  not ! 

VaL   Sir,  I  mean  no  ill  by't. 

Ric.  It  may  be  fo  j 

Nor  let  me  fee  none,  Sir,  if  you  love  Heav'n  ! 
You  know  not  what  offence  it  is  unto  me ; 
Nor,  good  now,  do  not  afk  me  why :  And  I  warn 
You  once  again,  let  no  man  elfe  fpeak  of  it ! 
I  fear  your  lervants  will  be  prating  to  me; 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  what  ail  you  ? 

Ric.  I  hate  drink,  there's  the  end  on't; 
And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is  damn'd'% 


that  pine 


Tne  maiden  lloffimt.  Synfifon. 

Perhaps  prime  the  m'»idrn  blojfoms,  might  have  been  intended  to 
fignify  to  cut  tbem  off  in  their  PRIME. 

**  And  that  man  that  drinks  with  me.it  is  damn  d  ]  As  tbe  line  is 
deficient  by  a  fyll.bie.  why  may  we  not  preferve  the  fentiment,  and 
refiore  the  meafure,  by  reading  thus  ; 

And-  that  man  that  drinks  without  meat  is  damn  d*         SympfwK 

O  2  Without 
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Without  an  age  of  prayers  and  repentance-, 
And  there's  a  hazard  too :  Good  Sir,  no  more  f 
II"  you  will  do  me  a  free  cotirtefy, 
That  I  fhall  know  for  one,  go  take  your  horfe, 
And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her. 

Val.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I  will : 
But  I  will  wifh,  Sir,  you  had  flay'd  to-night; 
Upon  my  credit,  you  fhall  fee  no  drink. 

Ric.  Be  gone  !  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy  : 
Sir,  will  you  be  entreated  to  forbear  it  ? 
I  mall  be  mad  elfe. 

Val.  I  pray  no  more  of  that ! 
I'm  quiet;  I'll  but  walk  in,  and  away  flraight. 

Ric.  Now  I  thank  you  !  But  what  you  do, 
Do  in  a  twinkling,  Sir  \ 

Val.  As  foon  as  may  be.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mother ,  Viola,  Nan,  ar.d  Madge. 

Mother.    Is  this  the  wench  ?  You've  brought  me 

fome  catch,  I  warrant. 
How  daringly  (lie  looks  upon  the  matter  ! 

Madge.  Yes,  forfooth,  this  is  the  maiden. 

Mother.  Come  hither  !    Would  you  ferve  ? 

Viola.  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  accept  my  fervice-, 
I  hope  I  fhall  do  fomething  that  fhall  like  you, 
Tho'  it  be  but  truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Mother.  You  are  very  curious  of  your  hand  methinks, 
You  preierve  it  fo  with  gloves :  Let  me  fee  it ! 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  hand  of  marchpane,  wenches  ! 
This  pretty  palm  never  knew  forrow  yet: 
How  loft  it  is,  I  warrant  you,  and  fupple  ! 
O'  my  word,  this  is  fitter  for  a  pocket, 
To  filch  withal,  than  to  work :   1  fear  me,  little  one, 
You  are  no  better  than  you  fhould  be  ;  go  to ! 

Viola.  My  confcience  yet  is  but  one  witnefs  to  me, 
And  that,  Heav'n  knows,  is  cf  mine  innocence: 
'Tis  true,  I  muft  confefs  with  fhame  enough, 
The  tiiTie  that  I  have  led  yet  never  taught  me 
What  'twas  to  break  a  Qeep,  or  tj  bj  weary. 

M  iker. 
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Mother.  You  can  fay  well  j 
If  you  bs  mine,  wench,  you  muft  do  well  too, 
For  words  are  but  flow  workers  :  Yet,  fo  much 
Hope  I  have  of  you,  that  I'll  rake  you,  fo 
You  will  be  diligent,  and  do  your  duty. 
How  now  ? 

Enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  There  is  a  meflcnger  come 
From  your  fon,  that  brings  you  word  he  is  return'd 
From  travel,  and  will  be  here  this  night. 

Mother.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it  !   thou  art  ever 
A  bringer  of  good  tidings  ;  there,  drink  that  ! 
In  troth  th'had  much  contented  me.     My  fon  ? 
Lord,  how  thou  haft  pleas'd  me  !   mall  I  fee  my  fon 
Yet  ere  I  die  ?   Take  care  my  houfe  be  handfome, 
And  the  new  (tools  fet  out,  and  boughs  and  rufhcs, 
And  flow'rs  for  the  window,  and  the  Turkey  carpet, 
And  the  great  parcel  fait,  Nan,  with  the  cruets  ! 
And  prithee,  Alexander,  go  to  th*  cook, 
And  bid  him  fpare  for  nothing,  my  ion's  come  home  ! 
Who's  come  with  him  ? 

Alex.  I  hear  of  none  yet,  but  a  gentlewoman. 

Mother.   A  gentlewoman  ?  what  gentlewoman  ? 

Alex.  I  know  not  -,  but  fuch  a  one  there  is,  he  fays. 

Mother.  Pray  God  he  have  not  caft  away  himielt 
Upon  fome  fnout-fair  piece  !   I  do  not  like  ic. 

Alex.  No,  fure  my  matter  has  more  difcretion. 

Mother.  Well,  be  it  how  it  will  he  mall  be  welcome, 
Sirs,  to  your  tafks,  and  {hew  this  little  novice 
How  to  beftir  herfelf !   I'll  fort  out  things.         [Exit. 

Madge.  We  will,  forfooth :  I  can  tell  you,  my  miitrefs 
Is  a  ftirring  woman. 

Nan.  Lord,  how  (he'll  talk  fometimes ! 
It  is  the  maddeft  cricket 

Viola.  Methinks  (he  talks  well, 
And  mews  a  great  deal  of  good  houfewifery. 
Pray  let  me  deck  the  chambers,  fhall  I  ? 

fan.  Yes, 

O  3  You 
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You  fhall',  but  do  not  fcorn  to  be  advis'd, 
Siiter,  tor  there  belongs  more  to  that  than 
You  are  aware  on  :  Why 

Would  you  venture  fo  fondly  upon  the  ftrowings  ? 
There's  mighty  matters  in  them,  I'll  allure  you, 
And  in  the  Spreading  of  a  bough-pot;  you 
May  mils,  if  you  were  ten  years  elder,  if 
You  take  not  efpecial  care  before  you. 

Viola.  I  will  learn  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  where  is't  they  fay  my  young  matter 

hath  been  ? 

Madge.  Faith  I  know  not  j  beyond  the  fea,  where  they 
Are  born  without  nofes. 

Nan.  Jeffe,  blefs  us  !  without  nofes  ? 
How  do  they  do  for  handkerchiefs  ? 

Madge.  So  Richard  fays  : 
And,  firrah,  their  feet  ftand  in  their  foreheads. 

Nan.  That's  fine, 
By  my  troth!  Theie  men  have  peftilent  running  heads 

then. 
Do  they  fpeak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  never  fpeak. 
Nan.  Are  they  curfen'd  ? 
Madge.  No,  they  call  them  infidels ; 
I  know  not  what  they  are. 

Nan.-  Sirrah,  we  mall  have 

Fine  courting  now  my  young  mafter  is  come  home. 
Were  you  never  courted,  filter  ? 
Viola.  Alas,  I  know  it  not. 
Madge.  What  is  that  courting,  firrah  ? 
Nan.  I  can  tell,  for 

I  was  once  courted  in  the  matted  chamber  : 
You  know  the  party,  Madge ;  faith,  he  courted  finely! 
Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is't  ? 
Nan.  Faith,  nothing,  but  he  was  fomewhat 
Figent  with  me ;  faith,  'tis  fine  fport,  this  courting. 
Akx.  \j-joithin ^\  Where  be  the  maids  there? 
Madgs.   We  fhall  be  hang'd  anon  !    Away,   good 
wenches ! 

And 
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And  have  a  care  you  dight  things  handfomely ; 

I  will  look  over  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Maria. 
Merc.  If  your  forrovv 

Will  give  you  fo  far  leave,  pray  think  yourfelf 
Moft  welcome  to  this  place,  for  fo  upon 
My  life  you  are  ;  and  for  your  own  fair  fake, 
Take  truce  awhile  with  thefe  immoderate  mournings  1 

O 

Maria.  I  thank  you,  Sir  ;  I  fhall  do  what  I  may. 
Pray  lead  me  to  a  chamber. 

Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Merc.  Prefentiy. 

Before  your  bleffing,  Mother,  I  entreat  you 
To  know  this  gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome; 
The  virtuous  wife  of  him  that  was  myielf 
In  all  my  travels  !  [Kneels. 

Mother.  Indeed  fhe  is  moft  welcome;  fo  are  you,  fon. 
Now,  all  my  bleffing  on  thee,  thou  haft  made  me   • 
Younger  by  twenty  years  than  I  was  yefterday  ! 
Will  you  walk  in  ?    What  ails  this  gentlewoman  ? 
Alas,  I  fear  fhe  is  not  well :  Good  gentlewoman  I 

Merc.  You  fear  right. 

Mother.  Sh'has  fafted  over-long ; 
You  fliall  have  fupper  preiently  o'th'  board. 

Merc.  She  will  not  eat,  I  can  allure  you,  Mother. 
For  God's  fake,  let  your  maid  conduct  her  up 
Into  fome  fair-becoming  chamber,  fit  for 
A  woman  of  her  being,  and  as  foon  as  may  be ! 
I  know  fhe's  very  ill,  and  would  have  reft. 

Mother.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blue  chamber. 

Merc.  'Tis  well :  I'll  lead  you  to  your  chamber-door, 
And  there  I'll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,  miftreis. 

Maria.  I  thank  you,  Sir  !   Good  reft  to  every  one  ! 
You'll  fee  me  once  again  to-nighr,  I  hope.          [Exit. 

Mm-.  When  you  (hall  pleafe,  I'll  wait  upon  you,  lady. 

Mother.   Where  are  thefe  maids  ?  Attend  upon  the 

gentlewoman, 
And  fee  fhe  want;  no  good  thing  in  the  houfe  ! 

O  4  Good 
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Good  night  with  all  my  heart,  forfooth! — Good  Lord, 
How  you  are  grown  !  Is  he  not,   Alexander  ? 

Alex,  Yes,  truly  -,  he's  ihot  up  finely,  God  be  thanked! 
Merc.  An  ill  weed,  Mother,  will  do  fo. 
Alex.  You  fay  true,  Sir ;  an  ill  weed  grows  apace. 
Merc.  Alexander  the  {harp,  you   take  me   very 

quickly. 

Mother.  Nay,  I  can  tell  you,  Alexander  will  do  it. 
Do  you  read  Madcap  flill  ? 
Alex.  Sometimes,  forfooth. 
Mother.  But,  faith,  fon,  what  countries  have  you 

travell'd  ? 

^Msrc.  Why,  many,  Mother,  as  they  lay  before  mej 
France,  Spain,  Italy,  and  Germany, 
And  other  provinces,  that  I  am  fure 
You  are  not  bettej'd  by,  when  you  hear  of  them. 
Mother.  And  can  you  thefe  tongues  perfectly  ? 
Merc.  Of  fome 
A  little,  Mother. 

Mother.  Pray,  fpout  fome  French,  fon. 
Merc.  Youunderftand  it  not;  and  to  your  ears 'twill 
Go  like  an  unfhod  cart  upon  the  ftpnes, 
Only  a  rough  unhandfome  found. 

Mother.  Faith,  I  would  fain 
Hear  fome  French. 

Alex.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  fome  French 
To  my  miftrefs. 

Merc'.  At  your  entreaty,  Alexander, 
I  will.     Who  {hall  I  fpeak  to? 

Alex.  If  your  \vorfhip 
Will  do  me  the  favour,  Sir,  to  me. 

Merc.  Mcrfieur  pollron, 
Cecil,  couilion,  baifez  mon  cu  ! 
Alex.  Oui,  monfieur. 

Mother.  Ha.,  ha,  ha !  this  is  fine  indeed  ! 
God's  bleiTing  on  thy  heart,  fon  !  By  my  troth, 
Thpu'rt  grown  a  proper  gentleman !  Cullen  and  pullet?, 
Good  God,  what  aukward  words  they  ufe  beyond  the 
feas  | 

Ha, 
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Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Alex.  Did  not  I  anfwer  right  ? 

Merc.  Yes,  good  Alexander, 
If  vou  had  done  fo  too.     But,  good  Mother, 
I  am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far  to-day, 
A"*  i  am  failing. 

Mother.  You  (hall  have  your  fupper  prefently, 
My  fweet  fon. 

Mere.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe;  which,  once  ended, 
I'll  go  and  vifit  yon  fick  gentlewoman. 

Mother.  Come  then  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  a  po/t,  with  a  letter. 

Ant.  I've  ridden  like  a  fury,  to  make  up  this  work; 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely,  ere  I  leave  it. 
This  is  the  houfe,  1  am  fure. 

Enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  Who  would 
You  fpeak  with,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  Marry,  Sir,  Fid  fpeak  with 
A  gentlewoman  came  this  night  late  here  from  the  city : 
J  have  fome  letters  of  importance  to  her. 
I  am  a  poft,  Sir,  and  would  be  difpatch'd 
In  hafte. 

Alex.  Sir,  cannot  I  deliver  'em  ? 
For,  the  truth  is,  (he's  ill,  and  in  her  chamber. 

Ant.  Pray  pardon  me;  I  muft  needs  fpeak  with  her, 
My  bufinefs  is  fo  weighty. 

Alex.  I'll  tell  her  fo, 
And  bring  you  prefent  word.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Pray  dd  fo,  and  I'll  attend  her. 
Pray  God,  the  grief  of  my  imagin'd  death 
3poil  not  what  I  intend !  I  hope  it  will  not. 

Re-enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  Tho'  jfhe  be  very  ill,  and  defires  no  trouble, 
Yet,  if  your  bufinefs  be  fo  urgent,  you  may 
Come  up  and  fpeak  with  her. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  I  thank  you,  Sir ; 
I  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Maria. 

Maria.  What  fhould  this  fellow  be, 
Fth'  name  of  Heav'n,    that  comes  with  fuch  pofl 

bufmefs  ? 

Sure  my  hufband  hath  reveal'd  himfelf, 
And  in  this  hafte  fent  after  me.     Are  you 
The  poft,  my  friend  ? 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Yes,  forfooth,  miftrefs. 
Maria.  What  good  news  haft  thou  brought  me, 

gentle  poft  ? 
For  I  have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant.  I  would  you  had  lefs,  miftrefs,  I  could  wiih  it. — 
Befhrew  my  heart,  fhe  moves  me  cruelly  ! 

Maria.  Have  I  found  you  once  more,  juggler  ? 
Well,  jewel,  thou  haft  only  virtue  in  thee, 
Of  all  I  read  of  yet :  What  ears  has  this  afs 
To  betray  him  with! — Well,  what's  your  bufmefs  then? 
Ant.  I've  brought  a  letter  from  yourfervant,miftrefs, 
In  hafte. 

Maria.  Pray  give  it  me;  I  hope  the  beft  ftill. 
Ant.  This  is  the  upfhot,   and  I  know  I've  hit  it ! 
Well,  if  the  fpirits  of  the  dead  do  walk, 
I  fhall  hear  more  of  this  an  hundred  years  hence. 
Maria  [reading].  By  any  means,  you  muft  have 

ipecial  care ; 

For  now  the  city  is  poflefs'd  for  certain, 
My  mafter  is  made  away;  which,  for  aught  I  know, 
Is  a  truth  indeed. 

Good  miftrefs,  leave  your  grief,  and  fee  your  danger, 
And  let  that  wife  and  noble  gentleman 
With  whom  you  are  be  your  right-hand  in  all  things ! 

Ant.  Now  do  I  know  I  have  the  better  on't ! 
By  th'languifhing  of  her  eye  at  this  near  inftant, 
It  is  ftill  Omaiing  in  her  blood,  in  coining 

Somewhat 
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Somewhat  to  turn  Mercury,  I  know  it. 

Maria.  He  is  my  hufband,  and  'tis  reafonable 
He  ihould  command  in  all  things :  Since  he  will  be 
An  afs  againil  the  hair  }5,  at  his  own  peril 
Be  it ! — rth1  morning  you  fhall  have  a  packet, 
'Till  when  I  muft  entreat  you  llay  j  you  lhall 
Not  lofe  by  it. 

Ant.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  mifrrefs ; 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  reft,  and  wait  your  pleafure. 

Maria.  Do ;  and  feck  out  the  gentleman  o'  th'  houfe  i 
Bid  him  come  to  me  prefently. 

Ant.  Who  ?  Mr.  Mercury  ? 

Maria.  Do  you  know  him,  poft  ? 

Ant.  Only  by  fight,   foriboth  : 
Now  I  remember,  your  fervant  willed  me 
To  let  you  know  he  is  the  only  man 
You  and  your  fortunes  are  now  to  reft  upon. 

Maria.  Prithee,  no  more;  I  know  all  this  already. 

Ant.  I'll  take  my  leave  now. — I  am  made  for  ever! 

Maria.  Good  night ! —  [Exit  Ant. 

I  am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  youth.  {Exit. 

Enter  Mother,  beating  Viola,  and  Alexander  with  a 
broken  glajs. 

Mather.  I'll  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Viola.  Good  miftrefs,  pardon  me  ! 

Mother.  Thou'lt  ne'er  be  good,   I  warrant  thee  ! 
Can  your  fine  fingers  hold  no  fafter  ? 

Viola.  Indeed, 
It  was  againft  my  will. 

*i  Againjl  the  h;-ir.]  In  the  Firft  Part  of  Henry  IV.  WoVcefler  fays, 
'  The  quality  ard  hair  of  oar  attempt 
'  Brooks  no  divifion  ;' 

and  Dr.  Joiinfon  remarks,  that  '  \hehair  feems  to  be  the  complexion, 
the  charaftir.  The  metaphor  appears  ha:fh  to  u«,  but,  perhaps, 
was  familiar  in  our  Author's  time.  We  ftill  fay,  fomething  is  againjt 
the  hair,  as  againjt  the  grain,  that  is,  aguinlt  the  natural  ten 
dency  ;'  and  Mr.  Steevens  acids,  '  In  an  old  comedy  called 
The  Family  of  Love,  I  meet  with  an  exprefiion  which  very 
well  fupports  Dr.  Johnfon's  firlt  explanation  :  "  They  lay,  I  am 
4  of  the  right  buir,  and  indeed  they  may  itand  to't." 

Mother. 
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Mother.  Alexander, 

Let's  fee  the  glafs  !  As  I'm  true  kirfome  woman, 
It  is  one  of  the  chryftal  glades  my  coufin  fent  me! 
And  the  baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it  cannot  be 

mended. 
Alexander,  can  Humphry  mend  this,  think  you  ? 

Alex.  No,  truly,  this  will  ne'er  be  mended. 

Viola.  Truly, 

I  meant  but  to  \vafh  it  for  the  gentlewoman 
That's  fick  above,  and,  fhaking  out  the  water, 
Knock'd  it  againfl  the  pail-fide. 

Mother.  Did  you  fo  ? 

Be  fure  I'll  flop  it !  'twill  make  a  good  gap  in 
Your  quarter's  wages,  I  can  tell  you. 

Viola.  I  pray  forgive  me, 
And  let  me  have  no  wages  this  firft  quarter. 

Mother.  Go,  whimiing,  and  fetch  two  or  three 

grating  loves 

Out  of  the  kitchen,  to  make  gingerbread  of. 
*Tis  fuch  an  untoward  thing !  [Exit  Viola. 

Alex.  She's  fomewhat  fimple, 
Indeed  j  j(he  knew  not  what  a  kimnel 34  was ; 
She  wants  good  nurture  mightily. 

Mother.  My  fon  tells  me,  Alexander, 
That  this  young  widow  means  to  fojourn  here  j 
She  offers  largely  for  her  board,  I  may 
Offer  her  good  cheer.     Prithee  make  a  ftep 
F  th'  morning  down  to  th'  parfonage  for  fome  pigeons ! 
What,  are  you  mad  there  ?  what  noife  is  that? 
Are  you  at  bowls  within  ?  Why  do  you  whine  ? 

Enter  Viola  weeping. 

Viola.  I  have  done  another  fault ;  I  befeech  you, 
Sweet  miftrefs,  forgive  me  ! 

Mother.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Viola.  As  I  was  reaching  for  the  bread  that  lay 
Upon  the  fhelf,  I  have  thrown  down  the  minc'cl-meat, 
That  ihould  have  made  the  pies  tomorrow. 

^  Kimutl.]  Or  bun/in,  is  a  powdering- tub.  Sympfon. 

Mother. 
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Mother.  Get  thee 

Out  of  my  houfe,  thou  filthy  deflroying  harlot  thou ! 
I'll  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer. 

Viola.  Good  miftrefs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  fault, 
As  much  as  it  deferves  I  I  do  not  know 
Whither  to  go. 

Mother.  No,  I  warraiit  thee ;  out  of  my  doors ! 

Viola.  Indeed  I'll  mend.  I  pray  fpeak  you  for  me! 

Alex.  If  thou  haclft  hurl'd  down  any  thing  but  the 

pie-meat, 

I  would  have  fpoke  for  thee;  but  now  I  cannot 
Find  in  my  heart. 

Mother.  Art  thou  here  yet  ?  I  think  I  muft  have 
An  officer  to  thruft  thee  out  of  my  doors,  muft  I  ? 

Viola.  Why,  you  may  flop  this  in  my  wages  too  ; 
For  God's  fake,  do  !  I'll  find  myfelf  this  year, 
And  let  me  flay. 

Mother.  Thou't  fpoil  ten  times  as  much. 
I'll  cudgel  thee  out  of  my  doors. 

Viola.  I  am  affur'd  you  are  more  merciful, 
Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difcharge  me  too. 

Af0/&fr.Doftthou  difputewithme  ?  Alexander,cany 
The  prating  hilding  forth. 

Viola.  Good  miftrefs,  hear  me  !  I  have  here  a  jewel 
My  mother  left  me,  and  'tis  fomething  worth : 
Receive  it ;  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of^that,  then  turn  me  forth ; 
Till  then,  I  pray  you  keep  me. 

Mother.  What  jiggumbob  have  we  here  ? 
Pray  God,  you  have  not  pilfer'd  this  fomewhere. 
Thou'rt  fuch  a  puling  thing  !  Wipe  your  eyes, 
And  rife ;  go  your  ways.     Alexander, 
Bid  the  cook  mince  fome  more  meat.     Come, 
And  get  you  to  bed  quickly,  that  you  may 
Up  betime  i'th'  morning  a-.milking, 
Or  you  and  I  ihall  fall  out  v/orfe  yet. 

[Exeunt  Mother  and  Alex. 

Viola.  Sh' has  "hurt  my  arm  : 
I  am  afraid  Ihe's  a  very  angry  woman, 

But 
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But,  blefs  him,  Heav'n,  that  did  me  the  moft  wrong! 
I  am  afraid  Antonio's  wife  fhould  fee  me  ; 
She  will  know  me. 

Mother  [within].  Melvia ! 

Viola.  I'm  coming;  flic's  not  angry  again,  I  hope. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Mercury. 

Merc.  Now  What  am  I  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  woman,  that  I  lov'd  fo  ?  All  I  find, 
That  I  before  imagin'd  to  be  happy, 
Now  I  have  done  it,  turns  to  nothing  elfe 
But  a  poor,  pitied,  and  a  bafe  repentance. 
Udsfoot,  I'm  monftrous  angry  with  myfelf ! 
Why  fhould  a  man,  that  has  difcourle  and  reafon, 
And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  all  in  thefe  things, 
Covet  to  have  his  wifhes  fatisfied  ? 
Which,  when  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  fhame. 
I  do  begin  to  loath  this  woman  flrangely, 
And  I  think  juftly  too,  that  durft  adventure 
Flinging  away  her  modefty,  to  take 
A  ftranger  to  her  bed,  (her  hufband's  body 
Being  fcarce  cold  i'th'  earth)  for  her  content. 
It  was  no  more  to  take  my  fenfes  with, 
Than  if  I  had  an  idle  dream  in  fleep : 
Yet  I  have  made  herpromifes,  which  grieves  me, 
And  I  muft  keep  'em  too. — I  think  fhe  hunts  me  ! 
The  devil  cannot  keep  thefe  v/omen  off, 
When  they  are  fiefh'd  once 35. 

Enter  Maria,  in  night  attire. 

Maria.  To  bed,  for  God's  fake,  Sir ! 
Why  do  you  flay  here  ?  Some  are  up  i'th'  houfe ; 
I  heard  the  wife.     Good  dear  fwee.theart,  to  bed. 

Merc.  Why,  I  am  going  !  Why  do  you  follow  me  ? 
You  would  not  have  it  known,  I  hope.  Pray  get  you 
Back  to  your  chamber  !  the  door's  hard  by.  For  me, 
I,et  me  alone  ;  I  warrant  you  ! — This  'tis 

3s  Fletched  once.~\  Corredled  in  1750. 

To 
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To  threfli  well ;  I  have  got  a  cuftomer ! 
Will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Maria.   Will  you  ? 

Merc.  Yes,  I  am  going. 

Maria.  Then  remember  your  promife  you  made  to 
marry  me. 

Merc.  I  will ;  but  it  was  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  muft  need  remembrance  : 
For,  out  of  honefty,  I  offer'd  you 
To  marry  you  fird;  why  did  you  flack  that  offer  ? 

Maria.  Alas,  I  told  you  th' inconvenience  of  it, 
And  what  wrong  it  would  appear  to  th'  world, 
If  I  had  married  you  in  fuch  poft-hafte 
After  his  death  :  Befide,  the  foolifh  people 
Would  have  been  bold  to  have  thought  we  had  lain 
Together  in  his  time,  and  like  enough 
Imagined  we  two  had  rnurder'd  him. 

Merc.  I  love  her  tongue  yet !  If  I  were  a  faint, 
A  gilded  faint,  and  fuch  a  thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  holinefs,  I  cannot  tell, 
But  I  fear  fhrewdly  I  mould  do  fomething 
That  would  quite  fcratch  me  out  o'th'  kalendar; 
And  if  I  ftay  longer  talking  with  her,  tho'  I'm  mad 
At  what  I  have  done  already,  yet  I  mall 
Forget  myfelf  again :  I  feel  the  devil 
Ready  to  hold  my  ftircup. — Pray,  to  bed  ! 
Good  night ! 

Maria.  This  kifs !  good  night,  fweet  love, 
And  peace  go  with  thee  ! — Thou  haft  prov'd  thyfelf 
Th'  Ronefteft  man  that  ever  was  entic'd 
To  that  fweet  fin,  as  people  pleafe  to  call  it, 
Of  lying  with  another's  wife ;  and  I 
I  think  the  honefteft  woman,  without  . 
Blufhing,  that  e'er  lay  with  another  man. 
I  fent  my  hufband  into  the  cellar,  poft, 
Fearing,  and  juftly,  he  mould  have  known  him; 
Which  I  did  not  purpofe  'till  I  had  had  my  end. 
Well,  now  this  plot  is  perfed,  let  him  brag  on't.  [Exfc. 

A    vr     a 
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ACT  V. 


Enter  Juftice  and  Curio  v)ifb  a  paper. 

Y'RLADY,Sir,you'verid  hard,thatyou  have* 
Curio.  They  that  have  bufmefs  muft  do  fo, 
I  take  it. 

Juft.  You  fay  true.  When  fet  you  out,  my  friend? 

Curio.  About  ten  o'clock  ;  and  I  have  rid  all  night. 

Juft.  By  th*  mafs,  you're  tough  indeed.     I've  feen 

the  day 

I  would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudeft  of  them, 
And  fling  dirt  in  their  faces,  and  I've  done't  with 
This  foolifh  body  *6,  Sir,  many  a  time  : 
But  what  can  laft  always?  'Tisdone,  'tis  done  now,  Sir! 
Age,  care,  and  office,  bring  us  to  our  footcloths, 
The  more  the  pity  ! 

Curio.  I  believe  that,  Sir ; 
But  will  it  pleafe  you  to  read  the  bufmefs  ? 

Juft.  My  friend,  I  can  read, 'and  I  can  tell  you  when. 

Curio.  'Would  I  could  too,  Sir  !  for  my  hafte  re 
quires  it. 

Juft.  Whence  comes  it,  do  you  fay  ? 

Curio.  Sir,  from  the  city. 

Juft.  Oh,  from  the  city ;  'tis  a  reverend  place — — 

Curio.  An  his  juftice  be  as  fhort  as  his  memory, 
A  dudgeon-dagger J:  will  ferve  him  to  mow  down 
Sin  withal :  What  clod-pole  commiflioner  is  this  ! 

Juft.  And, by  myfaith,govern'd  by  worthy  members, 
Diicreet  and  upright. 

56  This  foolijh  boy.]  As  buy  has  nothing  to  which  it  can  be  referr'd, 
I  corje&ur'd  we  (houid  read  body,  and  JVlr.  Theobald,  I  found,  had 
wrote  the  fame  in  his  margin.  Sympfon. 

37  Dudgeon -dagger.}  Cotgrave  explains  dague  a  roillis,  a  Scottifli 
dagger  or  duJgton  baft  dagger.  R. 

Curio. 
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Curio.  Sir,  they're  beholding  to  you; 
You've  given  ibme  of  them  a  commendation, 
They  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  years. 

Jufl.  Go  to,  go  to  !   you  have  a  merry  meaning  j 
I've  found  you,  Sir  •,  i'faith,  you  are  a  wag  ; 
Away,  fy  ! — Now  I'll  read  your  letter. 

Curio.  Pray  do,  Sir*      What  a  mifery  it  is 
To  have  an  urgent  bufinefs  wait  the  jullice 
Of  fuch  an  old  tuff-taffata,  that  knows  not, 
Nor  can  be  brought  to  understand,  more  fenfb 
Than  how  to  reftore  fupprefs'd  alehoufes, 
And  have  his  man  compound  fmall  trdpafles, 
For  ten  groats ! 

Juft.  Sir,  it  feems  here  your 
Bufmefs  is  of  a  deeper  circumftance 
Than  I  conceiv'd  it  for. — What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Curio.  Tis  for  mine  own  cafe,    I'll  allure  youf 
worfhip* 

Juft*  It  (hall  not  be,  i'faith,  friend.— Here  I  have  itj 
That  one  Antonio,  a  gentleman — 
I  take  it  fo  •,  yes>  it  is  fo— a  gentleman, ' 
Is  lately  thought  to  have  been  made  away ; 
And,  by  my  faith,  upon  a  parlous  ground  too, 
If  you  conlider.     Well,  there's  knavery  in't, 
I  fee  that  without  fpectacles. 

Curio*  Sure  this  fellow- 
Deals  in  revelation^  he's  fo  hidden  \ 
Go  thy  ways!  thou  wilt  flick  a  bench,  fpit^asformall/j 
And  Ihew  thy  agot  and  hatch'd  chain,  as  well 
As  the  beft  of  them. 

Juft.  And  now  I  have  confider'd,  I  believe  it» 

Curio.  What,  Sir? 

Juft.  That  he  was  murder'd» 

Curio.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Juft.  No. 

Curio.  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos'd  ? 

Juft.  No  -,  nor 
I  care  not  two-pence,  thofe  are  toys  •   and  yet 

3s  Stick  a  bench  ff it. ~\   Amended  in  1750. 

VOL.  IX,  P  Iveiily 
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I  verily  believe  he  was  mnrder'd, 

As  fure  as  I  believe  thou  art  a  man. 

I  never  fail'd  in  thefe  things  yet.     Ware  a  man 

That's  beaten  to  thefe  matters  -,  experience 

Is  a  certain  conceal'd  thing  that  fails  not. 

Pray  let  me  alkyou  one  thing;  why  do  you  come  to  me? 

Curio.  Becaufe  the  letter  is  addrefs'd  to  you, 
Being  the  neareft  juftice. 

Jufl.  The  neareft  ?  is  that  all  ? 

Curio.  I  think  it  be,  Sir  5 — 
I  would  be  loth  you  mould  be  the  wifcft. 

Juft.  Well,  Sir,  as  'tis,  I  will  endeavour  in  it : 
Yet,  if't  had  come  to  me  by  name,  I  know  not, 
But  I  think  it  had  been  as  foon  difpatch'd 
As  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a  wifdom, 
Ay,  and  as  happily  ;  but  that's  all  one  : 
I've  borne  this  place  this  thirty  years,  and  upwards, 
And  with  fufficient  credit,  and  they  may 
When  they  pleafe  know  me  better.  To  the  neareft  ? 
Well ! 

Curio.  Sir,  'tis  not  my  fault,  for  had  I  known 
You  fooner 

Juft.  I  thank  you,  Sir;  I  know  it. 

Curio.  I'll  be  fworn 
You  mould  have  play'd,  for  any  buflnefs  now. 

Jufl.  And  further,  they  have  fpecified  unto  me, 
His  wife's  forely  fufpe.cted  in  this  matter, 
As  a  main  caufe. 

Curio.  I  think  me  be,  Sir,  for 
No  other  caufe  can  be  yet  found. 

Jufl.  And  one  Mercury,  a  traveller,  with  whom 
They  fay  directly  fhe  is  run  away, 
And  as  they  think  this  way. 

Curio.  I  knew  ail  this  before. 

Jufl.  Well,  Sir,  this  Mercury  I  know,  and's  breeding; 
A  neighbour's  child  hard  by :  You  have  been  happy, 
Sir,  in  coming  hither. 

Curio.  Then  you  know  where 
To  have  him,  Sir  ? 
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Juft.  I  do,  Sir  j  he  dwells  near  me. 

Curio.  Idoubtyourworfhipdwdls  near  a  knave  then* 

Juft*  I  think  ib;  pray  put  on  !  But 'tis  a  wonder 
To  fee  how  gracelefs  people  are  now  given, 
And  how  bafe  virtue  is  accounted  with  them, 
That  fhould  be  all  in  all,  as  fays  a  wife  man  ! 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  and  'tis  true,  that  there  have  been 
Such  murders,  and  of  late  days,  as  'twould  make 
Your  very  heart  bleed  in  you  •,  and  fome  of  them, 
As. I  (hall  be  enabled,  I  will  tell  you. 
It  fell  out  of  late  days — — 

Curio.  It  may  be  fo, 
But  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in  this  ? 

Juft.  An  honeft  weaver,  and  as  good  a  workman 
As  e'er  mot  muttle,  and  as  clofe — 
But  ev'ry  man  muft  die — this  honeft  weaver, 
Being  a  little  mellow  in  his  ale — 
That  was  the  evidence  verbatim.  Sir — 
God  blefs  the  mark,  fprung  his  neck  juft  in  this  place: 
Well,  Jarvis,  thou  hadft  wrongs,  and  if  I  live 
Some  of  the  beft  lhall  fweat  for't  !    Then  a  wench—* 

Curio.  But,  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  bufincfs. 

Juft.  A  fober  pretty  maid,  about  feventeen 
They  fay,  certainly,  howfoe'er  'tis  muffled, 
She  burft  .herfelf,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  fo, 
With  furmety  at  a  churching ;  but  I  think 
The  devil  had  another  agent  in't; 
Either  of  which,  if.  I  can  catch,  (hall  ftretch  for't. 

C#n'0.This  is  a  mad  Juftice,  that  will  hang  the  devil  I 
But  I  would  you  would  be  fliort  in  this,  before 
That  other  notice  can  be  given. 

Juft.  Sir, 

I'll  do  difcreetly  what  is  fitting*     What, 
Antonio  ! 

Serv.  [within].  Your  worm 5 p  ! 

Juft.  Put  on  your  beft  coat, 
And  let  your  fellow  Mark  go  to  the  c6nftable> 
And  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  fpeed  he  can, 
And  all  the  power;  and  provide  pen  and  ink  to 

J?  a  Take 
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Take  their  confefllons  ;  and  my  long  fword  J9  I 
I  cannot  tell  what  danger  we  may  meet  with. 
You'll  go  with  us  ? 

Curio.  Yes ;  wnat  elfe  ? 
I  came  to  that  end  to  accufe  both  parties. 

Juft.  May  I  crave  what  you  are  ? 

Curio.  Faith,  Sir,  one 

That  to  be  known  would  not  profit  you,  more 
Than  a  near  kinfman  of  the  dead  Antonio's. 

Juft.  'Tis  well.  I'm  forry  for  my  neighbour,  truly, 
That  he  had  no  more  grace j  'twill  kill  his  mother : 
She  is  a  good  old  woman.     Will  you  walk  in  ? 
I  will  but  put  my  cloak  on,  and  my  chain  off, 
And  a  clean  band,  and  have  my  fhoes  black'd  over, 
And  fhift  my  jerkin,  and  we'll  to  our  bufinefs ; 
And  you  (hall  fee  how  I  can  boult  theie  matters. 

Ctirio.  As  foon  as't  pleafe  you,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio  and  Rlcardo. 

VaL  This  is  the  place ;  here  did  I  leave  the  maid 
Alone  laft  night,  drying  her  tender  eyes, 
Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  c^efirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Ric.  How  rude  are  all  we  men, 
That  take  the  name  of  civil  to  ourfelves  ! 
If  fhe  had  fet  her  foot  upon  an  earth 
Where  people  live  that  we  call  barbarous, 
Tho'  they  had  had  no  houfe  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  fpoil'd  the  glory  that  the  fpring  , 
Has  deck'd  the  trees  in,  and  with  willing  hands 
Have  torn  their  branches  down  ;  and  every  man 
Would  have  become  a  builder  for  her  fake. 
What  time  left  you  her  here. 

VaL  I  left  her,  when 
The  fun  had  fo  much  to  his  fet,  as  he 

J9  Long  fiuord.]     In  Shakefpeare's   Romeo  and  Juliet,   Capulet 
fays,  '  Give  me  my  long  faord?  and  Dr.  Johnfon  remarks,  '  The 

*  long  /word  was   the  fword   ufed  in  war,  which  was  fometimes 

*  wielded  with  both  hands.' 

Is 
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Is  now  got  from  his  place  of  rile. 

Ric.  So  near 
The  night,  fhe  could  not  wander  far.     Fair  Viola  ! 

Val.  It  is  in  vain  to  call  j  fhe  fought  a  houfe, 
Without  all  quefbion. 

Ric.  Peace!  —  Fair  Viola  ! 
Fair  Viola  !  —  Who  mould  have  left  her  here 
On  fuch  a  ground  ?   If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her, 
You  might  have  found  there  wtre  no  echoes  here 
To  take  her  name  '9,  and  carry  it  about, 
When  her  true  lover  came  to  mourn  for  her, 
'Till  all  the  neighbouringr  vallies  and  the  hills, 

o  CJ  * 

Relbunded  Viola  ;  and  fuch  a  place 
You  fhould  have  chofe  !  You  pity  us 
Becaufe  the  dew  a  little  wets  our  feet40; 
(Unworthy  far  tofeekiier,  in  thewet!) 
And  what  becomes  of  her  ?  where  wander'd  fhe, 
With  two  fhowers  raining  on  her,  from  her  eyes 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There's  neither  tree  nor  houfe  to  fhelter  her  ?  — 
Will  you  go  with  me  to  travel  ? 

Val.  Whither? 

Ric.  Over  all  the  world. 

Val.  No,  by  my  faith  -,  I'll  make  a  fhorter  journey 

39  -  .  Jf  you  hud  meant  to  iojc  her, 

Ton  might  ha<ve  found  there  were  no  echoes  here 

To  take  her  name.]     Sympfon  reads, 

-  -  If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her, 

You  might  have  found  where  there  no  echoes  were 

70  take  her  name  ; 

but  furely  the  old  text  conveys  the  fame  fenfe. 
*°  You  pity  us  becaufe 

The  de-w  a  little,  &c.]  Thefe  lines  are  fo  unworthy  of  our 
Authors,  that  I  cm  hardiy  think  'em  theirs  ;  and  I  am  fure  the  author 
of  Jeronimo  (whom  cur  Poets,  as  well  as  Shakefpeare  and  Jonfon, 
abufe)  might,  when  they  quote  in  derifion  this  line  of  his, 

'  Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  bed  ?' 
have  juiHy  retorted, 

nvandred  foe, 


With  t~MO  flowers  raining  on  her,  from  ber  eyes  • 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  nvbicb 

neither  tree  nor  haufe  to  foclter  ber  f  SjmbfoH. 

P  3  When 
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When  I  do  travel. 

Ric.  But  there  is  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  fhorter  way* 

Veil.  Why,  what's  your  end  ? 

Ric.  It  is  to  fearch  the  earth, 
?Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  fhapes  of  men, 
As  wicked  as  ourfelves, 

VaL  'Twere  not  fo  hard 
To  find  out  thofe. 

Ric.  Why,  if  we  find  them  out, 
It  were  the  better;  for  what  brave  villainy 
Might  we  four  do  ! — We  would  not  keep  together  j 
For  every  one  has  treachery  enough 
For  twenty  countries :  One  fhoula  trouble  Afia; 
Another  (hould  low  ft  rife  in  Africa  ; 
But  you  mould  play  the  knave  at  home  in  Europe 
And  for  America  let  me  alone. 

VaL   Sir,  I  am  honeftcr 
Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong'd,  but  I  mall  find  myfelf  a  right. 

Ric.  If  you  had  any  fpark  of  honefty, 
You  would  not  think  ihac  honefter  than  I 
Were  a.praife  high  enough  to  ferve  your  turn-: 
If  men  were  commonly  ib  bad  as  I, 
Thieves  would  be  put  in  calendars  for  faints ; 
And  bones  of  rnurd'rers  would  work  miracles, 
I  am  a  kind  of  knave,  of  knave  fo  much 
There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  viicil  elie — • 
But  the  next  place  of  all  t.o  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  Viola,  Nan,  and  Madge,  with  fails \ 

VaL   That  laft  is  me  j  'tis  me! 

Ric.  Let  us  away  ; 

"We  mall  infect  her  !  let  her  have  the  wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here. 

Viola.  Wenches,  away  } 
for  here  are  men. 

Val.  Fair  maid,  I  pray  you  flay,  [Takes  hold  of  Viola-. 
Alas !  again  ? 
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Ric.  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her  ? 
I  pray  heartily,  let  her  go. 

Veil.  With  all  my  heart ;  I  do  not  mean  to  hurt  her. 

Ric.  But  (land  away  then  !  for  the  pureft  bodies 
Will  faoneft  take  infedion  •,  ftand  away  ! 
But  for  inferring  her  myfelf,  by  Heav'n, 
I  would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  off. 

Viola.  I  know  that  voice  and  face. 

Val.  You're  finely  mad  ! 
God  b'w'ye,  Sir  !  Now  you  are  here  together, 
Ji'll  leave  you  fo ;  God  fend  you  good  luck,  both  ! 
When  you  are  foberer  you'll  give  me  thanks.     [Exit. 

Madge.  Wilt  thou  go  milk?  Come. 

Nan.   Why  deft  not  come  ? 

Madge.  She  nods,  {he's  afleep. 

Nan.  What,  wert  up  fo  early  ? 

Madge.  I  think  yon 

Man's  mad  to  kneel  there.     Nay,  come,  come  away. 
Uds  body,  Nan,  help  !  me  looks  black  i'th'  face ; 
She's  in  a  fwoon. 

Nan.  An  you  be  a  man,  come  hither, 
And  help  a  woman  ! 

Ric.  Come  hither  ?  You  are  a  fool. 

Nan.  And  you  a  knave  and  a  beaft,  that  you  are. 

Ric.  Come  hither  ?  'twas  my  being  now  fo  near 
That  made  her  Iwoon  ;  and  you  are  wicked  people, 
Or  you  would  do  fo  too  :  My  venom  eyes 
Strike  innocency  dead  at  fuch  a  diftance-, 
Here  I  will  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  diftance. 

.Afofl.Thou'rt  a  prating  afs!  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thee, 
I  warrant.     How  doft  thou  ?  .  \Viola  recovers. 

Viola.   Why,  well. 

Madge.  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Viola.  No ;  pray  go  you  and  milk  :  If  I  be  able 
To  come,  I'll  follow  you ;  if  not,  I'll  fit  here 
'Till  you  come  back. 

Nan.  I'm  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  fool. 

Viola.  I  know  him  well ;  I  warrant  thee  he'll  not 
hurt  me. 

P  4 
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Madge.   Come  then,  Nan.  \Exeunt  maids. 

Ric.  How  do  you  ?  Be  not  fearful,  for  I  hold 
My  hands  before  my  m  >uth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 
My  breath  can  never  blaft  you. 

Viola.  'Twas  enough 

To  ute  me  ill,  tho'  you  had  never  fought  me 
To  mock  me  too  :   Why  kneel  you  fo  far  off? 
Were  not  that  gefture  better  us'd  in  prayer  ? 
Had  I  dealt  fo  with  you,  I  fhould  not  deep, 
'Till  Heav'n  and  you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Ric.  I  do  not  mock  •,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a  villain 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptiole 
To  you  :  But  I  do  kneel,  becaufe  it  is 
An  adion  very  fit  and  reverent, 
In  prefence  of  fo  pure  a  creature ; 
And  fo  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend 
One  too  much  vyrong'd  already. 

Viola.  You 

Confefs  you  did  the  fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come 
So  far  as  hither,  to  afk  pardon  for't ; 
Which  I  could  willingly  afford  to  come 
To  you  to  grant.     Good  Sir,,  if  you  have 
A  better  love,  may  you  be  blefs'cl  together  ! 
She  fhall  not  wifh  you  better  than  I  will. 
I  but  offend  you  !   There  are  all  the  jewels 
I  dole;  and  all  the  love  I  eve'r  had 
I  leave  behind  with  you  ;  I'll  carry  none 
To  give  another  :  May  the  next  maid  you  try 
Love  you  no  worfe,  nor  be  no  worfe  than  I ! 

Ric.  Do  not  leave  me  yet,  for  all  my  fault ! 
Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoffible, 
And  put  me  on  them  ;  when  they  are  effected, 
I  may  with  better  modefty  receive 
Forgivenefs  from  you. 

Viola.  I  will  fet  no  penance, 
To  gain  the  great  forgivenefs  you  defire, 
But  to  come  hither,  and  take  me  and  it ; 
Or  elfe,  I'll  come  and  beg,  fo  you  will  grant 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven ! 

Ric. 


THE      COXCOMB.       233 

Ric.  Nay,  I  will  come,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 
And,  fince  yon  pleafe  to  pardon  me,  I  hope 
free  from  infection.     Here  I  am  by  you, 
A  carelefs  man,  a  breaker  of  my  faith, 
A  loathfome  drunkard  ;  and  in  that  wild  fury, 
A  hunter  after  whores  !  I  do  befeech  you 
To  pardon  all  thefe  faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honrft,  fober,  and  a  faithful  man  ! 

Viola.  For  HeavVs  fake,  urge  your  faults  no  more, 

but  mend  ! 

All  the  forgivenefs  I  can  make  you,  is, 
To  love  you  ;  which  I  will  do,  and  defire 
Nothing  but  love  again ;  which  if  I  have  not 
Yet  I  will  love  you  ftill. 

Ric.  Oh,  women  !  that  fome  one  of  you  will  take 
An  everlafting  pen  into  your  hands, 
And  grave  in  paper  (which  the  writ  fhall  make 
More  lading  than  the  marble  monuments) 
Your  matchlefs  virtues  to  pofterities  ; 
Which  the  defective  race  of  envious  man 
Strives  to  conceal ! 

Viola.  Methinks  I  would  not  now,  for  any  thing3 
But  you  had  mifs'd  me  :  I  have  made  a  ftory 
Will  ferve  to  wafte  many  a  winter's  fire, 
When  we  are  old:  I'll  tell  my  daughters  then 
The  miferies  their  mother  had  in  love, 
Ant    -ay,  My  girls,  be  wifer  !  yet  I  would  not 
Have  had  more  wit  myfelf.     Take  up  thofe  jewels, 
For  I  think  I  hear  my  fellows  coming. 

Enter  Madge  and  Nan  with  their  fails, 

Madge.  How  doft  thou  now  ? 

Viola.  Why,  very  well,  I  thank  you.     It  is  late; 
Shall  I  hafte  home  ? 

Nan.  I  prithee  !  we  fhall  be  ftient  4I 
Soundly. 

*~<  Sbent.}  This  word  occurs  in  Hamiet,  and  Mr.  Steevens  fays, 
'  "Tojbend  is  to  treat  vyith  injurious  language,' 

Madge. 
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Madge.  Why  does  that  railing  man  go  with  ns  ? 

Vicla.  I  prithee,  fpeak  well  of  him :  On  my  word, 
He  is  an  hpnefb  man  ! 

Nan.  There  was  never  any  fb 
Cn  his  complexion.     A  gentleman  ? 

A  <J  , 

I'd  be  aiham'd  to  have  fuch  a  fowl  mouth.    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mother,  Alexander,  Andrugio,  and  Rowland. 

Mother.  How  now,  Alexander  ?•  What  gentleman 
is  this  ? 

Alex.  Indeed,  forfooth,  I  know  not ; 
I  found  him  at  the  market,  full  of  woe, 
Crying  a  loft  daughter,  and  telling  all 
Her  tokens  to  the  people;  and,  what  you  wot  ? 
By  all  defcription  in  the  world41,  it  fhould  be 
Our  new  maid  Melvia ;  (one  would  little  think  it!) 
Therefore  I  was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her,  miftrefs. 

Mother.  Melvia  ?  it  cannot  be,  fool !  Alas, 
You  know  fhe  is  a  poor  wench,  and 
I  took  her  in  upon  mere  charity. 

Andr.  So  feem'd  my  daughter  when  flie  went  away, 
As  fhe  had  made  herfelf. 

Mother.  What  ftature  was  your  child  of,  Sir  ? 

Andr.  Not  high,  and  of  a  brown  complexion, 
Her  hair  auburn,  a  round  face,  which  fome  friends, 
That  flatter'd  me,  would  fay  'twould  be  a  good  one. 

Alex.  This  is  ftill  Melvia,  miftreis ;  that's  the  truth 
on't! 

Mother.  Tt  may  be  fo,  I'll  promife  you. 

Alex.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  our  town! 
For  a  hand  and  a  foot  I  fhall  ne'er  fee  thy  fellow. 

Mother.  But  had  fhe  not  fuch  toys  as  bracelets,  rings, 
and  jewels  ? 

Andr.  She  was  fomething  bold  indeed,  to  take  fuch 
things 

**•  By  all  fubfci  iption  in  the  wor/d  ]  If  Alexander  was  an  affe&er 
of  hard  words,  I  fhould  be  inclined  to  iec  this  iland  ;  but  as  he  1'eems 
throughout  a  feafible  good-natured  fellow,  I  would  chooie  to  read, 

Sjmf/^n. 

That 
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That  night  Ihe  left  me. 

Mother.  Then  belike  fhe  run  away  ? 

Andr.  Tho5  Ihe  be  one  I  love,  I  dare  not  lie  3 
She  did  indeed. 

Mother.  What  think  you  of  this  jewel  ? 

Andr.  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine-; 
You've  made  me  a  new  man  !  I  thank  you  for  it. 

Mother.  Nay, 

An  nie  be  given  to  filching,  there's  your  jewel ; 
I  am  clear  on't.     But,  by  your  leave,  Sir,  you 
Shall  anfwer  me  for  what  is  loft  fmce  ihe 
Came  hither  ;  I  can  tell  you  there  lie  things 
Scattering  in  every  place  about  the  houie. 

Alex.  As  I  am  virtuous,  I  have  the  lyingft 
Old   gentlewoman    to   my  mifcrefs,  and   the  mofl: 

malicious — 

The  devil  a  good  word  will  (he  give  a  fervant; 
That's  her  old  rule !  and,  God  be  thanked,  they  will 
Give  her  as  few ;  there's  perfect  love  on  both  fides. 
It  yearns  my  heart  to  hear  the  wench  mifconilruedj 
A  careful  foul  fne  is,  I'll  be  fworn  for  her ; 
And  when  (he's  gone,  let  them  fay  what  they  will, 
They  may  caft  their  caps  at  fuch  another. 

Andr.  What  you  have  loft  by  her,  with  all  my  heart 
I'll  fee  you  double  paid  for ;  you  have  fav'd, 
With  your  kind  pity,  two  that  muft  not  live, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  thank  you.     Take  this  jewel ; 
This  ftrikes  off  none  of  her  offences,  miftrefs  4?. 
'Would  I  might  fee  her ! 

Mother.  Alexander,  run, 
And  bid  her  make  hafte  home;  Ihe's  at  the  milking-? 

clofe  : 

But  tell  her  not  by  any  means  who's  here ; 
I  know  fhe'll  be  too  fearful. 

45  This  ftrikes  off"  t\(  ne  of  her  ojfcncei.~\  Sympfon,  totally  miftak- 
ing  Andrugio's  meaning,  fays,  «  Why  then  \\zpaid  his  jewel  for 
*  nothing  ;'  and  reads, 

'This  jlrikes  off  one  of  her  offences,  miftrefs. 

Jt  did  not  occur  to  him,  that  the  jewel  was  meant  as  a  giftt  not  as  a 
payment. 

Alex. 
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Alex.  Well,  we'll  have 
A  pofTet  yet  at  parting,  that's  my  comfort  -, 
And  one  round  too,  or  elfe  I'll  lofe  my  will.    \_Exif. 

Ar.dr.  You  fliall  find  Silvio,  Uberto,  and  Pedro, 
Enquiring  for  the  wench  at  the  next  town  : 
7>11  them  fhe's  found,  and  where  I  am,  and,  with 
The  favour  of  this  gentlewoman,  defire  them 
To  come  hither. 

Mother.  I  pray  do  -,  they  fliall  be  all  welcome. 

[Exit  Rowland. 

Enter  Juftice,  Curio,  and  Mark. 

'Jufl.  By  your  leave,  forfooth!  you  fliall  fee  me  find 
The  parties  by  a  Height. 

Mother.  Who's  that  ?  Mr.  Juftice  ? 
How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Juft.  Why,  very  well,  and  bufy. 
Where's  your  fon  ? 

Mother    He's  within,  Sir. 

Juft.  Hum  j  and  how  does 

The  young  woman  my  coufin,  that  came  down  with 
him? 

Mother.  She's  above  j  as  a  woman  in  her  cafe  maybe. 

Juft.  You  have  confefs'd  it  ? 

Then,  firrah,  call  in  the  officers  line's  no  coufin  of  mine; 
A  mere  trick  to  difcover  all ! 

Mother.  To  difcover  ?  what  ? 

Enter  Mark  and  Ojficers. 

Jufl-.  You  fliall  know  that  anon  :  I  think  I  have 
Over-reach'd  you  !  Oh,  welcome  !  Enter  the  houfe, 
And  by  virtue  of  my  warrant,  which  you  have  th,ere, 
Seize  upon  the  bodily  perfons  of  thofe  whofe  names 
Are  there  written  •,  to  wit,  one  Mercury,  and  the  wife 
Of  one  Antonio. 

Mother.  For  what  ? 

Juft.  Away,  I  fay ! 
Thib  gemleman  fhall  certify  yon  for  what.     \Ew.  Offi. 

Moiber.  He  can  accufe  my  fon  of  nothing  j 
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He  came  from  travel  but  within  theie  two  days. 

Juft.  There  hangs  a  tale. 

Mother.  I  mould  be  forry  this  mould 
Fall  out  at  any  time,  but  efpecialiy  now. 
Sir,  will  you  favour  me  fo  much,  as  to  let  me  know 
Of  what  you  accufe  him  r 

Curio.  Upon  fufpicion  of  murder. 

Mother.  Murder  ?  i  defy  thee  ! 

Curio.  I  pray  God  he  may 
Prove  himfelf  innocent. 

Juft.  Fy,  fay  not  fo  ! 

Youihewyourfelf  to  be  no  good  commonwealth's  man, 
For  the  more  are  hang'd   the  better  'tis  for  the  com 
monwealth. 

Mother.  By  this  rule  you  were  bed  hang  yourieif. 

Jufl.  I  forgive  your  honeft  mirth  ever. 

Enter  Mark  and  officer s^  with  Mercury' and  Maria, 

Oh,  welcome,  welcome,  Mark  ! 

Your  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  take  their  examinations, 

Merc.  Why  do  you  pull  me  fo  ?  I'll  go'  alone. 

Juft.  Let  them  ttand, 
Let  them  (land  quietly,  whilft  they're  examia'd. 

Maria.  What' will  you  examine  us  of? 

Juft.  Of  Antonio's  murder. 

Merc.  Why,  he  was  my  friend. 

Maria.  He  was  my  hufband. 

Juft.  The  more  fhame  for  you  both  !  Mark,  yc^, 
pen  and  ink. 

Mother.  Pray  God  all  be  well !    [  never  knew 
Any  of  thde  travellers  come  to  good.    I  befeech  you, 

Sir, 
Be  favourable  to  my  fon. 

Jufl.  Gentlewoman, 
Hold  you  content ;  I  would  it  were  come  to  that ! 

Merc.  For  God's  fake,  mother, 
"Why  kneel  you  to  fuch  a  pig-brib'd  fellow  ? 
H'has  furfeited  of  geefe,  and  they  have  put  him 
Into  a  fit  of  juftice :  Let  him  do  his  worft  ! 
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Juft.  Is  your  paper  ready  ? 
Mark.  I  am  ready,  Sir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Juft.  Accufe  them,  Sir ;  I  command  thee  to  lay  down 
Accufations  againft  thefe  perfons,  in  behalf 
Of  the  ftate  :  And  firft  look  upon  the  parties 
To  be  accus'd,  and  deliver  your  name. 

Curio.  My  name  is  Curio  j  my  murder'd  kinfman, 
If  he  were  living  now,  1  mould  not  know  him, 
It  is  fo  long  fince  we  faw  one  another. 

Ant.  My  coufin  Curio  ? 

Curio.  But  thus  much  (from  the  mouths 
Of  his  fervants  and  others,  whofe  examinations  I  have 
In  writing  about  me)  I  can  accufe  them  of: 
This  Mercury,  the  laft  night  but  this  laft, 
Lay  in  Antonio's  houfe,  and  in  the  night 
He  rofe,  railing  Antonio,  where  privately 
They  were  in  talk  an  hour,  to  what  end  I  know  not  5 
But  of  likelihood,  finding  Antonio's  hcufe 
Not  a  fit  place  to  murder  him  in,  he  fuffer'd  him 
To  go  to  bed  again ;  but  in  the  morning 
Early  he  train'd  him  I  think  forth ;  after  which  time 
He  never  faw  his  home.     His  cloaths  were  found 
Near  the  place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the  people 
At  firft  denied  they  faw  him  ;  but  at  laft 
They  made  a  frivolous  tale,  that  there  he  fhifted  himfelf 
Into  a  footman's  habit :  But  in  mort, 
The  next  hour  this  woman  went  to  Mercury, 
And  in  her  coach  they  pofted  hither.   True  accufations 
I  have  no  more,  and  I  will  make  none. 

Juft.  No  more? 

We  need  no  more.     Sirrah,  be  drawing 
Their  mittimus,  before  we  hear  their  anfwer. 
What  fay  you,  Sir  ?  are  you  guilty  of  this  murder  ? 

Merc.  No,  Sir. 

Juft.'  Whether  yon  are  or  no,  confcfs  j 
It  will  be  the  better  for  you. 

Merc>  If  I  were 

Guilty, 
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Guilty,  your  rhetoric  could  not  fetch  it  forth. 
But  tho'  I  am  innocent,  I  confeis,  that  if  I 
Were  a  ftander-by,  thefe  circumitances  urg'd, 
Which  are  true,  would  make  me  ddubtlefs  believe 
The  accufed  parties  to  be  guilty. 

Juft.  Write  down, 

That  he  being  a  ftander-by  (for  fo  you  fee  he  is) 
Doth  doubt lefly  believe  the  accufed  parties, 
Which  is  himielf,  to  be  guilty. 
Merc.  I  fay  no  fuch  thing. 
Juft.  Write  it  down,  I  fay ;  we'll  try  that. 
Merc,  I  care  not  what  you  write. — 
Pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him  for  my  love  !  [Stpart, 

Tho'  I  am  free  from  this,  we  both  deferve - 

Maria.  Govern  your  tongue,  I  pray  you  !  all  is  well  j 
My  hulband  lives,  I  know  it,  and  I  fee  him. 

Juft.  They  whifper  !  fever  them  quickly,  I  fay. 
Officers,  why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another  ? 
Gentlewoman,  what  fay  you  to  this  ? 
Are  not  you  guilty  ? 

Maria.  No,  as  I  hope  for  mercy. 
Juft.  But  are  not  thofe  circumftances  true,  that  this 
Gentleman  hath  fo  fhortly  and  methodically  deliver'd  ? 
Maria.  They  are-,  and  what  you  do  with  me  I  care  not, 
Since  he  is  dead  in  whom  was  all  my  care. 
You  knew  him  not  ? 

Juft.  No,  and't  been  better 
For  you  too,  an  you  had  never  known  him. 

Maria.  Why  then,  you  did  not  know  the  world's 

chief  joy : 

His  face  fo  manly  as  it  had  been  made 
To  fright  the  world ;  yet  he  fo  fweetly-temper'd, 
That  .he  would  make  himfelf  a  natural  fool, 
To  do  a  noble  kindnefs  for  a  friend. 
He  was  a  man  whofe  name  I'll  not  out-live, 
Longer  than  Heav'n,  whofe  will  mufl  be  obey'd, 
Will  have  me  do. 

Ant.  And  I  will  quit  thy  kindnefs.  \Afidc. 

Juft.  Before  me,  Hie  has  made  the  tears 

Stand 
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Stand  in  mine  eyesj  but  I  muft  be  auftere. 
Gentlewoman,  you  muft  confefs  this  murder. 

Maria.  I  cannot,  Sir-,  I  did  it  not.   But  I  defire  to  fee 
Thofe  examinations  which  this  gentleman 
Acknowledges  to  haVe  about  him,  for 
But  late  laft  night  I  reodv'd  letters  from 
The  city  •,  yet  I  heard  or"  no  confefiion,  then. 

Juft.  You  mall  fee  them  time  enough,  I  warrant  you. 
But  letters  you  fay  you  had  •,  where  are  thofe  letters  ? 

Maria.  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

Juft.  Gone  ?  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
How  have  you  difpos'd  of  'em  ? 

Maria.  Why,  Sir, 
They  are  for  womens'  matters,  and  fo  I  ufe  'em. 

Juft.   Who  writ  'em  ? 

Maria.  A  man  of  mine. 

Juft.  Who  brought  'em  ? 

Maria.  A  pod. 

Juft.P^  poft  ?  there  was  fome  great  hafte  fure:  Ha,hai 
Where  is  that  poft  ? 

Maria.  Sir,  there  he  flands. 

Juft.  Does  he  fo  ? 

Bring  hither  that  poft !  I  am  afraid  that  poft 
Will  prove  a  knave.     Come  hither,  poft  !   What, 
"What  can  you  fay  concerning  the  murder  of  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Juft.  Oh,  poft,  you  have  no  anfwer  ready,  have  you  ? 
I'll  have  one  from  you. 

Ant.  You  {hall  have  no  more 
From  me  than  you  have.     You  examine  an  honeft 
Gentleman  and  gentlewoman  here.    JTis  pity 
Such  fools  as  you  mould  be  i'th'  commiffion. 

Juft.  Say  you  fo,poft?  take  away  that  poft!  whip  him, 
And  bring  him  again  quickly.  I'll  hamper  you,  poft. 

Merc.  'Tis  Antonio  •,  1  know  him  now  as  well — 
What  an  irregular  fool  is  this  ! 

Ant.   Whip  me?   hold  off! 

Maria.  Oh,  good  Sir,  whip  him  !  By  his  murmuring 
He  fhould  know  fomtthing  of  my  hufband's  death, 
That  may  quit  me :  For  God's  fake,  fetch  it  out  f 

Juft. 
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Juft.  Whip  him,  I  fay !    [Ant.  throws  off  his  difguife. 

Ant.  Who  is't  dares  whip  me  now  ? 

Maria.  Oh,  my  lov'd  hufband  ! 

Merc.   My  moft  worthy  friend  ! 
Where  have  you  been  fo  long  ? 

Ant.  I  cannot  fpeak  for  joy  ! 

Juft.  Why,  what's  the  matter  now  ?  and  fhall  not 
Law  then  have  her  courfe  ? 

Andr.  It  mall  have  no  other  courfe 
Than  it  has,  I  think. 

Juft.  It  mall  have  other  courfe 
Before  I  go,  or  I'll  beat  my  brains  :  And  I  fay- 
It  was  nothoneilly  done  of  him  to  difcover 
Himfelf  before  the  parties  accus'd  were  executed, 
That  law  might  have  had  her  courfe;  for  then 
The  kingdom  flourifhes. 

Ant.  But  fuch  a  wife  as  thou  had  never  any  man ; 
And  fuch  a  friend  as  he,  believe  me,  wife, 
Shall  never  be!  Good  wife,  love  my  friend; 
Friend,  love  my  wife.     Hark,  friend  ! 

Juft.  Mark, 

If  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  fhall  fvvear 
The  peace  of  forhebody. 

Mark.   Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  By  my  troth, 
I'm  forry  my  wife  is  fo  obftinate : 
Sooth,  if  I  could  yet  do  thee  any  good, 
I  would,  i'faith  I  would. 

Merc.  I  thank  you,  Sir; 
I've  loft  that  paffion. 

Ant.  Coufm  Curio, 
You  and  I  mull  be  better  acquainted. 

Curio,  It  is  my  wifh,  Sir. 

Ant.  lihouldnot  have  known  you  neither, 'tis  folong 
Since  we  faw  each  other;  we  were  but  children  then  ; 
But  you  have  fhew'd  yourfelf  an  honeft.man  to  me.  j 

Curio.  I  would  be  ever  fo. 

Enter  Rlcardo  and  Viola. 
Mother.  Look  you  !  who's  there  ? 
VOL.  IX.  .          Andr. 
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Andr.  Say  nothing  to  me  j  for 
Thy  peace  is  made. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 
But  that  you  are  her  father ;  you  can  both 
Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a  wrong, 
But  love  where  you've  receiv'd  inoft  injury. 

Juft.  I  think  I  fhall  hear  of  no  hanging  this  year ! 
There's  a  Tinker  and  a  whore  yet,  the  cryer  faid, 
That  robb'd  her,  and  are  in  prifon  ;  I  hope 
They  mail  be  hang'd. 

Andr.  No,  truly,  Sir,  they  have  broke  prifon. 

Jitft.  'Tis  no  matter  >9  then  the  jailor  {hall  be  hang'd, 

Andr.  You  aredeceiv'd  in  that  too,Sir-,  'twas  known. 
To  be  againft  his  will,  and  he  hath  got 
His  pardon  \  I  think,  for  nothing  ; 
But  if't  doth  coft  him  any  thing,  I'll  pay  it. 

Juft.  Mark,  up  with  your  papers  j  away  ! 

Merc.  Oh, 

You  (hall  ftay  dinner ;  I've  a  couple  of  brawling 
Neighbours,  that  I'll  affure  you  won't  agree, 
And  you  mail  have  the  hearing  of  their  matter. 

Jujl.   With  all  my  heart. 

Merc.  Go,  gentlemen,  go  in. 

Ric.  Oh,  Viola,  that  no  fucceeding  age 
Might  loie  the  memory  of  what  thou  wert ! 
But  fuch  an  overfwayed  fex  is  yours, 
That:  all  the  virtuous  actions  you  can  do  ' 
Are  but  as  men  will  call  them  :  And  I  fwear, 
Tis  my  belief,  that  women  want  but  ways 
To  praife  their  deeds,  but  men  want  deeds  to  praife. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 

*/  2  A  I  S   ended  ;  but  my  hopes  and  fears  begin  : 

j[_      Nor  can  it  be  imputed  as  a  iin 
In  me  to  wifh  it  favour.     If  this  nioht 

o 

To  the  judicious  it  hath  giv'n  delight, 

I  have  my  ends  :  And  may  fuch,  for  their  grace 

VouchXif'd  to  this,  find  theirs  in-  every  place! 


WIT  AT    SEVERAL   WEAPONS, 


COMEDY. 


This  Play  Is  afcribed  to  Fletcher  by  the  Commendatory  Verfes  of  Gar 
diner  ;  the  Epilogue,  towfwt  fpeaks  of  it  as  the  produEiion  of  both 
Authors.  The  firft  publication  of  it  was  in  the  folio  of  1647.  It 
•was  brought  on  the  J}age,  altered  by  Ci.lley  Cibber^  about  the  begin 
ning  of  the  prefent  century,  under  the  title  of  the  Rival  Foals,  but 
without  any  Juccefs. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONA 


MEN. 

Sir  Perfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  knight,  a  great  admirer 

of  wit. 

Wittypate  Oldcraft,  his/on,  an  accomplijhed  gentleman. 
Sir  Gregory  Fop,  a  witlejs  lord  of  land. 
Cunningham,  adijcreetgentleman3  Sir  Gregory's  comrade 

andfupplanter. 

Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  a  decay* d  knight,  7  two  Jharking 
Prifcian,  a  poor  fcholar,  J    companions. 

Pompey  Doodle,  a  clown,  Sir  Gregory1  s  man,  a  piece 

of  puff-pafte,  like  his  mafter. 
Mr.  Credulous,  nephew  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  Jballow- 

braindjcholar. 


WOMEN. 

Niece  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  rich  and  witty  heir. 

Lady  Ruinous,  wife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 

Guardianefs  to  Sir  Perfidious 's  Niece,  an  old  doting 

crone. 
Mirabell,  the  Guardianefs' s  niece. 
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ACT         I. 

Enter  Sir  Perfidious  Oldcraft  and  Wittypate. 
Witty.  /^  I R,  I'm  no  boy  \  I'm  deep  in  one  and  twenty-, 
^%k  The  fecond  year's  approaching. 
k_J*       Oldc.  A  fine  time  for 
A  youth  to  live  by  his  wits  then,  I  mould  think, 
If  e'er  he  mean  to  make  account  of  any. 

Witty.  Wits,  Sir? 

Oldc.  Ay,  wits,  Sir;  if  it  be  fo  ftrange  to  thee, 
I'm  forry  I  fpent  that  time  to  get  a  fool, 
I  mie;ht  have  employ'd  my  pains  a  great  deal  better: 
Thou  know'ii  all  that  I  have  I  ha'  got  by  my  wits. 
And  yet  to  fee  how  urgent  thou  art  too  ! 
It  grieves  me  thou  art  ib  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  means ;  I  never  ofFer'd  it 
My  parents  from  a  fchool-boy  ;  pail  nineteen  once, 
(See  what  thefe  times  are  grown  to)  before  twenty 
I  rufn'd  into  the  world,  which  is  indeed  much  like 
The  art  of  fwimming,  he  that  will  attain  to't 
Mud  fall  plump,  and  duck  himfelf  at  fir  it, 
And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  advent'rous ; 
And  not  ftand  putting  in  one  foot,  and  fhiver, 
And  then  draw  t'other  after,  like  a  quake-buttock  j 
Well  he  may  make  a  padler  in  the  world, 
From  hand  to  mouth,  but  never  a  brave  fwimmer, 
Borne  up  by  th'  chin,  as  1  bore  up  myfelf, 

with 
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With  my  ftrong  induftry  that  never  fail'd  me  ; 

For  he  that  lies  borne  up  with  patrimonies, 

Looks  like  a  long  great  afs  that  fwims  with  bladders : 

Come  but  one  prick  of  adverfe  fortune  to  him, 

He  finks,  becaufe  he  never  tried  to  fwim, 

When  Wit  plays  with  the  billows  that  choak'd  him.    * 

Witty.  Why,  is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  a  father,  Sir, 
Out  of  his  yearly  thoufands  to  allow 
His  only  fon  a  competent  brace  of  hundreds, 
Or  fuch  a  toy  ? 

Oldc.  Yes ;  if  he  mean  to  fpoil  him, 
Or  mar  his  wits,  he  may,  but  never  I. 
This  is  my  humour,  Sir,  which  you'll  find  conftant; 
I  love  wit  fo  well,  becaufe  I  liv'd  by't,  that  I'll 
Give  no  man  power  out  of  my  means  to  hurt  it, 
And  that's  a  kind  of  gratitude  to  my  raiier, 
.Which  great  ones  often  forget.     I  admire  much 
This  age's  dullnefs  !   When  I  fcarce  writ  man, 
The  firit  degree  that  e'er  I  took  in  thriving, 
I  lay  intelligencer  clofe  for  wenching, 
Could  give  this  lord  or  knight  a  true  certificate 
Of  all  the  maidenheads  extant ;  how  many  lay 
'Mongft  chambermaids,  how  many  'mongft  exchange- 
wenches 

(Tho'  never  many  there,  I  muft  confefs, 
They  have  a  trick  to  utter  ware  fo  faft) ; 
I  knew  which  lady  had  a  mind  to  fall, 
Which  gentlewoman  new  divorc'd,  which  tradefman 

breaking, 

The  price  of  every  finner  to  a  hair, 
And  where  to  raife  each  price ;  which  were  the  termers 
That  would  give  velvet  petticoats,  tiffue  gowns, 
Which  pieces,  angels,  fuppers,  and  half-crowns : 
I  knew  how  to  match,  and  make  my  market ; 
Could  give  intelligence  where  the  pox  lay  lege, 
And  then  to  fee  the  lechers  {hi ft  a  point 
' Twas  fport  and  profit  too;  how  they  would  fhim 
Their  ador'd  miftrefs'  chambers,  and  run  fearfully, 
Like  rats  from  burning  houfes  j  fo  brought  I 

My 
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My  clients  o'  the  game  ftill  fafe  together, 
And  noble  gameflers  lov'd  me,  and  I  felt  it. 
Give  me  a  man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  fay  I, 
And's  never  left  u  groat !  there's  the  true  gallant. 
When  I  grew  fomewhat  purfy,  I  grew  then 
In  mens'  opinions  too,  and  confidences ; 
They  put  things  call'd  executorfhips  upon  me, 
The  charge  of  orphans,  little  fenfelefs  creatures, 
Whom  in  their  childhoods  I  bound  forth  to  feltmakers, 
To  make  'em  lofe,  and  work  away  their  gentry, 
Difguife  their  tender  natures  with  hard  cu  1.1pm, 
So  wrought  'em  out  in  time ;  there  I  rofe  ungently. 
Nor  do  I  fear  to  difcourfe  this  unto  thee  •, 
I'm  arm'd  at  all  points  againft  treachery, 
I  hold  my  humour  firm  ;  if  I  can  fee  thee  thrive  by 
Thy  wits  while  1  live,  I  fhall  have  the  more  courage 
To  truil  thee  with  my  lands  when  I  die  •,   if  not, 
The  next  belt  win  I  can  hear  of,  carries  'em  : 
For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge  fo  many  rich 

children 

£>f  the  city  conclude  in  beggary,  I'd  rather 
Make  a  wife  ftranger  my  executor 
Than  afoolifh  fon  my  heir,  and  have  my  lands  callM 

after 
My  wit  than  after  my  name ;  and  that's  my  nature. 

Witty .'Tis  a  ftrange  harfh  one !  Muft  I  ftill  fhift  then? 
I  come,  brave  cheats  !  once  to  my  trade  again  ! 
And  I'll  ply't  harder  now  than  e'er  I  didfor't1. 
You'll  part  with  nothing  then,  Sir  ? 

Oldc.  Not  a  jot,  Sir. 

Witty.  If  I  fhould  afk  you  bleffing  ere  I  go,  Sir, 
I  think  you  would  not  give't  me. 

Oldc.  Let  me  but  hear  thou  liv'ft  by  thy  wits  once, 
Thou  fhalthave  any  thing  ;  thou'rt  none  of  mine  elfc  ! 
Then  why  fhould  I  take  care  for  thee  ? 

Witty.  Thank  your  bounty  !  \Exit. 

Oldc.  So  wealth  love  me,  and  long  life,  I  befeeqh  itj, 

1   Than  ier  1  did for't.  j  Symplon  read:-, 
Than  ier  I  did  Before. 

AS 
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As  I  do  love  the  man  that  lives  by  his  wits, 
He  comes  fo  near  my  nature !  I'm  grov/n  old  now, 
And  even  arriv'd  at  my  laft  cheat,  I  fear  me ; 
But  'twill  make  fhift  to  bury  me,  by  day-light  too, 
And  difcharge  all  my  legacies,  'tis  fo  wealthy, 
And  never  trouble  any  intereft  money. 
I've  yet  a  niece  to  wed,  over  whofe  fteps 
I  have  plac'd  a  trufty  watchful  Guardianefs, 
Forfear  fome  poor  earl  fteal  her('thas  been  threatened) 
To  redeem  mortgag'd  land,  but  he  fhall  mifs  on't ; 
To  prevent  which,  I  have  fought  out  a  match  for  her, 
Fop  of  Fop-Hall  he  writes  himfelf,  (I  take  it, 
The  ancient'ft  Fop  in  England)  with  whom  I've  pri 
vately 
Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  portion, 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  Pop  and  Cunningham. 
And  fhe  feems  pleas'd;  fo  two  parts  reft  with  me. — 
He's  come.  Sir  Gregory,  welcome  !  What's  he,  Sir? 

Greg.  Young  Cunningham,  a  Norfolk  gentleman, 
One  that  has  liv'd  upon  the  Fops,  my  kindred, 
Ever  fmce  m'y  remembrance.     He's  a  wit  indeed, 
And  we  all  ftrive  to  have  him ;  nay,  'tis  certain 
Some  of  our  name  has  gone  to  law  for  him. 
Now  'tis  my  turn  to  keep  him  ;  and  indeed 
He's  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  wits  are  : 
But  I  will  give  him  over  when  I  lift ; 
I  ha'  us'd  wits  fo  before. 

Oldc.  I  hope  when  you're  married,  Sir, 
You'll  fhake  him  off. 

Greg.  Why,  what  do  yon  take  me  to  be, 
Old  father-i'-law  that  lhall  be  *  ?  Do  you  think 

a  Old  father-i'-law  that  Jhall  beJ\  But  tiiat  'tis  plain  he  never 
could  be.  The  mifiakiiig  of  one  letter  for  another  is  very  ufual  j  but 
here  the  Editor  hns  made  a  greater  flip,  and  has  changed  one  word 
for  another.  Vncle-in  laiv  is  what  Sir  Gregory  defigns  to  call  him. 
So  in  this  r><Tt  a  little  lower,  the  old  Knight  fays  to  Sir  Gregory, 

Tujh,   Nephew,  Til  tall  you  fo, 

And  in  aft  the  third  S:r  Gregory  fays  to  him, 

lf$  as  fine  a  noife,   Uncle,  as  heart  (an  -luijb.        Sfi*pfo*» 
We  believe  the  text  genuine,  and  the  flip  perhaps  intentional 

rn 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS.   249 

I'll  have  any  of  the  wits  hang  upon  me  after  I  am 

married  once  ? 

None  of  my  kindred  ever  had  before  me. 
But  where's  this  Niece  ?  Is  it  a'fafhion 
In  London  to  marry  a  woman,  and  never  fee  her  ? 

OA/c.Excufethe  nicenefs,Sir!  that  care's  your  friend; 
Perhaps,  hadfhe  been  feen,  you  had  never  feen  her: 
There's  many  zjpent  thing,  call'd  An't  like  your  honour •, 
That  lies  in  wait  for  her :  At  firft  fnap  fhe's  a  countefs, 
Drawn  with  fix  mares  thro' Fleet-Street,  and  a  coach 
man, 

Sitting  bareheaded  to  their  Flanders  buttocks. — 
This  whets  him  on. 

Greg.  Pray  let's  clap  up  the  bufmefs,  Sir  ! 
I  long  to  fee  her.     Are  you  fure  you  have  her  ? 
Is  fhe  not  there  already  ?  Hark,  hark,  oh,  hark! 

Oldc.  How  now  ?  what's  that,  Sir  ? 

Greg.  Every  caroch  goes  by, 
Goes  ev'n  to  th'  heart  of  me. 

Oldc.  I'll  have  that  doubt  eas'd,  Sir, 
Inftantly  eas'd,  Sir  Gregory :  And,  now  I  think  on't, 
A  toy  comes  i'  my  mind,  feeing  your  friend  there ; 
We'll  have  a  little  fport,  give  you  but  way  to't, 
And  put  a  trick  upon  her-,  I  love  wit  precioufly ! 
You  fhali  not  be  feen  yet ;  we'll  ft  ale  your  friend  firft, 
If 't  pleafe  but  him  to  ftand  for  th'  anti-mafque  3. 

Gregt  Phojhe  fhall  ftand  for  any  thing(  why  his  fupper 
Lies  i'  my  breeches  here) ;  I'll  make  him  faft  eife. 

Oldc.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpectedly, 
The  mafque  itfelf,  a  thoufand  a-'year  jointure : 
The  cloud,  your  friend,  will  be  then  drawn  away. 
And  only  you  the  beauty  of  the  play. 

Gre*.  For  red  and  black,  I'll  put  down  all  your  fullers; 

Let  but  your  Niece  bring  white,  and  we  have  three 

colours.  [Exit  Greg. 

Oldc.  I'm  given  to  underftand  you  are  a  wit,  Sir. 

Cunn.  I'm  one  that  fortune  fhews  fmall  favor  to,  Sir. 

J    &*tittmJkC\   i  his,   1  believe,  piO|  erly  me^ns  a  maji^ug  ofanticks. 

Whalley. 
Oldc. 
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Oldc.  Why,  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  you 

will  or  no,  Sir. 
To  tell  you  truth,  I'm  taken  with  a  wit. 

Cunn.  Fowlers  catch  woodcocks  fo ;  let  not  them 
knew  fo  much ! 

Oldc.  Apeflilencemazard!  adukeHumphreylparka 
H'had  rather  lofe  his  dinner  than  his  jell ! — 
I  fay,  I  love  a  wit  the  beft  of  all  things. 

Cunn.  Always  except  yourfelf. 

Oldc.  H'  has  giv'n't  me  twice  now 

Enter  Niece  and  Guardianejs. 

All  with  a  breath,  I  thank  him  !  But  that  I  love  a  wit, 
I  fhould  be  heartily  angry.     Cuds,  my  Niece  ! 
You  know  the  bufinefs  with  her  ? 

Cunn.  With  a  woman  ? 
'Tis  ev'n  the  very  fame  it  was,  I'm  fure, 
Five  thoufand  years  ago,  no  fool  can  mifs  it. 

Oldc.  This  is  the  gentleman  I  promis'd,  Niece, 
To  prefent  to  your  affection. 

Cunn.  Ware  that  arrow  ! 

Oldc.  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your  liking. 

Cunn.  I'm  fpoil'd  already ;  that  fuch  poor  lean  game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I  am  ! 

Oldc.  Go,  fet  to  her,  Sir. — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Cunn.  How  noble  is  this  virtue  in  you,  lady ! 
Your  eye  may  feem  to  commit  a  thoufand  (laughters 
On  your  dull  fervants,  which  truly  tailed 
Conclude  all  in  comforts. 

Oldc.  Pho! 

Niece.  It  rather  Ihews 
What  a  true  worth  can  make.,  fuch  as  yours  is. 

Oldc.  And  that's  not  worth  a  groat. — How  like 
you  him,  Niece  ? 

Niece.  It  fhall  appear  how  well,  Sir :  I  humbly 
thank  you  for  him. 

Oldc.  Ha,  ha!  good  gullery !  he  does  it  well, i'faith. 
'Slight,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip-land  there : 
Hold,  hold !  bear  off,  I  fay  ! 

'Slid, 
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'Slid,  yo\ir  part  hangs  too  long. 

Cunn.  My  joys  are  mockeries. 

Niece.  You've  both  exprefs'd  a  worthy  care  andlove^ 

Sir: 

Had  mine  own  eye  been  fet  at  liberty 
To  make  a  publick  choice  (believe  my  truth,  Sir) 
It  could  not  ha'  done  better  for  my  heart 
Than  your  good  providence  has. 

Oldc.  Yon  will  fay  fo  then  ! 
Alas,  fweet  Niece,  all  this  is  but  the  fcabbard; 
Now  I  draw  forth  the  weapon. 

Niece.  How  ! 

Oldc.  Sir  Gregory  ! 
Approach,  thou  lad  of  thoufands  ! 

Enter  Sir  Gregory, 

Greg.  Who  calls  me  ? 

Niece.  What  motion's  this  ?  the  model  of  Niniveh*? 

Oldc.  Accoft  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advife  thee! 

Greg.  I  was  advis'd  to  beftow  dainty  colt  on  you. 

Niece.  You  were  ili-advis'd  -,  back,  and  take  better 

counfel ! 

You  may  have  good  for  an  angel :  The  lead  coil 
You  can  beftow  upon  a  woman,  Sir, 
Trebles  ten  counfellors'  fees ;  in  lady-ware, 
You're  over  head  and  ears,  ere  you  be  aware. 
Faith,  keep  a  batchelor  ftill,  and  go  to  bowls,  Sir, 
Follow  yourmiftrefs  there,  and  prick  and  fave,  Sir! 
For  other  miftreiTes  will  make  you  a  Have,  Sir. 

Greg.  So,   fo !  I  have  my  lerrepoop  already. 

Oldc.  Why,  how  now,  Niece  ?  this  is  the  rnan,  I 
tell  you ! 

Niece.  Fie?  hang  him!  Sir,  I  know  you  do  but  mock  j 
This  is  the  man,  you  would  fay. 

Oldc.  The  devil  rides,  I  think ! 

4  The  model  of-'  Nintveb.]  i 'ne  model  of  Nineveh  appears  to  h,ive 
beenapuppec  (how  in  great  repute  in  the  time  of  our  Authors.  It  is  men 
tioned  in  'ths  old  comedy  of  li-very  Woman  in  Her  Humour,  i6::g, 
quarto,  fignaturc  H.  '  I  have  feen  the  city  of  new  Niaervehl  and 
'  Julius  Cazfar,  aclcd  by  mammets.'  It  is  alib  taken  notice  of  by  Ben 
Joaf.cn  in  his  Burthoiemew-Fair,  adv.  fc.  i. 

Cunn. 
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Cunn.  I  muft  ufe  cunning  here. 

Oldc.  Make  me  not  mad  !  ufe  him  with  all  refpe6t| 
This  is  the  man,  I  fwear. 

Niece.  'Would  you  could  perfuade  me  to  that ! 
-  Alas,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me,  uncle : 
You  carry  a  jefl  well,  I  muft  confefs, 
For  a  man  of  your  years ;  but 

Oldc.  I'm  wrought  befide  myfelf ! 

Cunn.  [to  the  Guardianejs.']  I  ne'er  beheld 
Comelinefs  'till  this  minute. 

Guard.  Oh,  good  fweet  Sir, 
Pray  offer  not  thefe  words  to  an  old  gentlewoman ! 

Niece.  Sir! 

Cunn.  Away,  fifteen  !  here's  fifty-one  exceeds  thee, 

Niece.  What's  the  bufmefs  ? 

Cunn.  Give  me  thefe  motherly  creatures !  Come, 

ne'er  fmother  it ; 
I  know  you  are  a  teeming  woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth,  a  young  gentleman  might  do  much, 
I  think,  Sir. 

Cunn.  Go  to  then. 

Guard.  And  I  fhould   play  my  part,  or  I  wer^ 
in  grateful. 

Niece.  Can  you  fo  foon  negle6t  me  ? 

Cunn.  Hence!  I'm  bufy. 

Oldc.  This  crofs  point  came  in  luckily.  Impudent 

baggage, 

Hang  from  the  gentleman  !  art  thou  not  aiham'd 
TO  be  a  widow's  hind'rance  ? 

Cunn.  Are  you  angry,  Sir  ? 

Oldc  .You're  welcome !  pray  court  on  :  I  fhall  defire, 
Yourhoneft  wife  acquaintance.     Vex  me  not, 
After  my  care  and  pains  to  find  a  match  for  thee, 
Left  I  confine  thy  life  to  fome  out-chamber, 
Where  thou  fhalt  wafte  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  youth, 
Like  a  confuming  light  in  her  own  focket, 
And  not  allow'd  a  male-creature  about  thee  ! 
A  very  monkey,  thy  neceftity 
Shall  prize  at  a  thotifand  pound  \  a  chimney-fweeper 
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At  fifteen  hundred. 

Niece.  But  are  you  ferious,  uncle  ? 

Oldc.  Serious. 

Niece.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  gentleman 
With  more  heed  !  then  I  did  but  hum  him  over, 
In  hafte,  good  faith,  as  lawyers  chancery  fheets. 
Befhrew  my  blood,  a  tolerable  man, 
Now  I  diftinctly  read  him  ! 
.    Greg.  Hum,  hum,  hum  ! 

Niece.  Say  he  be  black,  he's  of  a  very  good  pitch ; 
Well-ankled,  two  good  confident  calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  fhrink  at  the  ninth  child ; 
The  rednefl  in  the  face — why,  that's  in  fafhion, , 
Moft  of  your  high  bloods  have  it ;  'tis  a  fign 
Of  greatnefs,  marry; 

'Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  May-butter: 
I'll  fend  to  my  lady  Spend-tail  for  her  medicine. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum ! 

Niece.  He's  qualified  too,  believe  me. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum  ! 

Niece.  Where  was  my  judgment  ? 

Greg.  Lum  .te  dum,  dum,  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum ! 

Niece.  Perfection's  cover'd  mefs. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum  ! 

Niece.  It  {'mokes  apparently.     Pardon,  fweet  Sir, 
The  error  of  my  fex  ! 

Oldc.  Why,  well  faid,  Niece ! 
Upon  fubmifiion,  you  muft  pardon  her  now,  Sir. 

Greg.  I'll  do  it  by  courfe :  Do  you  think  I'm  an. 

afs,  knight  ? 
Here's  firft  my  hand  ;  now  it  goes  to  the  feal-ofHce. 

Oldc.  Formally  finifh'd !  How  goes  this  fn  it  forward  ? 

Cunn.'l'm  taking  meafure  of  the  widow's  mind,  Sir; 
I  hope  to  fit  her  heart. 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a  young  morfel  now  ?  Things  come  in  minutes ! 

Greg.   Trufb  him  not,   widow ;    he's  a  younger 

brother, 

He'll  fwear  and  lie ;  believe  me,  he's  worth  nothing. 

Guard. 
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Guard.  He  brings  more  content  to  a  woman  with 

that  nothing, 

Than  he  that  brings  his  thoufands  without  any  thing; 
We  have  precedents  for  that  amongft  great  ladies. 
Oldc.  Come,  come  !  no  language  now  fhall  be  in 

fafhion 
Butyour  love-phrafe,  the  bell  toprocreation.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry ,  Witty-pate,  and  Prifcian. 

Witty.  Pox,  there's  nothingputs  me  befides  my  wits, 
But  this  fourth,  this  lay  illiterate  fhare; 
There's  no  conscience  in't. 

Ruin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  fo 

Where  I  have  practis'd,  and  muft  be  dill  where  I  am. 
Nor  has  it  been  undeferv'd  at  the  year's  end, 
And  fhuffle  the  almanack  together,  vacations 
And  term-times,  one  with  another;  tho'  I  fay't, 
My  wife  is  a  woman  of  a  good  fpirit ; 
Then  it  is  no  lay-fhare^ 

Prif.  Faith,  for  this  five  year, 
Ego  pojjum  probare,  I  have  had 
A  hungry  penurious  fhare  with  'em, 
And  fiie  has  had  as  much  as  I  always. 

Witty.  Prefent,  or  not  prefent  ? 

Prif.  Refidens  aut  non  rejidens,  per  fidem! 

Witty v  And  what  precedent's  this  for  me  ?  becaufe 
Your  hie  &  h<ffcy  turpis  and  qui  mihi 
Difcipulus  brains  (that  never  got  any  thing 
But  by  accidence  and  uncertainty) 
Did  allow  it,  therefore  I  muft,  that  have  grounded 
Conclufions  of  wit,  hereditary  rules 
From  my  father,  to  get  by  ? 

Ruin.  Sir,  be  compendious ; 
Either  take  or  refufe:  -I  will  'bate  no  token 
Of  my  wife's  fhare ;  make  even  the  laft  reckonings, 
And  either  fo  unite,  or  here  divide  company. 

Prif.  A  good  refolution,  profefto  !  let  every  man 
Beg  his  own  way,  and  happy  man  be  his  dole  ! 

Witty.  Well,  here's  your  double  fhare,  and  fmgle 
brains, 

Pol, 
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Pol,  sedipol,  here's  toward  ;  a  caftor  ecajlor  for  you  ! 
!  will  endure  it  a  fortnight  longer,  but 
By  thefe  juft  five  ends 

Prif.  Take  heed  !  five's  odd  •> 
Put  both  hands  together  or  feverally, 
They  are  all  odd  unjuft  ends. 

Witty.  MediusJiduiS)  hold  your  tongue  ! 
I  depofe  you  from  half  a  fhare  prefently  elfe : 
I  will  make  you  a  participle,  and  decline  you  j  now 
You  underftand  me  !  Be  you  a  quiet  conjunction 
Amongft  the  undeclinedj  yon  and  your  Latin 
Ends  lhall  go  fhift,  Jolus  cumfolo,  together  elfe; 
And  then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  gold 
And  filver,  enough  to  ferve  that  gerundine  maw  of 

yours, 
That  without  do  will  end  in  di  and  dum  inftantly 

Enter  Older  aft  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Ruin.  Enough,  enough !  Here  comes  company ! 

we  lofe 
Five  fliares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

V/ttty.  My  father  ?  Put  on,  Prifcian ! 
He  has  Latin  fragments  too  ;  but  I  fear  him  not ! 
I'll  cafe  my  face  with  a  little  more  hair,-  and  relieve. 

Oldc.  Tufh,  nephew  !  I'll  call  you  fo,  for  if  there  be 
No  other  obfcacles  than  thofe  you  fpeak  of, 
They  are  but  powder  charges  without  pellets ; 
You  mayfafely  front  'em>  and  warrant  your  own  danger. 

Greg.  No  other  that  I  can  perceive,  i'faith,  Sir  : 
For  I  put  her  to't,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I  could ; 
And  the  ftrongeil  repulfe  was,  flie  faid, 
She  would  have  a  little  foldier  in  me, 
That,  if  need  were,  I  fhould  defend  her  reputation. 

Oldc.  And  furely,  Sir,  that  is  a  principle 
Amongfc  your  principal  ladies:  They  require  valour 
Either  in  a  friend  or  a  hufband. 

Greg.  And  I  allow 

Their  requefls  i'faith,  as  well  as  any  woman's 
can  defire :  If  I  knew  where  to  get 

Valour, 
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Valour,  I  would  as  willingly  entertain  it 
As  any  man  that  blows. 

Oldc.  Breathes,  breathes,  Sir;  that's  the  fweeter 
phrafe. 

Greg.  Blows  for  a  foldier,  i'faith,  Sir  !  and  I'm  in 
Practice  that  way. 

Oldc.  For  a  foldier,  I  grant  it. 

Greg.  'Slid! 

I'll  fwaliow  fome  bullets,  and  good  round  ones  too, 
But  I'll  have  a  little  foldier  in  me. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg, 
Or  fteal  and  be  hang'd  ? 

Greg.  And  fome  fcholar  fhe  would  have  me  befides. 

Oldc.  Tufh,  that  fhall  be  no  bar 5;  it  is  a  quality 
In  a  gentleman,  but  of  the  leaft  queflion. 

Prif.  Salvete,  domlni  benignijfimi,  munificent ijjimi ! 

Oldc.  Sahete  diets  ad  nos  ?  jubeo  te  faluere  ! 
Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latin,  and  other  metal  in  us  too,  Sir. 
You  fhall  fee  me  talk  with  this  fellow  now. 

Greg.  I  could  find  in  my  heart ,to  talk  with  him  tooa 
If  I  could  underftand  him. 

Prif.  ChariJJimi6) 

DoE?iffimiquey  domini,  ex  alundantid 
Charitatis  veftrte  eftote  propitii  in  mejuvenem 
Miferum,  pauperem,  &  omni  cvnfolatione  exulem  ! 

Oldc.  A  pretty  fcholar,  by  rny  faith,  Sir !  but  I'll 
to  him  again. 


?  Greg.  And  fome  fcholar  foe  would  have  me  befides, 

Tuft/,  that  Jhall  be  no  bar,  &c.]  The  impropriety  of  making 
Sir  Gregory  both  tell  the  tale  and  give  the  anf\ver,  inclined  me  to  prefix 
OUcraft  before  Tvfi,  tbat  Jhall.  &c.  Sympjon. 

6  Prif.  CbariJJimi,  doftijfimique,  Domini,   ex  abutidantia 
Cbaritafis  veftree  ejlote  propitii  in  r,ie  jejunum 
Miferv.m.~\   ClariJJlmi  1  prefer  to  charijjim:.     Jejunum  loo 
I  can  by  no  means  approve,  tho1  fenle,  becauie  it  is  only  an  arbitrary 
reading  of  the  Editor  of  the  copy  of  1679.     That  of  1647,  repre- 
fents  the  pafiage  thus  ;  ejlote  propitii  in  me  junenem,  which,  tho'  not 
fenfe,  becaafe  not  Latin,  will  yet  be  the  hand-maid  to  le^d  us  to  what 
might  very  poilibly  have  been  the  original  reading  ;  and  that  with  no 

more  trouble  than  tutning  of  an  «  in;o  a  u, propitii  in  me  juvenem. 

Synpfi*. 
Greg. 
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Greg.  Does  he  beg  or  (leal  in  this  language,  can  you 

tell,  Sir? 

He  may  take  away  my  good  name  from  me, 
And  I  ne'er  the  wifer. 

Oldc.  He  begs,  he  begs,  Sir. 
Prif.  Ecce,  ecce,  in  oculis  lachrymarum  flumen  !  in  ore 
Fames  fttifque ;  ignis  in  vultu^  Qudor  &?  impudent ia  ; 
In  omni  'parts  nccejjitas  &  indigentia. 

Oldc.  Audi  tu  bonus  Jocius  j    tu  es  fcholafticus,  fa 

intelligo, 

Ego  fa  dam  argument  urn. 
Mark  now,  Sir,  now  I  fetch  him  up  ! 

Greg.  I've  been  fetch'd  up  a  hundred  times  for  thisf 
Yet  I  could  never  learn  half  fo  much. 

Oldc.  Audi,  &rejponde\  hoc  eft  argument um:  Nomen  eft 
Nomen-- ergo ,  qucd  eft  tibi  nomen?  Refponde  nunc, 
Refpcnde  ar gum-en  turn  meum. 
Have  I  not  put  him  to't,  Sir  ? 
Greg.  Yes,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 
Witty.  Step  in  !  the  rafcal  is  put  out  of  his  penn'd 

fpeech, 

And  he  can  go  no  further. 
Oldc.  Cur  won  refpcndes  ? 
Prif.  O  domine,  tanta  mea  eft  miferia  •    >- 
4    Witty.  So  !   he's  almoil  in  again. 

Prif.  Ut  no  He  mecum  pernoffst  egeftas,  luc;  quotidie 
Paupertas  habitet. 

Oldc.  Sed  quod  eft  tibi  nomen  ?  &  quis  dedit  ?  refpondt 
Argumenium. 

Prif.  Hem,  hem  t 

Witty.  He's  dry-,  he  hems :  On  quickly  ! 
Ruin.  Courteous  gentlemen, 

If  the  brow  of  a  military  face  may  not  be  ofFenfive 
To  your  generous  eye-balls,    let  his   wounds  fpeak 

better  than  his  words, 

For  fome  branch  or  fmall  fprig  of  charity  to  be  planted 
Upon  this  poor  barren  foil  of  a  foldier. 

Oldc.  How  now !  what,  arms  and  arts  both  go  a- 
begging  ? 
VOL.  IX.  R  Ruin. 
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Ruin.  Such  is  the  poft-progrefs  of  cold  charity  novv- 

a-days, 
Who  (for  heat  to  her  frigid  limbs)  paffcs  in  fo  fwift 

a  motion 
That  two  at  the  lead  had  need  be  to  ftay  her. 

Greg.  Sir,  let's  reward 'em,  I  pray  yon ;  and  be  gone! 
If  any  quarrel  mould  arife  amongft  us, 
I  am  able  to  anfwer  neither  of  them  •,  his  iron 
And  fteel  tongue  is  as  hard  as  t'other's  Latin  one. 

Oldc.  Stay,  ftay,  Sir !  !  will  talk  a  little  with  him  firft: 
Let  me  alone  with  both  !   I  will  try  whether  they 
Live  by  their  wits  or  no ;  for  fuch  a  man  I  love. — 
And,  what,  you  both  beg  together  then  ? 

Prif.  Conjtmffiis  mai:ibusy  profeEfo,  domine. 

Ruin.  With  equal  fortunes,  equal  distribution  -, 
There's  not  the  breadth  of  a  fword's  point  uneven 
In  our  divifion. 

*~Greg.  What  two  qualities 
Are  here  caft  away  upon  two  poor  fellows  ! 
If  a  man  had  'em  that  could  maintain 'em,  what 
A  double  man  were  that !  If  thele  two  fellows 
Might  be  bought  and  fodden,  and  boii'd  to  a  jelly, 
And  eaten  failing  every  morning,  I  do  not 
Think  but  a  man  ihould  find  ftrange  things  in  his 
flomach. 

Oldc.  Come,  Sir,  join  your  charity  with  mine, 
And  we'll  make  up  a  couple  of  pence  betwixt  us. 

Greg.  If  a  man  could  have  a  pennyworth  for  his  penny, 
I  would  beftow  more  money  with  'em. 

Witty.  Save  you,  gentlemen  !   How  now  ? 
What,areyou  encounter'd  here  ?  What  fellows  are  thefe? 

Oldc.  Faith,  Sir,  here's  Mars  and  Mercury  ;  a  pair 
Of  poor  planets,  it  feems,  that  Jupiter 
Has  turn'd  out  to  live  by  their  wits,  and  we  are  e'en 
About  a  little  fpark  of  charity 
To  kindle  'e;n  a  new  fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  flay,  Sir ! 
You  may  abufe  your  charity,  nay,  make 
That  goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than  a  vice : 

So 
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So  many  deceivers  walk  in  thefe  fhadows  now-a-days. 
That  certainly  your  bounties  were  better  fpilt, 
Than  referv'd  to  fo  lewd  and  vicious  ufes.-— 
Which  is  he  that  profefies  the  ibldier  ? 

Ruin.  He  that  profeiTes  his  own  profeflion,  Sir, 
And  the  dangerous  life  he  hath  led  in  ic 

o 

This  pair  of  half-fcore  years. 

Witty.  In  what  fervices  have  you  been,  Sir  ? 

Ruin.  The  firft  that  flefli'd  me  a  foldier,  Sir, 
Was  that  great  battle  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary, 
Where  the  noble  Englilh  Stukeley  fell7,  and  where 
That  royal  Portugal  Sebaitian  ended 
His  untimely  days. 

Witty.   Are  you  fure  Sebaflian  died  there  ? 

Ruin.  Faith,  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  rumour  hop'd 
Amongft  us  8,  that  he,  wounded,  elcap'd,  and  touch'd 
On  his  native  fhore  again  ;  where  finding  his  country 

at  home 

More  diftrefs'd  by  the  invafion  of  the  Spaniard, 
Than  his  lofs  abroad,  forfook  it,  (till  fupporting 
A  miferable  and  unfortunate  life, 
Which  where  he  ended  is  yet  uncertain. 

Witty.  By  my  faith,  Sir, 
He  fpeaks  the  neareft  fame  of  truth  in  this. 

jR#/tf.Since,Sir,  Iferv'dinFrance,theLowCountries4 
Laftly,  at  that  memorable  fkirmifh.  at  Newport 9, 

7  The  great  battle  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary,  where  the  nolle  Englifh 
Stukeley  fell,  and  where  that  royal  Portugal  Sebaftian,  fcrV.J  TJx! 
battle  of  Alcazar   was  fought    in  Auguft,    1578.     Don   Sebafiian* 
one  of  the  kings  who  fell  in  that  engngement,  being  not  found  aftei1 
the  battle,  was  for  a  long  time  fuppofed  to  have  efcaped,  and  reported 
to  be  living  in  fevera!  different  countries. — Of  Stukeley,  who  appears 
to  have  been  a  difiblute  Englifhman,  born  in  Devonfhire,  a  volunteer 
in  that  battle,  after  having  diflipated   his  property,   an  account  may 
be  feen  in  an  old  ballad  publimed  in  Evans's  collection,  1777,  vol.  n. 
p.  103.     See  alfo  an  old  play,  entitled,  The  Battle  of  Alcazar,  with 
the  death  of  captain  Stukeley,  4to.    1594.  R. 

8  Hop't  amongft  us.]   Theobald  and  Seward  would  read,  HOPT 
amor.gft  us. 

9  That  memorable  fiinni/h,  &c.]  This  memorable  Jklrmijb  at  New 
port  happened  on  the  zzdof  July,    i6co,  between  prince  Albert  and 
prince  Maurice  de  Naflau  j  the  fprmer  commander  of  the  Spaniards, 

R  2  and 


260  WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 
Where  the  forward  and  bold  Scot  there  fpent  his  life 
So  freely,  that  from  every  fingle  heart 
That  there  fell,  came  home,  from  his  refolution, 
A  double  honour  to  his  country. 

Witty.  This 
Should  be  no  counterfeit,  Sir. 

Oldc.  I  do  not  think  he  is,  Sir. 

Witty.  But,  Sir,  methinks  you  do  not  (hew  the  marks 
Of  a  foldier  :  Could  you  fo  freely  fcape, 
That  you  brought  home  no  fears  to  be  your  chronicle  ? 

Ruin.  Sir,  I  have  wounds,  and  many ;  but  in  thofc 

parts 

Where  nature  and  humanity  bids  me  fhame 
To  publifh. 

Witty.  A  good  foldier  cannot  want 
Thofe  badges. 

Greg.  Now  am  not  I  of  your  mind 
In  that  •,  for  I  hold  him  the  belt  foldier 
That  fcapes  beft :  Always  at  a  mock-fencing  '* 
I  give  him  the  beft  that  has  the  feweft  knocks. 

Witty.  Nay,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  your  fchoiar,  too. 

To  afk  you 

Why  you  mould  be  poor,  yet  richly  learn'd, 
Were  no  queftion,  at  leaft,  you  can  eafily  anfwer  it ; 
But  whether  you  have  learning  enough  to  deferve 
To  be  poor  or  no  (iince  poverty  is  commonly 
The  meed  of  learning)  is  yet  to  be  tried  : 
You  have  the  languages  ?  I  mean  the  chief, 

c.?        c?  * 

As  the  Hebrew,  Syriac,  Greek,  Latin,  &c. 

PriJ.  Aliquantulum ;  non  totaliter,  domine. 

Oldc.  The  Latin  I  have  fufficiently  tried  him  in, 
And  I  promife  you,  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

Witty.  I  will  prove  him  in  fome  of  the  reft. 

and  the  latter  of  the  forces  of  the  States-General.  The  Spaniards 
were  worftsd,  ?.nd  fufhined  the  lofs  of  2000  men  killed,  befides  a 
great  number  taken  prifoners.  This  battle  is  mentioned  in  feveral 
contemporary  writers ;  but  we  do  not  find  the  leaft  notice  taken  in  any 
of  the  accounts  of  the  forward  and  bold  Scot,  whofc  bravery  is  here 
celebrated  by  our  Authors.  R. 

10  A  cock- fencing.]  Corrected  by  Sympfon. 
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^ma  miois  father cis  ifte  cock-fcomboy  ? 

Prif.  Kay  yonkeron  nigitton  oy  fouler oi  afmifoy. 

Witty.  Cheater  on  ton  bit  on? 

Prif.  Tons  pollous  firikerous,  angelo  to  feefo. 

•  Witty.  Certainly,  Sir, 
A  very  excellent  fcholar  in  the  Greek. 

Oldc.  I  do  note  a  wondrous  readinefs  in  him. 

Greg.  I  do  wonder 

How  the  Trojans  could  hold  out  ten  years'  fiege, 
As  'tis  reported,  againft  the  Greeks  :  if  Achilles 
Spoke  but  this  tongue,  I  do  not  think  but  he 
Might  have  fhaken  down  the  walls  in  a  fevennight, 
And  ne'er  troubled  the  wooden  horfe. 

Witty.  I  will  try  him  fo  far  as  I  can  in  the  Syriac. 
Kir  com  bragmen^  jhag  a  don  ma  dell  mathou. 

Prif.  Plajhagath  rabgabajh  foobos  onoriadka. 

Witty.  Cclpack  rubajca^  gnawerthem  Jhig  foag. 

Prif.  Napjhamothem  ribJJoe  bongomofto  lafhemech  nagothi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen,  I  have  done  !  any  man,  that  can, 
Go  further  !   I  confefs  rnyfelf  at  a  nonplus, 

Greg.  Faith,  not  I,  Sir  •,  I  was  at  my  furtheft 
Jn  my  naturallanguage-,  I  was  never  double-tongu'd, 
I  thank  my  hard  fortune. 

Witty.  Well,  gentlemen, 

' Tis  pity,  (walk  further  off  a  little,  my  friends) 
I  fay,  'tis  pity  fuch  fellows,  fo  endow'd, 
So  qualified  with  the  gifts  of  nature  and  arts, 
Yet  fhould  have  fuch  a  fcarcity  of  Fortune's  benefits : 
\Ve  muft  blame  our  iron-hearted  age  for  it. 

Oldc.  'Tis  pity,  indeed ;  and  our  pity  fliall  fpeak 
A  little  for  'em  :  Come,  Sir !  here's  my  groat. 

Witty.  A  groat,  Sir  ?  oh  fy  !   give  nothing  rather  ! 
'Twere  better  you  raii'd  on  'em  tor  begging, 
And  fo  quit  yourfelf :   I  am  a  poor  gentleman, 
That  have  little  but  my  wits  to  live  on 

Oldc.  Troth, 
And  I  love  you  the  better,  Sir. 

Witty.  Yet  I'll  begin 
A  better  ext,m  jle  than  fo  :  Here,  fellows, 

R  3  There's 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS, 

There's  between  you  ;  take  purfe  and  all  j  and  I 
Would  it  were  heavier  for  your  fakes  ! 
There's  a  pair  of  angels  to  guide  you  to  your  lcd^:ngs, 
A  poor  gentleman's  good  will ! 

Prtf.  GratiaSy  maximas  gratia  s,  benignijjime  domine  ! 

Oldc.  This  is  an  ill  example  for  us,  Sir  :   I  would 
This  bountiful  gentleman  had  not  come  this  way  to-day. 

Greg.  Pox,  we  muft  not  fhame  ourfel^es  now, 
Sir!  I'll  give  as  much  as  that  gentleman, 
Tho'  I  never  be  foldier  or  fcholar  while  I  live  : 
Here,  friends  ;  there's  a  pkce,  than,  if  he  were  divided, 
Would  make  a  pair  of  angels  for  me  too,  in  the  love 
I  bear  to  the  fvvord  and  the  tongues. 

Oldc.  My  largefs 

Shall  beequal  too,  and  much  good  do  yon.  This  bounty 
Is  a  little  abatement  of  my  wit  tho',  I  feel  that. 

Ruin.  May  loidiers  ever  defend  fuch  charities  ! 

PriJ.  And  fcholars  pray  for  their  encreafe ! 

Oldc.  Fare  you  well ! 

Sir,  thefe  fellows  may  pray  for  you  ;  you  have  made 
The  ichoiar's  commons  exceed  to-day.     And,  a  word 

with  you,  Sir ! 

You  faid  you  liv'd  by  your  wits ;  if  yon  uie 
This  bounty,  you'll  beggar  your  wits,  believe  it. 

Witty.  Oh,  Sir,  I  hope  to  encreafe 'em  by  it;  this  feed 
Never  wants  his  harveft.    Fare  you  well,  Sir!    [Exit. 

Greg.  I  think  a  man  were  as  good  meet  with  a  rea- 

fonable  thief, 

As  an  unreafonable  beggar  fometimes. 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  again  : 
Can  you  change  my  piece,  my  friends  ? 

PriJ.  Temp  or  a  mu  tan  fur,  &  nos  mutamitr  in  Hits. 

Greg.  My  gold  is  turn'd  into  Latin. 

Re-enter  V/itty-pate. 

Witty.  Look  you,  good  fellows  -, 
Jrlere's  one  round  (hilling  more  that  lay  conceaPd, 
Qldc.  Sir,  away !  we  fhall  be  drawn  further  into 
damage  elfe. 

Greg. 
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Greg.  A  pox  of  the  fool !   he  live  by  his  wits  ?    If 

his  wits 

Leave  him  any  money,  but  what  he  begs  or  fteals, 
Very  fhortly,  I'll  be  hang'd  for  him.  [Exit  with  Greg. 

Ruin.  This  breakfaft  parcel  was  well  fetch'd  off, 
i'faith  ! 

Witty.  Tufh  !  a  bye-blow  for  mirth  -,  we  mufl  have 

better 

Purchafe:  We  want  a  fourth  for  another  project 
That  1  have  ripen'd. 

Ruin.  My  wife;  me  ihares,  and  can  deferve  it. 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  fhape,  and  be  mafculine  ? 

Ruin.'Tis  one  of  the  free'fl  conditions  :  She  fears  not 
The  crack  of  a  piftol ;  me  dares  fay  ft  and  to  a  grazier. 

Prif.  Prcbatum  fuit,  -profefto,  domine. 

Witty.  Good !  then  you,  Sir  Bacchus  Apollo,  fhall  be 
Difpatch'd  with  her  fhare,  and  feme  contents,to  meet  us 
Tomorrow,  at  a  certain  place  and  time  appointed, 
In  the  mafculine  gender :  My  father  has  a  nephew, 
And  I  an  own  coufin,  coming  up  from  the  univerfity, 
Whom  he  loves  muft  indulgently ; 
Eafy  mafter  Credulous  Oldcraft, 
(For  you  know  what  your  mere  academic  is). 
Your  carrier  never  mifies  his  hour:  He  mult  not 
Be  robb'd,  becaufe  he  has  but  little  to  lofe; 
But  he  muft  join  with  us  in  a  device 
That  I  have,  that  fhall  rob  my  father  of 
A  hundred  pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid  on't: 
For  there's  the  ambition  of  my  wit,   to  live  upon  his 

profefs'd  wit, 
That  has  turn'd  me  out  to  live  by  my  wits. 

Prif.  Cum  hirundinis  alis  tibi  regratulor. 

Witty.  A  male  habit,  a  bag  of  an  hundred  weight, 
Tho'  it  be  counters,  for  my  alchemy 
Shall  turn  'em  into  gold  of  my  father's;   the  hour, 
The  place,  the  action  fhall  be  at  large  fet  down  : 
And,  father,  you  fhall  know,  that  I  put  my  portion 
To  uie,  that  you  have  given  me  to  live  by  ; 
And  to  confirm  yourfelf  in  me  renate, 
I  hope  you'll  find  my  wit's  legitimate  !  [Exeunt. 

R   4  ACT 
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ACT          II. 


Enter  Lady  Ruinous  and  Servant. 

Serv.  T^TAY,  lady! 

JJ%j      L.  Ruin.   Put  me  not  in  mind  on't, 

prithee ! 

You  cannot  do  a  greater  wrong  to  women ; 
For  in  our  wants,  'tis  the  mofb  chief  affliction 
To  have  that  name  remember'd ;  'tis  a  title 
That  mifeiy  mocks  us  by,  and  the  world's  malice ! 
Scorn  and  Contempt  have  not  wherewith  to  work 
On  humble  callings ;  they  are  fafe,  and  lie 
Level  with  Pity  (till,  and  pale  Diftrefs 
Is  no  great  itranger  to  'em  ;   but  when  Fortune 
Looks  with  a  ilormy  face  on  our  conditions, 
We  find  Affliction  work,  and  Envy  paftime, 
And  our  worft  enemy  then,  that  moft  abufcs  us, 
Is  that  we  are  cali'd  by,  Lady.     Oh,  my  fpirit, 
Will  nothing  make  thee  humble  ?  I'm  well  methinks, 
And  can  live  quiet  with  my  fate  fometimes, 
Until  I  Icok  into  the  world  again : 
Then  I  begin  to  rave  at  my  fears'  bitternefs, 
To  fee  how  many  muckhiils  plac'd  above  me ; 
Peafants  and  droyls  ll,  caroches  full  of  dunghills, 
"Whofe  very  birth  frinks  in  a  generous  noitril, 
Glifrring  by  night  like  glow-worms  thro1  the  high-» 

flreets, 

Hurried  by  torch-light  in  thefootmens'  hands, 
That  Ihew  like  running  fire-drakes  thro'  the  city, 
And  I  put  to  my  ihifts  and  wits  to  live, 
(Nay,  fometimes  danger  too)  on  foot,  on  horfeback, 
And  earn  my  fupper  manfully  ere  I  get  it ; 
Many  a  meal  I've  purchas'd  at  that  rate, 

I  e.  Dru^fs,  &c.  Syspfon. 
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Enter  Prijcian. 

Fed  with  a  wound  upon  me,  ftamp'd  at  midnight. 
Ha  !  what  are  you  ? 

PriJ.  [Pulls  ojfbisbeard.~]  Now  you  may  tell  yourfclf^ 
Lady  1 

L.  Ruin.  Oh,  Mr.  Prifcian  !  what's  the  project  ? 
For  you  ne'er  come  without  one. 

PriJ.  Firft,  your  hufband, 

Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  greets  you  with  beft  wiflies, 
And  here  has  fent  you  your  full  fliare  by  me 
In  five  cheats  and  two  robberies. 

/,.  Ruin.  And  what  comes  it  to  ? 

PriJ.  Near  upon  thirteen  pound. 

L.  Ruin.  A  goodly  fliare  ! 
'Twill  put  a  lady  fcarce  in  Philip  and  cheyney™, 
With  three  fmall  bugle  laces,  like  a  chambermaid  : 
Here's  precious  lifting  ! 

PriJ.  'Las,  you  mull  confider,  Lady, 
'Tis  but  young  term  •,  attornies  ha'  fmall  doings  yet  ; 
Then  highway  lawyers,  they  mud  needs  ha'  little  : 
We've  had  no  great  good  luck,  to  fpeak  troth,  beauty, 
Since  your  flout  ladyfhip  parted  from's  at  Highgate* 
But  there's  a  fair  hope  now  for  a  prefent  hundred. 
Here's  man's  apparel  !  yourhorfe  ftands  at  door. 

L.  Ruin.  And  what's  the  virtuous  plot  now  ? 

PriJ.  Marry,  Lady, 
You,  like  a  brave  young  gallant,  mu  ft  be  robb'd. 

L.  Ruin.  I  robb'd? 

PriJ.  Nay  then  - 

L.  Ruin.  Well,  well,  go  on  !  Let's  hear,  Sir. 

PriJ.   Here's  a  feal'd  bag  of  a  hundred;   which 

indeed 
Are  counters  all,  only  fome  fixteen  groats 


11  In  Philip  Wofcywjv]  What  fort  of  fluff  Philip  is,  I  don't  re- 
member  ever  co  have  heard  or  read  of  :  I  imagine  the  original  reading 
run  thus, 

-  Philippine  cbeyney, 

which  is  a  foit  of  Huff  at  prefent  in  common  ufe,  but  goes  now  by 
the  appellation  of  barr&teen.  Sjmbfon. 

Of 
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Of  white  money  i'th'  mouth  on't. 

L.  Ruin.  So  !  what  faddle  have  I  ? 

Prtf.  Monfieur  Laroon's  the  Frenchman's. 
«  X.  Ruin.  That  again  ? 
You  know  fo  well  it  is  not  for  my  ftride  ! 
How  oft  have  I  complain'd  on't  ? 

Prtf.   You  may  have  Jockey's  then,    the   little 

Scotch  one. 
You  muft  difpatch.  [Exit. 

L.  Ruin.  I'll  foon  be  ready,  Sir, 
Before  you  have  fhifted  fadd-les.     Many  women 
Have  their  wealth  flow  to  'em  ;  I  was  made,  1  fee, 
To  help  my  fortune,  not  my  fortune  me.         [Exit. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

o 

Cunn.  My  ways  are  goblin-led,  and  the  night-elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  home ;  yet  I  follow  : 
Sure  'tis  not  altogether  fabulous, 
Such  hags  do  get  dominion  of  our  tongues ; 
So  foon  as  we  fpeak,  the  enchantment  binds. 
I  have  dirTembled  fuch  a  trouble  on  me, 
As  my  bed  wits  can  hardly  clear  again  : 
Piping  thro'  this  old  reed,  the  Guardianefs, 
With  purpofe  that  my  harmony  fhall  reach 
And  pleafe  the  lady's  ear;  Ihe  Hops  below, 
And  echoes  back  my  love  unto  my  lips, 
Perfuaded  by  moft  violent  arguments 
Of  felf-love  in  herfelf,  I  am  fo  felf-fool, 
To  dote  upon  her  hundred-wrinkled  face. 
I  could  beggar  her  to  accept  the  gifts 
She  would  throw  upon  me ;  it  were  charity  j 
Put  for  pity's  fake  I  will  be  a  niggard, 
And  undo  her,  refufmg  to  take  from  her. 
J'm  haunted  again  !  if  it  take  not  now, 
I'll  break  the  fpell. 

Enter  Guardianefs, 

Guard.  Sweet  Cunningham,  welcome  ! 
What,  a  whole  day  abfcat  ?  Birds  that  build  nefts 

Have 
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Have  care  to  keep  'em. 

Cunn.  That  is  granted ; 
But  not  continually  to  fit  upon  'em, 
'Lefs  in  the  youngling  feafon  :  Elfe,  they  defire 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  labours  •, 
Then  they  return  with  frefher  appetite 
To  work  again. 

Guard^Well,  well,  you've  built  a  neft 
That  will  ftand  all  florins  ;  you  need  not  miflruft 
A  weather-wreck :  And,  one  day,  it  may  be 
The  youngling  feafon  too  ;  then,  I  hope, 
You'll  ne'er  fly  out  of  fight. 

Cunn.  There  will  be  pains 
I  fee  to  fhake  this  bur  off! — And,  fweeteft, 
Prithee  how  fares  thy  charge  ?  has  my  good  friend, 
Sir  Gregory,  the  countenance  of  a  lover  ? 

Guard.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  mind;  methinks, 
(Setting  his  worfhip  afide)  he  looks  like  a  fool. 

Cunn.  Nay,  i'faith,  ne'er  divide  his  worlhip  from  him 
For  that  frrtall  matter !  fool  and  worfhip  are  no 
Such  flrangers  now-a-days.     But  my  meaning  is, 
Has  he  thy  lady's  countenance  of  love  ? 
Looks  fhe  like  a  welcome  on  him  ?  plainly, 
Have  they  as  good  hope  of  one  another, 
As,  Cupid  blefs  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard.  Troth,  I  know  not; 
I  can  perceive  no  forwardnefs  in  my  charge. 
But  J  protefb  I  wifh  the  knight 
Better  for  your  fake,  bird. 

Cunn.  Why,  thanks,  fweet  bird  ! 
And  with  my  heart  I  wifh  that  he  had  as  ftrong 
And  likely  hope  of  her,  as  thou  haft  of  me. 

Guard.  Well,  he  is  like  to  fpeed  never  the  worfc 
For  that  good  wifh.     And  I  will  tell  you,  bird, 
(For  fecrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two) 
My  charge  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cunn.  Of  me  ?   for  what  ? 

Guard.  For  my  fake  ;  I  mean  fo  :  I  have  heard  her 
A  hundred  times  fay,  fince  her  uncle  gave  her 

The 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 

The  firft  bob  about  you,  that  flie'd  do  fomewhat 
For  my  fake,  if  things  went  well  together  : 
We've  fpoke  of  doors  and   bolts,  and  things,  and 

things — 

Go  to !  I'll  not  tell  all  IJ ;  but  you'll  find  fome 
Advancement,  for  my  fake,  1  do  delieve. 
Cunn.  Faith,  be  not  fparing ;  tell  me  ! 
Guard.  By  my  lady, 

You  lhall  pardon  me  for  that !  it  were  a  fhame 
If  men  fhould  hear  all  that  women  fpeak  behind 
Their  backs  fometimes. 

Cunn.  You  muft  give  me  leave  yet 
At  leaft  to  give  her  thanks. 
Guard.  Nor  that  neither ; 
She  muft  not  take  a  notice  of  my  blabbing. 
It  is  fufficient  you  fhall  give  me  thanks  -,  for 
Tis  for  my  fake,   if  fhe  be  bountiful : 
She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  fake. 

Cunn.  How  iliall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate, 
Not  to  repay  her  with  my  dearefb  duty  ? 

Guard.  Ay,  but  you  muic  not  know  it ;  if  you  tell 
All  that  I  open  to  you,  you'll  fhame  us  both : 
Afar  off,  you  may  kifs  your  hand,  bluili,  or  fo, 
JRut  I'll  allow  no  nearer  conference. 

Cunn.  Whoop!  you'll  be  jealous,  I  perceive  now. 
Guard.  Jealous  ? 

Why,  there  is  no  true  love  without  it,  bird ! 
1  muft  be  jealous  of  thee  :  But  for  her, 
(Were  it  within  my  duty  to  my  rhafter)  ' 
I  durfl  truft  her  with  the  flrongefb  tempter, 
And  tdare  fwear  her  now  as  pure  a  virgin 
As  e'er  was  welcom'd  to  a  marriage- bed  : 
If"  thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  fo. 

Cimn.  And  where's  the  caufe  of  your  fear  then  ? 
Guard.  Well,  well ; 

When  things  are  paft,  and  the  wedding  torches 
Lighted  at  matches,  to  kindle  better  fire, 
Then  I'll  tell  yo.u  more. 

1J  Go  to,  I'll  tell  you.  all.]  Varied  fc>y  Sympfon. 
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Cmm.  Corne,  come,  I  fee  further, 
That,  if  we  were  married,  you'd  be  jealous. 

Guard.  I  proteft,  I  fhould  a  little,  but  not  of  her; 
It  is  the  married  woman  (if  you  mark  it) 
And  not  the  maid  that  longs  ;  the  appetite 
Follows  the  firft  tafte ;  when  we  have  relifhed, 
We  wilh  cloying ;  the  tafte  once  pleas'd  before, 
Then  our  defire  is  whetted  on  to  more. 
But  I  reveal  too  much  to  you,  i'faith,  bird. 

Cum.  Not  a  whit,  faith,  bird,  betwixt  you  and  Ij 
I  am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowledge. 

Guard.  Nay, 

You  fhall  know  more  of  me,  if  you'll  be  rul'd; 
But  make  not  things  common. 

Cunn.  Ud'  fo,  your  lady ! 

Guard.  Ay,  'tis  no  matter  -,  fhe'll  like  well  of  thisi 
Our  familiarity  is  her  content. 

Enter  Niece  and  Pompey. 

Niece.  This  prefent  from  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Pompey.  From  my  mafter, 
The  worfhipful,  right  Sir  Gregory  Fop. 

Niece.  A  ruff?  And  what  might  be  his  high  conceit 
In  fending  of  a  ruff? 

Pompey.  I  think  he  had 

Two  conceits  in't,  forfooth  '*,  to  high,  to  lowj 
Ruff  high,  becaufe  as  the  ruff  does  embrace 
Your  neck  all  day,  fo  does  he  defire  to  throw 
His  knightly  arms 

Niece.  But  then  I  leave  him  off  a-nights. 

Pompey.  Why,  then  he  is  ruff  low,  a  ruffian ; 
A  bold  adventurous  Errant  to  do  any 
Rough  fervice  for  his  lady. 

'+  He  bad  two  conceits  in  it,  forjootb,  too  high  COO  low.]  Thtf 
playing  upon  words  here,  I  imagine  to  have  been  the  conceit  of  fom» 
poor  player.  If  we  coniider  this  pafTage  it  will  be  found  that,  t'w» 
Conceits  too  high  too  low,  is  nothing  but  louaci  without  fenfe,  and  that 
the  Poeta  probably  wrote, 

ti'jo  conceits,  t'one  high,  t'one  /ow.  Sympfoa. 

Sympfoii's  conceit  feems  the  ftrangvlt  of  the  whole. 

Niece. 


270  WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 

Niece.  A  witty  and  unhappy  conceit! — Does  he  mean 
As  he  feems  to  fayunto  that  reverence  ?  [Toward  Cunn. 
He  does  wooe  her  fure  ! 

Pompsy.  To  tell  you  truth,  lady, 
His  conceit  was  far  better  than  I  have  blaz'd  it  yet. 

Niece.  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir  ? 

Pompey.  Nay,  I  know  it,  forfooth ; 
For  it  was  two  days  ere  he  compafs'd  it, 
To  find  a  fitting  prefent  for  your  ladyfhip  : 
He  was  fending  once  a  very  fine  puppy  to  you. 

Niece.  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfelf. 

Pompey.  So  he  would  indeed ;   but  then 
He  alter'd  his  device,  and  fent  this  ruff, 
Requefting  withal,  that  whenfoever  it  is  foul, 
You  (with  your  own  hands)  would  beflow  the  ftarch- 
;  ing  of  it. 

Niece.  Elfe  fhe  wooes  him :  Now  his  eyes  fhoot 
this  way. —  \TowardCunn. 

And  what  was  the  reafon  for  that,  Sir  ? 

Pompey. There  lies  his  main  conceit,lady;  for,fayshey 
In  fo  doing,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  ftarching 
To  clap  it  often  between  her  hands,  and  fo 
She  gives  a  great  liking  and  applaufe  to  my  prefent  j 
Whereas,  if  I  fhould  fend  a  puppy,  fhe  ever 
Calls  it  to  her  with  hift,  hifs,  bifs,  which  is 
A  fearful  difgrace :  He  drew  the  device 
From  a  play  '5  at  the  Bull,  t'other  day. 

Niece.  Ay  marry,  Sir,  this  was  a  rich  conceit  indeed. 

Po*»j>9>.  Andfarfetch'd,therefore  goodforyou,  lady, 

Guard.  How  now  ?  which  way  look  you,  bird  ? 

Cunn.  At  the  fool,  bird  ; 
Shall  I  not  look  at  the  fool  ? 

Guard.  At  the  fool, 
And  I  here  ?  what  need  that  ?  pray  look  this  way. 

Niece.  I'll  fit  him  aptly  !  Either  I'll  awake 
His  wits  (if  he  have  any)  or  force  him  to  appear 

15  The  device  from  aplay.~\  And  yet  next  page  he  tells  Niece,  who 
fufpefted  his  mailer  in  point  of  wit  and  ingenuity,  that  it  was  really 
his  (Sir  Gregory's)  own.  Sympfon. 

(As 
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(As  yet  I  cannot  think  him)  without  any. — 
Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true, 
That  I  fhall  afk  you  now  :  Was  this  device 
Your  mafter's  own  ?  I  doubt  his  wit  in  it ; 
He  is  not  fo  ingenious. 

P cmpey.  His  own, 
I  affure  you,  madam. 

Niece.  Nay,  you  muft  not  lie. 

Pompey.  Not  with  a  lady  ?  I'd  rather  lie  with  you 
Than  lie  with  my  matter,  by  your  leave, 
In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this. 

Guard.  Yet  again  your  eye  ? 

Cunn.  The  fool  makes  mirth,  i'faith; 
Pd  hear  fome. 

Guard.  Come,  you  fhall  hear  none  but  me. 

Niece.Come  hither,friend;  nay,come nearer  me !  Did 
Thy  mailer  fend  thee  to  me  ?  He  may  be  wife, 
But  did  not  fhew  it  much  in  that  j  men  fometimes 
May  wrong  themfelves  unawares,   when  they  leaft 

think  on't. 

Was  Vulcan  ever  fo  unwife  to  fend  Mars 
To  be  his  fpokefman,  when  he  went  a-wooing  ? 
Send  thee  ?  Hey- ho !  a  pretty  rolling  eye  ! 

Pompey.  I  can  turn  up  the  white  and  the  black  too, 
An  need  be,  forfooth. 

Niece.  Why,  here's  an  amorous  nofe! 

Pompey.  You  fee  the  worft  of  my  nofe,  forfooth. 

Niece.  A  cheek  ! 

How  I  could  pat  it  now  in  dalliance t6 ! 
A  pair  of  lips  !  Oh,  that  we  were  uney'd  ! 
I  could  fuck  fugar  from  'em ;  what  a  beard  is  here ! 
When  will  the  knight  thy  mailer  have  fuch  a  (lamp 
Of  manhood  on  his  face  ?  Nay,  do  not  blufh. 

Pompey.  'Tis  nothing  but  my  flefh  and  blood  that 
rifes  fo. 

Cunn.  'Death,  Ihe  courts  the  fool ! 

Guard.  Away,  away  !  'tis  fport ;  do  not  mind  it. 

Niece.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  come,  be  familiar ! 

16  Ho-w  1  could  put  it  now  in  dalliance,]  Corrected  by  Sympfon. 

Ay, 
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Ay,  here's  a  promifing  palm  !  what  a  foft 
Handful  of  pleafure's  here  !  Here's  down  compared 
With  flocks  and  quilted  ftraw;  thy  knight's  fingers 
Are  lean  mattrice-rubbers  to  thefe  feathers : 
I  prithee  let  me  lean  my  cheek  upon't ! 
What  a  foft  pillow's  here  ! 

Pompey.  Hum,  umh,  hu,  hum ! 

Niece.  \yhy,  there's  a  courage  in  that  lively  paffton  I 
Meafure  thee  all  o'er,  there  is  not  a  limb 
But  has  his  full  proportion  :  It  is  my  voice, 
There's  no  compare  betwixt  the  knight  and  thee ; 
The  goodlier  man  by  half!  at  once,  now  I 
See  thee  all  over. 

Pompty.  If  you  had  feen  me  fwim  the  Other  day 
On  my  back,  you  would  have  faid  you  had  feen  ! 
There  was  two  chambermaids  that  faw  me,  and 
My  legs  by  chance  were  tangled  in  the  flags, 
And  when  they  faw  how  I  was  hang'd,  they  cried  out, 
Oh,  help  the  man  for  fear  he  fre  drown'd  ! 

Niece.  They 

Could  do  no  lefs  in  pity.     Come,  thine  arm  ! 
We'll  walk  together. 

Cunn.  Blindnefs  of  love  and  women !  why,  Ihe  dotes 
Upon  the^fool. 

Guard.  What's  that  to  you  ?  mind  her  not. 

Cunn.  Away,  you  bur  ! 

Guard.  How's  that  ? 

Cunn.  Hang  off,  flefh-hook  !  fatten  thine  itchy  clafp 
On  fome  dry  toad-ftool,  that  will  kindle  with  thee, 
And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh,  abominable  I 
Why,  do  you  not  love  me  ? 

Cunn.  No ;  never  did ! 
I  took  thee  down  a  little  way  to  enforce 
A  vomit  from  my  offended  ftomach ;  now 
Thou'rt  up  again,  I  loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard.  Oh,  villain  !  [Retires. 

Cunn.  Why,  doft  thou  not  fee  a  fight 
Would  make  a  man  abjure  the  fight  of  women  ? 
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Niece.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  he's  vex'd !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Pcr.ipey.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Niece.  Why  cioft  thou  laugh  ? 

Panpey.  Bccaufe  thou  laughed ;  nothing  elfc,  i'faith. 

Cmm.  She  has  but  mock'd  my  folly!  elfe  (lie  finds  not 
The  bofom  of  my  purpofe  :  Some  other  way 
Muft  make  me  know.  I'll  try  her ;  and  may  chance 

quit 
The  fine  dexterity  of  her  lady-wit.  [Exit. 

Niece.Yes,  in  troth,  I  laugh'd  to  think  of  thy  mafter 
No\v,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this  ! 

Pomgey.  By  my  troth, 

I  laugh  at  him  too.     Faith,  firrah,  he's  but  a  fool, 
To  fay  the  truth,  tho'  I  fay't  that  mould  not  fay't. 

.Mm-.YeSjthou  fhouldft  fay  truth,  and  I  believe  thee. 
Well,for  this  time  we'll  part:  You  perceive  fomething; 
Our  tongues  betray  our  hearts,  there's  "our  weaknefs; 
But  pray  be  filent ! 

Por.ipcy.  As  moufe  in  cheefe,  or  goofe  in  hay,  i'faith. 

Niece.  Look,  we  are  cut  off!  there's  my  hand 
Where  my  lips  would  be. 

Pompey.  I'll  wink,  and  think  'em 
Thy  1  i  ps .     Fare  \vel  1 !  [  Exit* 

Niece.  Now,  Guardianefs, 
I  need  not  afk  where  you  have  been. 

Guard.  Oh,  lady, 
Ne'er  was  woman  fo  abus'd  ! 

Re-enter  Pcmpey. 

Pompey.  Dofi  thou  hear,  la'dy  fweetheart  ? 
I  had  forgot  to  tell  thee;  if  you  will, 
I  will  come  back  in  the  evening. 

Niece.  By  no  means  ; 
Come  not  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Parley.  If  there  be 

Any  need,  you  may  think  of  things  when  I  am  gone. 
I  may  be  convcy'd  into  your  chamber;  I'll  lie 
Under  the  bed  while  midnight,  or  fo ; 
Or  you  (hall  put  me  up  in  one  of  your  little  boxes ; 

VOL.  IX.  S  I  can 
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I  can  creep  in  at  a  fmall  hole. 

Niece.  Thefe 

Are  things  I  dare  not  venture :  I  charge  you, 
On  my  love,  never  come  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Pompey.  Verbum  infipienti !  'Tis  enough  to  the  wife. 
Nor  I  think  it  is  not  fit  the  knight  fhould  know 
Any  thing  yet. 

Niece.^ynQ  means!  pray  you  go  now;  we're  fufpecled. 

Pompey.  For  the  things  that  are  paft,  let  us  ufe  our 
fecrets. 

Niece.  Now  I  will  make  a  firm  trial  of  your  love ; 
As  you  love  me^  not  a  word  more  at  this  time, 
Not  a  fyllable ;  'tis  the  feal  of  love  •,  take  heed  ! 

Pompey.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum  !  [Exit. 

Niece.  He  hums  loth  to  depart  '7. 
So,  this  pleafant  trouble's  gone.  Now,  Guardianefs ! 
What!  your  eyes  eafmgyour  heart?  the  caufe, woman? 

Guard.  The  caufe  is  falfe  man,  madam!  oh,  lady! 
I  have  been  gulled  in  a  fhining  carbuncle, 
A  very  glow-worm,  that  I  thought  had  fire  in't, 
And  'tis  as  cold  as  ice. 

Niece.  And  juftly  ferv'd ; 

Wouldft  thou  once  think  that  fuch  an  erring  fpring  '* 
Would  dote  upon  thine  autumn  ? 

Guard.  Oh,  had  you  heard 
Him  but  proteil 

Niece.  I  would  not  have  believ'd  him. 
Thou  might'ft  have  perceiv'd  how  I  mock'd  thy  folly> 
In  wanton  imitation  with  the  fool. 
Go,  weep  the  fin  of  thy  credulity,' 

'7  Pompey.  Hum,  bum,  hum,  hum—— 

He  bums  loath  to  depart."]  The  impropriety  of  putting 
this  paflage  into  Pompey's  mouth  is  evident  upon  the  bare  mention. 
To  the  Niece  it  unqueliiombly  belongs,  and  we  fhould  write, 

Pompey.  Hum,  bum,  ham,  hum.  [Exit. 

Niece.      He  hums  loath  to  depart.  Sjmp/on. 

18  At:  erring  fpring.~\  So  firit  folio;  fecond,  early,  and  Seward 
taring.  We  have  followed  the  oldeft  copy,  not  only  as  authorized, 
but  as  falling  immediately  in  with  the  fenfe  of  the  context,  and  being 
preferable  to  earing^  which  is  a  hard  epithet  in  this  place. 

Noc 
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Not  of  thy  lofs  !  for  it  was  never  thine, 
And  it  is  gain  to  mifs  it.     Wert  thou  fo  dull  ? 
Nay,  yet  thou'rt  ftupid  and  imcapable. 
Why,  thou  wert  but  the  bait  to  fifh  with,  no: 
The  prey ;  the  ftale  to  catch  another  bird  with. 

Guard.  Indeed  he  call'd  me  bird. 

Niece,  Yet  thou  perceiv'ft  not j 
It  is  your  niece  he  loves ;  wouldfb  thou  be  made 
A  (talking  jade  ?  'tis  fhe,  examine  it.' — 
I'll  hurry  all  awry'9,  and  tread  my  path 
Over  unbeaten  grounds ;  go  level  to  the  mark, 
Not  by  circular  bouts  :  Rare  things  are  pleafing; 
And  rare's  but  feldom  in  the  fimple  fenfe, 
But  has  her  emphafis  with  eminence.  [Exif, 

Guard.  My  niece  ?  Die  the  rival  of  my  abufe  ? 
My  flefh  and  blood  wrong  me?  I'll  aunt  her  for't ! 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Oh,  Opportunity,  thou  blefTeft  me  ! — 

Now,  gentlewoman!  are  you  parted  fo  foon  ? 

Where  is  your  friend,  I  pray  ?  your  Cunningham  ? 
Mir.  What  fay  you,  aunt  ?  -  ' 

Guard.  Come,   come,  your  Cunningham ! 

I  am  not  blind  with  age  yet,  nor  deaf. 

M/r.Dumb  I  am  fure  you're  not.  What  ail  you,  aunt? 

Are  you  not  well  ? 

*9   ril  hurry  all  a<w ry,  ar.d tread  my  path 

Over  unbeaten  grounds  ;  go  level  to  the  mark, 

Not  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  plea^ng.]  Sevvard  fays, 
'  If  fhe  hurrys  all  awry,  it  is  plain  fhe  mud  go  to  her  mark  a*  (he 
•  really  does,  by  circular  bouts,  i.  e.  by  feeming  to  aim  at  fometning 
'  elfe.  I  fuppofe  the  original  to  have  been, 

'  Over  unbeaten  grounds  go  level  to 

'  The  mark,  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  pleajtng : 
And  Sympfon  changes  not  into  but. — There  needs  neither  omifiion 
nor  alteration.  Seward  mifconftrues  the  text,  and  Sympfon's  change 
of  net  into  but  directly  contradidb  the  Poet's  meaning.  By  burrjint 
a-iury  fhe  only  means  leaving  the  common  way,  and  .'6  tread  a  path 
over  unbeaten  grounds,  by  which  means  fhe  will  go  LEVEL  to  the  tnarkt 
NOT  round  about.  Did  Meffis.  Sevvard  or  Syinpfon  never  amufe 
themfelves  in  their  younger  days  wuh-the  diverfioa  of  Jhefle-hunting? 
'Tis  the  very  thing, 

S  2  Guard* 
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Guard.  No,  nor  lick  ; 
Nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits ;  nor  Deeping, 
Nor  waking;  nor  nothing,  nor  any  thing: 
I  know  not  what  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  not ! 

Mir.  Mercy  cover  us !  what  do  you  mean,  aunt  ? 
Guard.  I  mean  to  be  reveng'd. 
Mir.  On  whom  ? 
Guard.  Qn  thee,  baggage ! 
Mir.  Revenge  fhonld  follow  injury, 
Which  never  reach'd  fo  far  as  thought  in  me 
Towards  you,  aunt. 

Guard.  Your  cunning,  minion, 
Nor  your  Cunningham,  can  either  blind  me  ! 
The  gentle  beggar  loves  you. 

Mir.  Befeech  you,  let 
Me  flay  your  error !  I  begin  to  hear, 
And  fhake  off  my  amazement :  If  you  think 
That  ever  any  pafTage  treating  love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenced ;  any 
Silent  eye-glance  that  might  but  fpafkle  fire, 
So  much  as  brother  and  filter  might  meet  with; 
The  lip-falute,  fo  much  as  ftrangers  might 
Take  a  farewell  with  -,  the  commixed  hands ; 
Nay,  but  the  leaft  thought  of  the  leaft  of  thcfe, 
In  troth  you  wrong  your  bofom  j  by  that  truth 
Which  I  think  yet  you  duril  be  bail  for  in  me 
If  it  were  offer'd  you,  I  am  as  free 
As  all  this  proteftaticn. 

Guard.  May  I  believe  this  ? 

Mir.  If  ever  you'll  believe  truth.  Why,  I  thought 
He  had  fpoke  love  to  you  -,  and  if  his  heart 
Prompted  his  tongue,  fure  I  did  hear  fo  much. 

Guard.  Oh,  falleit  man  !   Ixion's  plague  feil  on  me  ! 
Never  by  woman,  fuch  a  mafc'line  cloud, 
So  airy  and  fo  fubtle,  was  embrac'd. 

Mir.   By  no  cauie  in  me,  by  my  life,  dear  aunt. 
Guard.   I  believe  you  :   Then  help  in  my  revenge, 
And  you  fhail  do't,  or  lofe  my  love  for  ever : 
1'il  hdvs  him  quitted  at  his  equal  weapon. 

Thou 
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Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  defires 
With  all  the  engines  of  a  woman's  wit, 
Stretch  mock-fly  even  to  the  higheft  pitch  ; 
He  cannot  freeze  at  fuch  a  flaming  beauty; 
And  when  thou  haft  him  by  the  amorous  gills, 
Think  on  my  vengeance,  choak  up  his  delirts, 
Then  let  his  banqu^tinps  be  Tantalifm. 
Let  thy  difdain  fpurn  the  diflembler  out  ! 
Oh,  I  mould  climb  the  fhirs,  and  fit  above, 
To  fee  him  burn  to  allies  in  his  love  ! 

Mir.  This  will  be  a  itrange  tafk*°,  nunt,  and  an 
Unwilling  labour;  yet,  in  your  injunction, 
I  am  a  fervant  to't. 

Guard.  Thou'it  undertake't  ? 

Mir.  Yes  ;  let  the  fuccefs  commend  itfelf  hereafter! 

Guard.  Effect  it,  girl,   my  fubftance  is  thy  ftore  ; 
Nothing  but  want  of  will  makes  woman  poor.  \- 


Enter  Sir  Gregory  and  Pompey. 

Greg.  Why,  Pompey,  thou'rt  not  ftark  mad,  art 

thou  ?  wilt  thou 
Not  tell  me  how  my  lady  does  ? 

P  cm  fey.  Your  lady  ? 

Greg.  Did  Hie  receive  the  thing  that  I  fent  her  kindly, 
or  no  ? 

Pompey.  The  thing 

That  you  fent  her,  knight,  by  the  thing  that  you  fenr, 
Was,  for  the  thing's  fake  that  was  fent  to  carry 
The  thing  that  you  fent,  very  kindly  receiv'd.    Firfl, 
There's  your  indenture  ;  (now  go  fcek  you  a  fervant  !  ) 
Secondly,  you're  a  knight;  thirdly  and  laftly, 
I'm  mine  own  man  ;   and,  fourthly,  fare  you  well  ! 

Gr<?£.  Why,  Pompey!  Prithee  let  me  fpeak  with  thec! 
I'll  lay  my  life  fome  hare  has  croft  him. 

P  empty.  Knight, 

If  you  be  a  knight,  fo  keep  you  :   As  for  the  lady, 
Who  {hall  fay  that  file  is  not  a  fair  lady  ? 
A  fvveet  lady,  an  honed  r.nd  a  virtuous  lady  ? 


A  fiia;.'?e  cai.e.'j    Vaiitu  Lv 

J  &  J  --.  r-1l 

S  3  I  will 
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1  will  fay  he  is  a  bafe  fellow,  a  blab  of  his  tongue, 
And  I  will  make  him  eat  thcfe  fingers'  ends. 

Greg.  Why,  here's  nobody  fays  fo,  Pompey. 

Pomp ey.  Whatfoever  things  have  paft  between,  the  lady 
And  the  other  party,  whom  I  will  not  name 
At  this  time,  I  fay  fhe  is  virtuous 
And  honeft,  and  I  will  maintain't,  as  long  as 
I  can  maintain  myfelf  with  bread  and  water. 

Greg.   Why,  I  know  nobody  thinks  otherwife, 

Pompey.  Any  man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing, 
J  will  make  him  think  on't  while  he  has  a  thought 
Jn  his  boforn  !   Shall  we  fay  that  kindneiTes 
p'rom  ladie-s  are  common  ?  or  that  favours  and  pro- 

teftations 

Are  things  of  no  moment  betwixt  parties  and  parties  ? 
I  fay  Mill,  whatfoever  has  been  betwixt  the  lady 
And  the  party,  which  I  will  not  name,  that  (he  is  honeft, 
And  fhall  be  honeft,  whatfoever  (lie  does 
By  day  or  by  night,  by  light  or  by  darknefs, 
With  cut  and  long  tail11. 

Greg.   Why,  I  fiy  fhe  is  honeft. 

Pompey.   Is  ill e  honeft  ? 
Jn  what  fen  ft:  do  you  fay  flic's  honeft,  knight  ? 

Greg.  If  I  could  not  find  "in  my  heart  to  throw 
My  dagger  at  thy  head,  hilts  and  all,  I'm  an  afs. 
And  no  gentleman  ! 

Pompey.  Throw  your  dagger  at  me  ? 
Do  not,  knight !   I  give  you  fair  warning, 
'Tis  but  call  away  if  you  do  •,  for  you  fhall  have 
No  other  words  of  me  :  The  lady  is  an  honeft  lady, 
Whatfoever  reports  may  go  of  fports  and  toys, 
And  thoughts,  and  words,  and  deeds  betwixt  her 
And  the  party  which  I  will  not  name. 
This  I  give  you  to  underftand,  that  another  man 

11  Cut  and  long  tail  ]  Accoiciing  to  the  ibreit  laws,  the  dog  of  a 
rn.in,  who  hr.d  no  right  to  the  privilege  of  chace,  was  obliged  to 
cut,  or  law  his  dog,  amongft  other  modes  of  difabling  him,  by  de- 
p  iving  him  of  his  tail.  A  dog  fo  cut  was  called  a  cut,  or  curt  tail, . 
pnd  by  contraction  cur.  Cut  and  long  tail  therefore  fionify  the  dog 
$f  a  clown,  and  the  dog  ol  a  gentleman, 
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May  have  as  good  an  eye,  as  amorous  a  nofe, 
As  fair  a  ftampc  beard,  and  be  as  proper  a  man, 
As  a  knight  (1  name  no  parties)  j  a  fervingman 
May  be  as  good  as  a  Sir, 
A  Pompey  as  a  Gregory,  a  Doodle  as  a  Fop  : 
So,  fervingman  Pompey  Doodle  may  be  relpedted 
As  well  with  ladies  (tho'  I  name  no  parties) 
As  Sir  Gregory  Fop.     So,  farewell  !  [Extf. 

Greg.  If  the  fellow  be  not  out  of  his  wits,  then  will  I 
Never  have  any  more  wit  while  I  live  ! 
Either  the  fight  of  the  lady  has  gafter'd  him2*, 
Or  elfe  he's  drunk  ;  or  elfe  he  walks  in  his  deep, 
Or  elfe  he's  a  fool,  or  a  knave,  or  both  ; 
One  of  the  three  I'm  fure  'tis.    Yet,  now  I  think  on't, 
Sh^  has  not  us'd  me  fo  kindly  as  her  uncle 
Promis'd  me  (he fhould  :  But  that's  all  one; 
He  fays  I  fhall  have  her,  and  I  dare  take  his  word 
For  the  beft  horfe  I  have,  and  that's 
A  weightier  thing  than  a  lady,  I'm  fure  on't.     \Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous  (as  a  man),  Wittypate,  Sir  Ruinous, 
Prifcian,  and  mafter  Credulous,  binding  and  robbing 
her,  andinfcarfs.  Credulous  finds  the  bag. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  I  am  your  own ;  'tis  in  your  pleafure 

how 

You  will  deal  with  me :  Yet  I  would  entreat, 
You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough 
Worfe  than  it  need  be,  by  a  fecond  ill, 
When  it  can  render  you  no  lecond  profit ! 
If  it  be  coin  you  fcek,  you  have  your  prey, 
All  my  ftore  I  vow  (and  it  weighs  a  hundred)j 
My  life,  or  any  hurt  you  give  my  body, 
Can  enrich  you  no  more. 

Witty.  You  may  purfue. 

*z  G 'after V]  \.z.frightened. 

'   And  when  he  faw  my  bed-alarmed  fpirits 

*  Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter, 
4  Or  whether  gajlcd  by  the  roife  I  made, 

*  But  fuddenly  he  fled.'         King  Lear,  aft  ii.  fc.  i.          #. 

S  4  L.Rutff, 
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L.  Ruin.   As  I'm  a  gentleman,  I  never  will ! 

Witty.  Only  we'll  bind  you  to  quiet  behaviour 
'Till  you  caM  °ut  for  bail,  and  on  the  ether 
Side  or  the  hedge  leave  you  :  But  keep  ihe  peace 
'Till  we  be  out  of  hearing  !   for  by  that 
We  faall  be  out  of  danger :  If  we  come  back, 
We  come  with  a  mifchief ! 

L.  Ruin.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

PriJ.  Come,  we'll  beftow  you  then. 

\_iL~t' iixt  Run;.  Prif.  and  Lady. 

Winy.  WThy,  la  you,  Sir,  is  not  this  a  fwiuer  revenue 
Than  Sic  probos,  ergos  &  igiturs  can  bring  in  ? 
Why,  is  not  this  one  of  your  fyllogifms 
In  Barbara,  Omne  utile  eft  honeftum  ? 

Crcd.  Well,  Sir,  a  little  more  of  this  acquaintance 
Will  make  me  know  you  fully  :  I  protcft 
You  have  (at  firft  fight)  made  me  confcious 
Of  inch  a  deed  my  dreams  ne'er  prompted.     Yet 
I  co  a  I'd  almoft  have  wiih'd  rather  ye  had  robb'd 
Me  of  my  cloak,  (formypurfe,  'tis  a  Icholar's) 
Than  to  have  marie  me  a  robber. 
]  had  rather  have  anfwer'd  three  difficult  queflions 
Than  this  one,  as  eafy  as  yet  it  feems. 

Witty.  Turn  !  you 

Shall  never  come  to  further  anfwer  for't. 
Can  you  confefs  your  penurious  uncle, 
In  his  full  face  of  love,  to  be  fo  ftridl 
A  niggard  to  your  commons,  that  you're  fain 
To  fize  your  belly  out  with  fhouider  fees, 
With  rumps  and  kidnies,  and  cues  of  fmgle  beer, 
And  yet  make  dainty  to  feed  more  daintily*3, 
At  this  eafier  rate  ?  Fy,  matter  Credulous ! 
I  blufh  for  you. 

Cred.  This  is  a  truth  undeniable. 

Witty.  Why, go  to  then  !  I  hope  I  knowyour  uncle: 
How  does  he  uie  his  fon,  nearer  than  you  ? 

15  And-yet  make  ciaymy  to  feed  more  dainiih^}  Tht  firft  folio  rend-, 
dainty;  for  want  of  conTultin^  th.  t  eci::on  (we  i'ujircf?)  Symplon  is 
gteat'y  puzzled  what  tj  do  With  t/ajny. 

Cred. 
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Cred.  Faith,  like  his  jade,  upon  the  bare  commons 
Turn'd  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it : 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  fhar'd  in  fuch 
A  purchafe,  and  thank'd  his  good  fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Prijcian. 
But  mum,  no  more  ! — Is  all  fafe,  bullies  ? 

Ruin.  Securej 

The  -gentleman  thinks  him  moft  happy  in  his  lofs, 
With's  life  and  limbs  fafe,  and  redoubles 
His  firfl  vow,  as  he  is  a  gentleman, 
Never  to  purfue  us. 

Witty.  Well ;  away  then  ! 

Difperfe  !  you  with  mafter  Credulous,  who  ftill 
Snail  -hear  the  purchafe  j  Prifcian  and  I 
W  ill  take  fome  other  courfe :  You  know  our  meeting 

O 

At  the  Three  Cups  in  St.  Giles';  with  this  provifo, 
(For  'tis  a  law  with  us)  that  nothing  be  opened 
•'Till  ail  be  prefent :  The  loferfays  a  hundred. 
And  it  can  weigh  no  lefs. 

Ruin.  Come,  Sir,  we'll  be  your  guide. 

Cred.  My  honefty,  which  till  now  was  never  for 
feited, 
All  (hall  be  clofe  'till  cur  meeting  !    [Exit  with  Ruin. 

V/itty.  Tufh,  I  believe  it ; — and  then  all  fiiall  out. 
Where  is  the  thief  that's  robb'd  ? 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

L.  Ruin.  Here,  mafter  Oldcraft. 
All  follows  now. 

Witty.  'Twas  neatly  done,  wench.     Now  to  turn 
that  baer 

O 

Of  counterfeits  to  current  pieces,  &?  aftum  eft! 

L.  Ruin.  You  are  the  chemift ;  we'll  blow  the  fire  ftill, 
If  you  can  mingle  the  ingredients. 

Witty.  I  will  not  mifs  a  caufe14,  a  quantity,  a  dram. 
You  know  the  place. 

ZJ-  /  nvill  not-  mifs  a  caufe,  a  quantity,  a  dram.}  Chymical  terms 
are  neceflury  hc:e,  cauje  thcre.'o;c  ieems  a  corruption,  and  quauti y 

makes 
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Prif.  I  have  told  her  that,  Sir. 

Winy.  Good  !  Turn  Ruinous  to  be  a  con  (table, 
(I'm  fure  we  want  not  beards  of  all  forts,  from 
The  worfhipful  magiftrate  to  the  under  watchman) 
Becaufe  we  muft  have  no  danger  of  life, 
But  a  cleanly  cheat ;  attach  Credulous  : 
The  caufe  is  plain,  the  theft  found  about  him; 
Then  fall  I  in,  in  his  own  coufin's  fhape, 
By  mere  accident,  where  finding  him  difbrefs'd, 
I  with  fome  difficulty  muft  fetch  him  off, 
With,  promife  that  his  uncle  fhall  fhut  up  all, 
With  double  reftitution  :  Mailer  conflable 
Ruinous  his  mouth  fhall  be  ftopt; 
You,  miftrefs  Rob-thief,  (hall  have  your  fhare  of 
What  we  can  gull  my  father  of.    Is't  plain  enough  ? 

L.  Ruin.  As  plain  a  cozenage  as  can  be,  faith. 

Witty.  Father,  I  come  again.,  and  again !  When  this  is 
Paft  too,  father,  one  will  beget  anothef. 
I'd  be  loath  to  leave  your  posterity  barren : 
You  were  beft  to  come  to  compofition,  father: 
Two  hundred  pieces  yearly  allow  me  yet, 
It  will  be  cheaper,  father,  than  my  wit ; 
For  I  will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  father.    \JLxettnt. 


ACT        III. 

Enter  Older  aft  and  Gregory. 
Oldc.  \\J  HY,  now  you  take  the  courfe,  Sir  Gregory 

V  V  Fop : 

I  could  enforce  her,  an  I  lift;  but  love 

makes  no  proper  climax ;  one  might  eaJily  form  a  proper  climnx  with 
.s.fcrttple,  dram  or  grain,  but  the  laws  of  criticifm  allow  no  fuch  de 
viation  from  the  trace  of  the  letters ;  the  only  probable  co:  jedurc 
that  I  can  form  i.', 

a  out,  a  quint,  a  dra-n  ; 

i.  e.  a  fourth  or  fifth  part,  or  even  a  dram.  I  f.iell  cart  rather  than 
auart,  becaufe  oar  Englifh  writers  fo  fpell  it  in  other  11  fiances,  as  a 
car  dew  jalte.id  of  wart  d1  ecu.  Sward. 

That's 
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That's  gently  won  is  a  man's  own  for  ever. 
Have  you  prepar'd  good  mufick  ? 

Greg.  As  fine  a  noife  1!,  uncle, 
As  heart  can  wifh. 

Oldc.  Why,  that's  done  like  a  fuitor ! 
They  muR-  be  woo'd  an  hundred  feveral  ways, 
Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a  woman : 
'Tis  an  odd  creature,  full  of  creeks  and  windings, 
The  ferpent  has  not  more ;  for  fh'  has  all  his, 
And  then  her  own  betide  came  in  by  her  mother. 

Greg.  A  fearful  portion  for  a  man  to  venture  on  ! 
.  Oldc.  But  the  way  found  once  by  the  wits  of  men, 
There  is  no  creature  lies  fo  tame  again. 

Greg.  I  promife  you,  not  a  houfe-rabbit,  Sir. 

Oldc.  No  fucker  on  'em  all  *6. 

Greg.  What  a  thing's  that  ? 

They're  pretty  fools,  I  warrant,  when  they're  tame, 
As  a  man  can  lay  his  lips  to. 

Oldc.  How  were  you  bred,  Sir  ? 
D  id  you  never  make  a  fool  of  a  tenant's  daughter  ? 

Greg.  Never,  i 'faith ;  they  ha'  made  fome  fools 

for  me, 
And  brought  'em  many  a  time  under  their  aprons. 

Oldc.  They  could  not  (hew  you  the  way  plainlierj 

I  think, 
To  make  a  fool  again. 

Greg.  There's  fools  enough,  Sir, 
'Lefs  they  were  wifer. 

Oldc.  This  is  wondrous  rare  ! 

45  Js  fine  a  noife.]  It  is  plain  from  this  paiTage,  and  Ben  Jonfon'f 
Silent  Woman,  that  noife  was  formerly  ufed  to  exprefs  a  concert  of 
tnujick.  Many  of  our  old  authors  will  afford  inftances of  this:  Among 
the  reft,  in  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  adl  ii.  fcene  iv.  one  of  the 
Drawers  fay?,  '  See  if  thou  canft  find  out  Sneak's  noife  ;  miftrefs 
'  Teaifheet  would  fain  hear  fome  mufick.''  In  a  note  on  that  paflage, 
Mr.  S;e.evens  produces  various  proofs  of  this  acceptation  of  the  word. 

26  Greg.   Ipromifeyvu,    not  a  houfe- rabbet,  Sir. 

Oldc.  Xo  fucker  on  'em  all.'}  In  the  Firft  Part  of  Henry  IV. 
Falftaff  fays,  '  Hang  me  up  by  the  heels  for  a  rabbet  fucker  /'  which 
Dr.  Johnfon  explains  to  be  a  fucking-rabbet  ;  and  Mr.  Steevens  fur- 
jnifhes  feveral  initances  in  fuppoit  ot  that  explanation. 

Come 
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Come  you  to  London  with  a  maidenhead,  knight  ? 
A  gentleman  of  your  rank  ride  with  a  cloke-bag  ? 
Never  an  hoftefs  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with  ? 
Nor  tapfter's  fifter  ?  nor  head-ofller's  wife  ? 
What,  nobody  ? 

Greg.  Well  mock'd,  old  wit-monger ! 
I  keep  it  for  your  Niece. 

Oldc.  Do  not  fay  fo,  for  lhame !  (he'll  laugh  at  thee : 
A  wife  ne'er  looks  for't ;  'tis  a  batchelor's  penny  -, 
He  may  give't  to  a  beggar- wench,  i'th'  progrefs  time, 
And  ne'er  be  call'd  to  account  for't.  [Exit, 

Greg.  'Would  I  had  known  fo  much  ! 
I  could  ha'  flopt  a  beggar's  mouth  by  the  way, 

Enter  Page  and  Fidler's  Bey. . 
That  rail'd  upon  me  'caufe  I'd  give  her  nothing. — 
What,  are  they  come  ? 

Page.  And  plac'd  directly,  Sir, 
Under  her  window. 

Greg.  What  may  I  call  you,  gentleman  ? 

Boy.  A  poor  fervant  to  the  viol ;  I'm  the  voice,  Sir. 

Greg.  In  good  time,  mailer  Voice  ! 

Boy.  Indeed,  good  time  does  get  the  maftery. 

Greg.  What  countryman,  mailer  Voice  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  born  "at  Ely  ;  we  all  fet  up  in  cla, 
But  our  houfe  commonly  breaks  in  Rutlandshire. 

Greg.  Afhrewdplace  by  my  faith !  it  may  well  break 
Your  voice;  it  breaks  many  a  man's  back.  ComCj 
Set  to  your  bufmefs. 

SONG. 

Fain  would  I  wake  you,  fweet,  but  fear 
I  fhould  invite  you  to  worfe  cheer  j 
In  your  dreams  you  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  mufick;  no  compare  ! 
None  of  your  (lumbers  are  compil'd 
Under  the  pleafure  makes  a  child ; 
Your  day-delights,  fo  well  compact, 
That  what  you  think  turns  all  to  aft : 

I'd 
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I'd  wifh  my  life  no  better  play, 

Your  dream  by  night,  your  thought  by  day. 

Wake,  gently  wake, 
.  Part  foftly  from  your  dreams  ! 

The  morning  flies 

To  your  fair  eyes, 
To  take  her  fpecial  beams. 

i"  Greg.  I  hear  her  up.     Here,  mafter  Voice, 
Pay  you  the  inftruments ;  fave  what  you  can, 

Enter  Niece  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you're  crack'd.  [Exit  Bey. 

Niece..  Who  fhould  this  be, 
That  I'm  fo  much  beholding  to  for  fweetnefs  ? 
Pray  Heav'n,  it  happens  right ! 

Greg.  Good  morrow,  miftrefs  ! 

Niece.  An  ill  day,  and  a  thonfand,  come  upon  thee! 

Greg.  'Light!   that's  fix  hundred  more  than  any 
almanack  has ! 

Niece.  Comes  it  from  thee  ?  it  is  the  mangieft  mufick 
Th.it  ever  woman  heard. 

Grig.  Nay,  fay  not  fo,  lady! 
There's  not  an  itch  about ''em. 
•   Niece. .  I  could  curfe 

My  attentive  powers,  for  giving  entrance  to't !     _. 
There  is  no  boldnefs  like  the  impudence 
That's' lock'd  in  a  fool's  blood!  How  durfr  you  do 

this  ? 

In  conference  I  abus'd  you  as  fufHciently 
As  woman  could  a  man  ;  infatiate  coxcomb  ! 
The  mocks  and  fpiteful  language  I  have  given  thee 
Would  o'  my  life  ha'  fer/'d  ten  rcafonable  men, 
And  rife  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their 

friends. 

Thou  glutton  at  abufes,  never  fatisfted  ? 
I  am  perfuaded  thou  devour'ft  more  flouts 
Than  all  thy  body's  worth;  and  ftill  a-hungred  ? 
A  mifchicf  of  that  maw!  prithee  feek  elfewhere ; 
In  troth  I'm  weary  of  abufmg  thee  : 

Get 
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Get  thee  a  frefh  miflrefs,  thou't  make  work  enough. 
I  do  not  think  there's  fcorn  enough  in  town 
To  ferve  thy  turn  ;  take  the  court-ladies  in, 
And  all  their  women  to  'em,  that  exceed  'em  ! 

Greg.  Is  this  in  earnefl,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Oh,  unfatiable ! 
Doft  thou  count  all  this  but  an  earneft  yet  ? 
I'd  thought  I'd  paid  thee  all  the  whole  fum !  truft  me, 
Thou'lt  beggar  my  derifion  utterly ; 
If  thou  flay'ft  longer,  I  fhall  want  a  laugh : 
If  I  knew  where  to  borrow  a  contempt 
Would  hold  thee  tack,  flay  and  be  hang'd  thou  fhouldfl 

then: 

But  th'haft  no  confcience,  now  t' extort  hate  from  me, 
When  one  has  fpent  all  fhe  can  make  upon  thee  : 
Mud  I  begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again, 
After  I've  rid  thee  twice  ?  faith,  'tis  unreafonable  ! 

Greg.  Say  you  fo  ?  I'll  know  that  prefently.    [Exit. 

Niece.  Now  he  runs 

To  fetch  my  uncle  to  this  mufty  bargain ; 
But  I  have  better  ware  always  at  hand, 
And  lay  by  this  ftill,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Cunn.  I  met  the  mufick  now ;  yet  cannot  learn 
What  entertainment  he  receiv'd  from  her. 

Niece.  There's  fomebody  fet  already17 ;  I  muft  to't, 

I  fee.— 
Well,  well,  Sir  Gregory  ! 

Cunn.  Ha !  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Niece.  Where-e'er  you  come,  you  may  well  boaft 

your  conqueft. 

.    Cunn.  She's  loft,  i 'faith  !  enough  !  has  Fortune  then 
Remember'd  her  great  boy  ?  fhe  feldom  fails  'em. 

Niece.  He  was  th'unlikelieft  man  at  firftmethought, 
To  have  my  love !  we  never  met  but  wrangled. 

*7  There" s  fomebody  fet ;]  i.e.  Pofed,  Jlatioied.  We  fhould  not 
hr.ve  thought  an  explanation  neceffjry,  had  not  the  paflVge  bet-n  quite 
ui  intelligible  to  Symplon,  \\lio  propofes  reading/^/  or  fttcb' ' d. 

Cunn. 
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Cunn.  A  pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  I  frill ! 
I  never  knew't  fail  yet,  where-e'er  it  came; 
It  never  comes,  but,  like  a  ftorm  of  hail, 
JTis  fure  to  bring  fine  weather  at  the  tail  on't; 
There's  not  one  match'mongft  twenty  made  without  it; 
It  fights  i'th'tongue,but's  fure  to  agree  i'th'haunches. 

Niece.  That  man  that  fhould  ha'  told  me,  when 

time  was, 

I  ihould  ha'  had  him,  had  been  laugh'd  at  piteoufly  !' 
But  fee  how  things  will  change  ! 

Cunn.  Here's  a  heart  feels  it! 
Oh3  the  deceitful  promifes  of  love ! 
What  truft  fhould  a  man  put  in  the  lip  of  woman  ? 
She  kifs'd  me  with  that  ftrength,  as  if  lh'  had  meant 
To  ha'  fet  the  fair  print  of  her  foul  upon  me. 

Niece.  I  would  ha'  fwora  'twould  ne'er  ha'  been  a 
match  once. 

Cunn.  I'll  hear  no  more ;  I'm  mad  to  hear  fo  much! 
Why  fhould  I  aim  my  thoughts  at  better  fortunes 
Than  younger  brothers  have  ?  that's  a  maid  with  no 
thing, 

Or  fome  old  foap-boiler's  widow,  without  teeth: 
There  waits  my  fortune  for  me;  feek  no  further!  \Exit. 

Enter  Oldcraft  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Oldc.  You  tell  me  things,Sir  Gregory,  that  can't  be. 
She  will  not,  nor  fhe  dare  not. 

Greg.  'Would  I  were  whipt  then  ! 

Niece.  I'll  make  as  little  Ihow  of  love,  Sir  Gregory, 
As  ever  woman  did;  you  {hall  not  know 
You  have  my  heart  a  good  while. 

Oldc.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Niece.  Man  will  infult  fo  foon  ;  'tis  his  condition; 
'Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can : 
I've  much  ado,  I  fwear ;  and  love  i'  th'  end 
Will  have  his  courfe  :  Let  maids  do  what  they  can, 
They  are  but  frail  things  'till  they  end  in  man. 

Oldc.  What  fay  you  to  this,  Sir  ? 

Greg.  This  is  fomewhat  handfome. 
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Niece.  And  by  that  little  wrangling  that  I  feign'd, 
Now  I  fhall  try  how  conftant  his  love  is, 
Altho'  it  went  fore  againft  my  heart  to  chide  him. 

Greg.  Alas,  poor  gentlewoman  ! 

Oldc.  New  you're  fure  of  truth  ;     * 
Yon  hear  her  own  thoughts  fpeak. 

Greg.  They  fpeak  indeed. 

Oldc.  Go,  you're  a  brainlefs  coax,  a  toy,  a  Fop ; 
I'll  go  no  further  than  your  name,  Sir  Gregory, 
I'll  right  myfelf  there.     Were  yen  from  this  place, 
You  fhould  perceive  I'm  heartily  angry  with  you  ! 
Offer  to  fow  ftrife  'twixt  my  Niece  and  I  ? — 
Good-morrow,  Niece,  good-morrow ! 

Niece.  Many  fair  ones  to  you,  Sir  ! 

Oldc.  Go !  you're  a  coxcomb. — How  doft,  Niece, 

this  morning  ? — 

.An  idle  fhallow  fool ! — Slep'dft  thou  well,  girl  ? — 
Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  lordfhips, 
For  Honefty  has  left  thee  little  manners. 

Greg.  How  am  I  bang'd  o'both  fides  ! 

Oldc.  Abufe  kindnefs  ? — 
Wilt  take  the  air  to-day,  Niece  ? 
•  Niece.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir. 
There  (lands  the  heir  behind  you  I  muft  take 
(Which  I'd  as  licve  take  as  take  him,  I  fwear). 

Oldc.  La'  you  !  do  you  hcar't  continued  to  your 

teeth  now  ? 

A  pox  of  all  fuch  Gregories !  what  a  hand 
Have  I  with  you  ?  [Niecs  lets  fall  herjcarf. 

Greg.  No  more !  i'feck,  I  ha'  done,  Sir.' 
Lady,  your  fcarf 's  fall'n  down; 

Niece.  'Tis  but  your  luck,  Sir, 
And  does  prefage  the  miftrefs  muft  fall  fhortly ; 
You  may  wear  it,  an  you  pleafe. 

Oldc.  There's  a  trick  for  you  ! 
You're  parlonfly  bclov'd  -,  you  fhou Id  complain  ! 

Greg.  Yes,  when  I  complain,  Sir, 
Then  do  your  worft;  there  I'll  deceive  you,  Sir. 

Oldc.  You  are  a  dolt,  and  fo  I  leave  yon,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Greg. 
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Greg.  Ah,  firrah  miftrefs,  were  you  caught,  i'faith? 
We  overheard  you  all ;  c  I  muft  not  know 
*  I  have  your  heart ;'  take  heed  o'  that,  I  pray  ! 
I  knew  fome  fcarf  would  come. 

Niece.  He's  quite  gone,  fure : — 
Ah,  you  bafe  coxcomb,  couldft  thou  come  again, 
And  fo  abus'd  as  thou  waft  ? 

Greg,  How ! 

Niece.  It  would  ha'  kill'd 

A  fenfible  man ;  he  would  ha'  gone  to  his  chamber 
And  broke  his  heart,  by  this  time. 

Greg.  Thank  you  heartily  ! 

Niece.  Or  fix'id  a  naked  rapier  in  a  wall, 
Like  him  that  earn'd  his  knighthood  ere  he  had  it, 
And  then  refus'd,  upon't  ran  up  to  th'  hilts. 

Greg.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me !  I  was  never  brought 

up  to't, 
I  never  profefs'd  running  i'  my  life. 

Niece.  What  art  thou  made  on,  thou  tough  vil 
lainous  vermin  ? 
Will  nothing  deftroy  thee  ? 

Greg.  Yes,  yes,  allure  yourfelf 
Unkind  words  may  do  much. 

Niece.  Why,  doft  thou  want  'em  ? 
I've  e'en  confum'd  my  fpleen  to  help  thee  to  'erri : 
Tell  me  what  fcrt  of  words  they  be  would  fpeed  theej 
I'll  fee  what  I  can  do  yet. 

Greg.  I'm  much  beholding  to  you. 
You're  willing  to  beftow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

Niece. I  ihould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  thefc* 

Greg.  I  wonder  you'd  not  offer  to  deflroy  me> 
All  the  while  your  uncle  was  here. 

Niece.  Why,  there  thou 

Betray'ft  thy  houfe ;  we  of  the  Oldcrafts  were 
Born  to  more  wit  than  fo. 

Greg.  I  wear  your  favour  herei 

Niece.  'Would  it  might  rot  thy  arm  off!    If  thoti 

knew'ft 

W'ithwhatcontemptthouhaftirjwhatheart'sbittefnefsi 
How  many  cunning  curfes  came  along  with't, 

VOL,  IX,  T  Thou'dft 
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Thou'dft  quake  to  handle  it. 

Greg.  A  pox,  take't  again  then  ! 
Who'd  be  thus  plagu'd  of  all  hands  ? 

Niece.  No,  wear't  ftill ; 
But  long  I  hope  thou  Ihalt-not ;  'tis  but  can: 
Upon  thee  purpofely  to  ferve  another, 
That  has  more 

Right  to't ;  as  in  fome  countries  they  convey 
Their  treafure  upon  affes  to  their  friends : 
If  mine  be  but  fo  wife  and  apprehenfive 
As  my  opinion  gives  him  to  my  heart, 
It  flays  not  long  on  thy  defertlefs  arm. 
I'll  make  thee,  ere  I  ha'  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Any  thing  of  mine,  altho'  I  giv't  thee  freely. 
Kifs  it  you  may,  and  make  what  ihow  you  can, 
But  fure  you  carry't  to  a  worthier  man  ! 
And  fo  good-morrow  to  you  I  [Exit. 

Greg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  ! 
I  ha'n't  the  fpirit  now  to  dalh  my  brains  out, 
Nor  the  audacity  to  kill  myfelf, 
But  I  could  cry  my  heart  out ;  that's  as  good, 
For  fo't  be  out,  no  matter  which  way't  comes. 
If  I  can  die  with  a  fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles,  what  is  that  to  any  man  ? 
If  there  be  fo  much  death,  that  ferves  my  turn  there. 
Every  one  knows  the  ftate  of  his  own  body  ; 
No  carrions  kills  a  kite,  but  then  again 
There's  cheefe  will  choak  a  daw.     Time  I  were  dead 

i'faith, 

If  I  knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 
I  am  a  maiden-knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a  naked  weapon  with  any  modefty, 
Elfe  'twould  go  hard  with  me ;  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  knight  again, 
Were  to  be  more  abus'd  : 
Perhaps  he'd  beat  me  well,  but  ne'er  believe  me, 

Enter  Cunningham. 

And  few  men  die  o'  beating;  that  were  loft  too. 
Oh,  here's  my  friend!  I'll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Cunn. 
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Cunn.  I  cannot  tear  her  memory  From  my  heart, 
That  treads  mine  down z8 !  Was  ever  man  fo  focl'd 
That  profefs'd  wit  ? 

Greg.  Oh,  Cunningham ! 

Cunn.  Sir  Gregory  ! 
The  choice,  the  victor,  the  town's  happy  man  ! 

Greg.  'Snigs,  what  doft  mean  ?  come  I  to  thee  for 

comfort, 
And  dofl  abufe  me  too  ? 

Cmm.  Abufe  you  ?  how,  Sir  ? 
With  j uftifying  your  fortune,  and  your  joys  ? 

Greg.  Pray  hold  your  hand,  Sir !  I've  been  bob'd 

enough.: 

You  come  with  a  new  way  now,  flrike  me  merrily  j 
But  when  a  man's  fore  beaten  o'  both  fides  already, 
Then  the  leafb  tap  in  jefb  goes  to  the  guts  on  him. 
Wilt  ha'  the  truth  ?  I'm  made  the  rankeft  afs 
That  e'er  was  born  to  lordfhips ! 

Cunn.  What  ?  no,  Sir  ! 

Greg.  I  had  not  thought  my  body  could  a'  yielded 
All  thofe  foul  fcurvy  names  that  fhe  has  call'd  me  •, 
I  wonder  whence  fhe  fetch'd  'em, 

Cunn.  Is  this  credible  ? 

Gnfg-.She  pin'd  this  fcarf  upon  me19,  'fore  her  uncle  j 
But,  his  back  turn'd,  fhe  curs'd  me  fo  for  wearing  on't 
The  very  brawn  of  mine  arm  has  ach'd  e'er  fmce  j 
Yet  in  a  manner  forc'd  me  to  wear't  ftill, 
But  hop'd  I  fhould  not  long :  If  good  luck  ferve, 
I  fhould  meet  one  that  has  more  wit  and  worth 
Should  take  it  from  me ;  'twas  but  lent  to  me, 
And  fent  to  him  for  a  token. 

Cunn.  I  conceit  it !  I  know  the  man 

a8  Tear  her  memory  from  my  beaft, 

That  treads  mine  down.]  Probably,  Tha  tfears  mine  out.  Sytnpfon. 

*9  She  pin'd  this  fcarf  upon  me.']  This  is  a  manifeft  untruth,  for 

(he  never  was  out  of  her  chamber  from  the  time  of  Sir  Gregory's 

ferenading  her,  to  the  dropping  of  her  fcarf.     What  fhouid  hinder  us 

then  from  reading,  to  falve  the  veracity  of  the  knight, 

She  pahrfd  this  fcarf  ufon  me.  Sympfon. 

Why  fo  minute  ?  why  not  admit  ^/«»Vmetaphorically  fotfaftnejt 

T  2  That 
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That  lies  in  wait  for't :  Part  with't,  by  all  means, 
In  any  cafe  !  you  are  way-laid  about  it. 

Greg.  How,  Sir!  way- laid? 

Cunn.  Pox  of  a  fcarf,  fay  I ! 
I  prize  my  friend's  life  'bove  a  million  of  'em: 
You  fhall  be  rul'd,  Sir;  I  know  more  than  you. 

Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on't! 
'Las,  'tis  not  for  my  wearing  ;  fo  Ihe  told  me. 

Cunn.  No,  no,  give  me't;  the  knave  fhall  mifs  his 

purpofe, 
And  you  fhall  live. 

Greg.  I  would  as  long  as  I  could,  Sir. 

Cunn.  No  more  replies !  you  Jhall  j  I'll  prevent  this : 
Pompey  fhall  march  without  it. 

Greg.  What,  is't  he  ? 
My  man  that  was  ? 

Cunn.  Call  him  your  deadly  enemy  I 
You  give  him  too  fair  a  name,  you  deal  too  noblyj 
He  bears  a  bloody  mind,  a  cruel  foe,  Sir; 
I  care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Greg.  But,  do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
Can  it  found  with  reafon  fhe  fhould  affefr.  him  f 

Cunn.  Do  you  talk  of  reafon  ?  I  ne'er  thought  to 

have  heard 

Such  a  word  come  from  you  :  Reafon  in  love  ? 
Would  you  give  that  no  do6lor  could  e'er  give  ? 
Has  not  a  deputy  married  his  cook-maid  ? 
An  alderman's  widow,  one  that  was  her  turn-broach? 
Nay,  has  not  a  great  lady  brought  her  ftable 
Into  her  chamber  r  lay  with  her  horfe-keeper  ? 

Greg.  Did  ever  love  play  fuch  jade's  tricks,  Sir  ? 

Cunn.  Oh,  thoufands,  thoufands. 
Beware  a  fturdy  clown,  e'er  while  you  live,  Sir : 
3Tis  like  a  houfewifry  in  moil  fhires  about  us  : 
You  fhall  ha' farmers'  widows  wed  thin  gentlemen 
Much  like  yourfelf",  but  put  'em  to  no  itrefs  •, 
What  work  can  they  do,  with  fmall  trap-flick  legs  ? 
They  keep  clowns  to  Hop  gaps  and  drive  in  pegs, 
A  drudgery  fit  for  hinds.     E'en  back  again,  Sir  ! 

You're 
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You're  faftft  at  returning. 

Greg.  Think  you  fo,  Sir? 

CUKU.  But  how  came  this  clown  to  be  call'd  Pompey 
firft  ? 

Greg.  Pirn  !  one  good  man  C^efar,  a  pump-maker, 

kerfen'd  him  ; 

Pompey  he  writes  himfelf,but  his  right  name's  Pumpey, 
And  ttunk  too  when  I  had  him  ;  now  he's  crank. 

Cunn.Ym  glad  I  know  fo  much  to  quell  his  pride,Sir. 
Walk  you  flill  that  way,  I'll  make  ufe  of  this 
To  refolve  all  my  doubts,  and  place  this  favour 
On  fome  new  miltrefs,  only  for  a  try  j 
And  if  it  meet  my  thoughts,  I'll  fwear  'tis  I.  [Exit. 

Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  fo  malapert,  fo  frampel  5°? 
w  only  cutter  about  ladies'  honours, 


Enter  Oldcraft. 

And  his  blade  fooneft  out  ? 

'     Oldc.  Now,  what's  the  news,  Sir  ? 

t     Greg.  I  dare  not  fay  but  good  :  —  Oh,  excellent  good, 

Sir! 
O/^.Ihope  now  you're  refolv'd  (lie  loves  you,knight? 

30  Framptl.j  In  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windfor,  Mrs.  Quickly  fays 
of  Mrs.  Ford,  That  '  fhe  leads  a  very  frampold  life'  with  her  huf- 
band  ;  and  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  that  the  word  occurs  in  Racket's  -Life 
of  Williams,  and  there  fignifies  a  peevijb  troublefome  fellow.  Mr. 
Stevens  adds  the  following  note  : 

In  the  Roaring  Girl,  a  comedy,  161  1,  I  meet  with  a  word,  which, 
though  differently  fpelt,  appears  to  be  the  fame. 
'  Lax.  Coachman. 
'   Coach,  Anon,  Sir  I 

'  Lax.  Are  we  fitted  with  good  phrampell  jades  ?' 
Ray,  among  his  South  and  Eaft  country  words,  fays,  thaty9v?/»/>tf/V, 
or  fratnpard,  iignifies//v//£/,  pewijh,  crofs,frmvard.     Asfro*wardt 
(he  sdd.-)  comes  from  from,  fo  may  frampard. 

Na(h,  in  his  Pr.iife  ot  the  Red  Herring,  i  599,  fpeaking  of  Leander, 

fays,  *  the  churli(h/}-<7w/'5/d'waveS'gavelTim  his  belly  full  of  fifti-broth.' 

So  in  the  Inner  Temple  Mafque,  by  Middleton,    1619,  '  'tis    fo 

*  frampole,  the  Puritans  will  never  yield   to   it.'     So   in    the  Blind 

Beggar   of  Bethnall  Green,  by   John   Day,  '  I  think   the  fellow's 

'  *  framfe  II,  &c.'     Again,  in  Ben  Jonfon's  Tale  of  a  Tub, 

*  I  priy  thee  grow  not  frarr.pul  now.'  Steevens. 

T  3  Greg, 
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Greg.  Cuds  me,  whatelfe,  Sir  ?  that's  not  to  do  now, 
Oldc.  You  would  not  think  how  defperately  you 
angcr'd  me, 

When  you  belied  her  goodnefs  :  Oh,  you  vex'd  me 

Jiven  to  a  palfey. 

Greg.  What  a  thing  was  that,  Sir  ! 

Enter  Niece. 

Niece.  'Tis,  thnt  'tis, 

As  I  have  hope  of  fweetnefs,  the  fcarf's  gone! 
Worthy  wife  friend,  I  dote  upon  thy  cunning  : 
We  two  (hall  be  well  match'd  ;  our  iffue  male  furc 
Will  be  born  counfellors.     Is't  poffible  ? 
Thou  malt  have  another  token  out  of  hand  for't; 
Nay,  fmce  the  way's  found,  pity  thou  fhouldft  want, 

i'faith.  — 
Oh,  my  belt  joy  and  deareft  ! 

Oldc.  Well  faid,  Niece! 

So  violent  'fore  your  uncle  ?  What  will  you  do 
In  fecret  then  ? 

Greg.  Marry,  call  me  (lave  and  rafcal. 

Niece.  Your  fcarf  —  -the  fcarf  I  gave  you  --  < 

Oldc.  Mafs,  that's  true,  Niece  ! 
I  ne'er  thought  upon  that  :  The  fcarf  fhe  gave  you,  Sir! 
What,  dumb  ?  no  anfwer  from  you  ?  the  fcarf! 

Greg.  I  was  way-laid  about  it,  my  life  threaten'd  ; 
Life's  life,  fcarf's  but  a  fcarf,  and  fo  I  parted  from't, 

Niece.  Unfortunate  woman  !  my  firft  favour  too  ? 

Oldc.  Will  you  be  (till  an  afs  ?   no  reconcilement 
?Twixt  you  and  Wit  ?  Are  you  fo  far  fall'n  out, 
You'll  never  come  together  ?  I  tell  you  true, 
I'm  very  loufily  afham'd  on  you  ; 
That's  the  worit  fhame  that  can  be.  — 
Thus  baiting  on  him,  now  his  heart's  hook'd  in, 
I'll  make  him,  ere  I  ha'  done,  take  her  with  nothing. 
I  love  a  man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  as  life  5I  !  — 

leave,  fwcet  Niece  ;  'tis  but  a  fcarf;  let  it  go  ! 


31  I  Iqve  a  wan  that  foes   by  bii  wits  al:le.j     Corre&ed  by 
fympfon. 
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Niece.  The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me,  Sir  j 
It  is  the  manner,  the  manner 

Greg.  Oh,  diflembiing  marmalct ! 
If  I  durft  fpeak,  or  could  be  believ'd 
When  I  fpeak,  what  a  tale  could  I  tell, 
To  make  hair  ftand  upright  now  ! 

Niece.  Nay,  Sir, 

At  your  requeft  you  mall  perceive,  uncle, 
With  what  renewing  love  I  forgive  this  : 
Here's  a  fair  diamond,  Sir;  I'll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that. 

Greg.  Not  very  long;  you  know't  too, 
Like  a  cunning  witch  as  you  are  ! 

Niece.  You're  bed  let  him  ha'  that  too. 

Greg.  So  I  were,  I  think  ;  there  were  no, living  elfe. 
I  thank  yon,  as  you  have  handled  the  matter. 

Oldc.  Why,  this  is  mufical  now,  and  Tuefday  next 
Shall  tune  your  inftruments  ;  that's  the  day  fet. 

Niece.  A  match,  good  uncle  ! 

Oldc.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Greg.  Oh,  very  well  •,  I'm  for  you. 

Niece.  Whate'er  you  hear,  you  know  my  mind  ! 

[Exeunt  Older  aft  and  Niece. 

Greg.  Ay,  a  pox  on't,  too  well !  If  I  don't  wonder 

how 

We  two  (hall  come  together,  I'm  a  bear-whelp. 
He  talks  of  Tuefday  next,  as  familiarly 
As  if  we  lov'd  one  another;  but  'tis  as  unlikely 
To  me,  as  'twas  feven  year  before  I  faw  her. 
I  mail  try  his  cunning  ;  it  may  be  he  has  a  way 
Was  never  yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need 
To  be  fuch  a  one ;  for  all  that  I  can  think  on 
Will  never  do't.     I  look  to  have  this  diamond 
Taken  from  me  very  fpeedily ;  therefore  I'll  take  it 
Off  o'  my  ringer,  for,  if  it  be  feen, 
I  fhall  be  way-laid  for  that  too.  [Exit. 


T  4  ACT 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Qldcraft  and  Wittypate. 

Oldc.  /~\  H,  torture,  torture  !  Thou  carry  'ft  a  fling 

\J}  i'thy  tail  ! 

Thou  never  brought'ft  good  news  i'thy  life  yet  ; 
And  that's  an  ill  quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

Witty.  Why,  you  receive  a  bleffing  the  wrong  way^ 

Sir. 

Call  you  not  this  good  news,  to  fave  at  once,  Sir, 
Your  credit  and  ydur  kinfman's  life  together  ? 
Would  it  not  vex  your  peace,  and  gall  your  worth, 
T'have  one  of  your  name  hang'd  ? 

Qldc.  Peace  ;  no  fuch  words,  boy  ! 

Witty.  Be  thankful  for  the  bleflingof  prevention  then, 

Oldc.  Let  me  fee  ! 

There  was  none  hang'd  out  of  our  houfe  fince  Brute  j 
I  ha'  fearch'd  both  Stow  and  Hollingfhead. 

Witty.  Oh,  Sir! 

Oldc.  I'll  fee  what  Polychronicon  fays  anon  too  3*. 
.  'Twas  a  miraculous  fortune  that  I  heard  on't  1 


31  Til  fee  'u.-hat  Polychronicon  fays  anon  too.]  By  Polychronicon 
he  means  ore  tJigden,  a  monk  of  Chefter,  who  wrote  a  large  volume 
pf  Kiftory  pnder  that  title.  Brady,  in  the  Catalogue  of  Writers 
f.om  whom  he  compiled  hii  Hiflory  of  England,  gives  us  this  account 
of  him:  'Ranalphus  Ceftreiifis  had  the  reputation  of  an  indulirious 
'  and  diligent  w/iter  by  ouranceflors,  efpecially  Leland.  He  wrote 
'  from  the  beginning  of  thing?,  and  brought  down  his  hiftory  (Latin) 
f  to  the  end  of  Edward  the  Third's  reign,  1377,  or  perhaps  only 
*  to  the  year  1344,  as  Mr.  Selden  obferves.'  As  the  Polycbronicov 
is  a  book  rot  to  be  met  with  every  ,where,  I  will  give  n.y  reader 
a  fpccimen  of  our  Ranalphus's  induflry  and  diligence  from  the  tranf- 
lat«on  of  his  Latin  woik  by  ore  deTrcvifa.  In  book  the  firft,  tho' 
|  can't  name  the  page  or  the  chnpter,  he  gives  this  defcription  of  the 
Sicilian  Cicada.  •  Cicades  birds  tbzfjingen  <u.:g!l,-  in  the  befl  ivife, 
'  and  they  have  a  pipe  open  under  their  throat,  ant)  fin^tn  better  when 
?  dead  than  while  they  be  alive,  therefore,  terries  of  that  Icnde  bihede 
f  them  to  have  the  fweeter  forg.'  Symplon. 

Qldc, 
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Oldc.  I  would  th'hadft  never  heard  on't  ! 

Witty.  That's  true  too, 

So  it  had  ne'er  been  done.     To  fee  the  luck  on't  ! 
He  was  ev'n  brought  to  juftice  Aurum's  threfhold; 
There  had  flown  forth  a  mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate! 
And  note  the  fortune  too  !   Sefiions  a  Thurfday, 
Jury  cull'd  out  a  Friday,  judgment  a  Saturday, 
Dungeon  a  Sunday,  Tyburn  a  Monday  : 
Mifcry's  quotidian  ague,  when't  begins  once, 
Every  day  pulls  him,  'till  he  pull  his  laft. 

Qldc.  No  more,  I  fay  !  'tis  an  ill  theme.     Where 
left  you  him  ? 

Witty.  He's  in  the  conftable's  hands  below  i'th,' 

hall,  Sir, 
JPoor  gentleman,  and  his  accufer  with  him. 

Oldc.  What's  he  ? 

Witty.  A  judge's  fon,  'tis  thought  ;  fo  much  the 

worfe  too; 

He'll  hang  his  enemy,  and  it  {hall  coit  him  nothing  5 
That's  a  great  privilege. 
Within  there  ! 


Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir? 

Oldc.  Call  up  the  folks  i'th'  halL—I  had  fuch  hope 

on  him, 

For  a  fcholar  too,  a  thing  thou  ne'er  waft  fit  for  j 
Therefore  creeled  all  my  joys  in  him, 
.Got  a  Welch  benefice  in  reverfion  for  him, 
Dean  of  Cardigan  ;  he  has  his  grace  already, 
He  can  marry  and  bury, 
Yet  ne'er  a  hair  on's  face,  like  a  French  vicar; 

Enter  Credulous^  Sir  Ruinous   (as  a  conftable),  and 

Lady  Ruinous  (as  a  man). 

And  does  he  bring  fuch  fruits  to  town  with  him  ? 
A  thief  at  his  firft  lighting  ?  —  Oh,  good  den  to  you  ! 
}Vitty.  Nay,  fweet  Sir  !  you're  fo  vex'd  now,  you'll 
grieve  him, 
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And  hurt  yourfelf. 

Oldc.  Away  !  I'll  hear  no  counfel. — 
Come  you  but  once  in  feven  year  to  your  uncle, 
And  at  that  time  muft  you  be  brought  home  too  ? 
And  by  a  conftable  ? 

•  Witty.  Oh,  fpeak  low,  Sir ; 
Remember  your  own  credit !  You  profefs 
You  love  a  man  o'wit;  begin  at  home,  Sir-, 
Exprefs  it  i'  yourfelf. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  mailer  conftable, 
Shew  yourfelf  a  wife  man,  'gainft  your  nature  too. 

Ruin.  Sir,  no  dim-poridgement,  we  have  brought 

home 
As  good  men  as  ye. 

Oldc.  Out !  a  North-Britain  conftable  ?  that  tongue 
Will  publifh  all,  it  fpeaks  fo  broad  already. 
Are  you  the  gentleman  ? 

L.  Ruin.  The  unfortunate  one,  Sir, 
That  fell  into  the  power  of  mercilefs  thieves, 
Whereof  this  fellow,  (whom  I'd  call  your  kinfman 
As  little  as  I  could,  for  the  fair  reverence 
J  owe  to  fame  and  years)  was  the  prime  villain. 

Oldc.  A  wicked  prime  ! 

Witty.  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fweet  father ! 

L.  Ruin.  The  reft  are  fled,  but  I  fhall  meet  with 'em: 
Hang  one  of  'em  I  will  certain,  (1  ha'  fwore  it) 
And  'twas  my  luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

Oldc.  A  Cambridge  man  for  this  ?  thefe  your  de 
grees,  Sir  ? 
J^ine  years  at  univerfity  for  this  fellowfhip  ? 

Witty.  Take  your  voice  lower,  dear  Sir  ! 

Oldc.  What's  your  lofs,  Sir  ? 

L.  Ruin.  That  which 

Offends  me  to  repeat ;  the  money's  whole,  Sir, 
'Tis  in  the  conftable's  hands  there,  a  feal'd  hundred ; 
But  I  will  not  receive't. 

Oldc.  No  ?  not  the  money,  Sir, 
Having  confefs'd  'tis  all  ? 

L-  Ruin.  'Tis  all  the  money,  Sir, 

But 
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But  'tis  not  all  I  loft  ;  for  when  they  bound  me, 
They  took  a  diamond  hung  at  my  mirt-ftring, 
Which  fear  of  life  made  me  forget  to  hide  -, 
It  bein-g  the  fparkling  witnefs  of  a  contract 
'Twixt  a  great  lawyer's  daughter  and  myfelf, 

Witty.  I  told  you  what  he  was, — What  docs  the 

-  diamond 
Concern  my  coufin,  Sir  ? 

L.  Ruin.  No  more  did  the  money  j 
But  he  fhall  anfwer  all  now. 

Witty.  There's  your  confcience  ! 
It  mews  from  whence  you  iprung. 

L.  Ruin.  Sprung  ?  I  had  leap'd  a  thief, 
Had  I  leap'd  fome  of  your  alliance, 

Witty.  Slave! 

L.  Ruin.  You  prevent  me  ftill. 

Qldc.  'Slid,  fon,  are  you  mad  ? 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  I'll  take  a  legal  courfe. 

Qldc.  Will  you  undo  us  all  ? — What's  your  demand, 

Sir?— 
Now  we're  in's  danger  too  ! 

L.  Ruin.   A  hundred  mark,  Sir; 
J  will  not  bate  a  doit, 

Witty.   A  hundred  rafcals  ! 

L.  Ruin.  Sir,  find  'em  out  in  your  own  blood,  and 
take  'em. 

Witty.  Go,  take  your  courfe ;  follow  the  law,  and 
fpare  not, 

Qldc.  Does  fury  make  you  drunk  ?  Know  you  what 
you  fay  ? 

Witty.  A  hundred  dogs-dungs !  do  your  worft. 

Qldc.  You  do, 
I'm  fure  :  Who  is  loud  now  ? 

Witty.  What,  his  own  afking  ? 

Qldc.  Not  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 

Witty.  You  fhall  have  but  threefcore  pound,  fpitc 

a'  your  teeth  \ 
Til  fee  you  hang'd  firft  ! 

Qldc.  And  what's  feven  pound  more,  man, 

That 
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That  all  this  coil's  about  ?— Stay  ! — 1  fay  he  fhall  ha't, 

Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pkale 

with  it; 

Pardon  my  zeal !  I  would  ha*  fav'd  you  money. 
Give  him  all  his  own  afking  ? 

Oldc.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir  ? 
Be  fparing  of  your  own  !   Teach  me  to  pinch 
In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this  ?  Go,  go  j  live  by  your  wits,  go  \ 

Witty.  I  pradjie  all  I  can. 

Oldc.  Follow  you  me,  Sir; 
And,  matter  conftable,  come  from  the  knave, 
.And  be  a  witnefs  of  a  full  recompenfe. 

Witty.  Pray  flop  the  conftable's  mouth,  whate'er 
you  do,  Sir. 

Oldc.  Yet  again  ? 

As  if  I  meant  net  to  do  that  myfelf, 
Without  your  counfel  ?  As  for  you,  precious  kinfman, 
Yourfirfl  year's  fruits  in  Wales  mall  go  to  rack  for  this! 
You  lie  not  in  my  houfe ;  I'll  pack  you  out, 
And  pay  for  your  lodging  rather. 

[Exeunt  Oldc.  Ruin,  and  L.  Ruin. 

Witty.  Oh,  fy,  coufm  ! 
Thefe  are  ill  courfes  ;  you  a  fcholar  too  ! 

Cred.  I  was  drawn  into't  mod  unfortunately, 
By  filthy  debofht  company. 

Witty.  Ay,  ay,  ay ; 

'Tis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  youth  in  England, 
What  were  they  ?  gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  Faith,  fo  like,  fome  of  'em, 
They  were  ev'n  the  worfe  again. 

Witty.  Hum  ! 

Cred.  Great  tobacco-whiffers ; 
They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a  pipe  in  their  mouths. 

Witty.  What!  no? 

Cra/.Faith,  leave  it,  coufm,  becanfe  my  rafcals  ufe  it. 

Witty,  So  they  do  meat  and  drink  j  muft  worthy 

gentlemen 

jRefrain  their  food  for  that  ?  an  honeft  man 
May  eat  of  the  fame  pig  fome  parfon  dines  with 
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A  lawyer  and  a  fool  feed  off  one  woodcock, 

Yet  one  ne'er  the  fimpler,  t'other  ne'er  the  wifer ; 

'Tis  not  meat,  drink,  or  fmoke,  difh,  cup,  or  pipe, 

Co-operates  to  the  making*  of  a  knave  •, 

'Tis  the  condition  makes  a  (lave  a  Have : 

There's  London  philofophy  for  you  !  I  tell  you,  coufin, 

You  cannot  be  too  cautelous,  nice,  or  dainty, 

In  your  fociety  here,  efpecially 

When  you  come  raw  from  the  univerfity, 

Before  the  world  has  harden'd  you  a  little; 

For  as  a  butter'd  loaf  is  a  fcholar's  breakfaft  there, 

So  a  poach'd  Icholar  is  a  cheater's  dinner  here  : 

I  ha'  known  feven  of  'em  fupp'd  up  at  a  meal. 

Cred.  Why  a  poach'd  fcholar  ? 

Witty.  'Caufe  he  pours  himfelf  forth, 
And  all  his  fecrets,  at  the  firft  acquaintance  \ 
Never  fo  crafty  to  be  eaten  i'th'  Ihell, 
But  is  out-ftrip'd  of  all  he  has  at  firft, 
And  goes  down  glib  ;  he's  fwallow'd  with  marp  wit, 
'Stead  of  wine  vinegar. 

Cred.  I  mall  think,  coufin, 
O'  your  poach'd  Icholar,  while  I  live. 

'Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mailer  Credulous, 
Your  uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  houle : 
You  muft  with  me  ;  I'm  charg'd  to  fee  you  plac'd 
In  fome  new  lodging  about  Thieving-Lane. 
What  the  conceit's  1  know  not ;  but  he  commands  you 
To  be  feen  here  no  more,  'till  you  hear  further. 

Cred.  Here's  a  ft  range  welcome,  Sir  ! 

Witty.  This  is  the  world,  coufin. 
When  a  man's  fame's  once  poifon'd  !  Fare  thee  well, 
lad  !  [Exeunt  Cred.  and  Serv. 

This  is  the  happieft  cheat  I  e'er  claim'd  fhare  in  j 
It  has  a  two-fold  fortune,  gets  me  coin, 
And  puts  him  out  of  grace  that  ftood  between  me, 
My  father's  Cambridge  jewel,  much  fufpected 
To  be  his  heir  j  now  there's  a  bur  in's  hopes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ruinous  and  Lady  Ruinous. 
Ruin.  It  chinks ;  make  hafte ! 
L.  Ruin.  The  Goat  at  Smithfield-Pens.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Witty.  Zo,  zo,  zufficient ! — Matter  Cunningham  ? 
I  never  have  ill  luck  when  I  meet  a  wit. 

Cunn.  A  wit's  better  to  meet  than  to  follow  then, 
For  I  ha'  none  fo  good  I  can  commend  yet  •, 
But  commonly  men  unfortunate  to  themfelves, 
Are  luckieft  to  their  friends  •,  and  fo  may  I  be. 

Witty.  I  run  o'er  fo  much  worth,  going  but  in  haftc 

from  you, 
All  my  deliberate  friendfhip  cannot  equal. 

Cunn.'Tis  but  to  fhew,  that  you  can  place  fometimes 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Your  modefty  a-top  of  all  your  virtues.  [Exit  Witty* 
This  gentleman  may  pleafure  me  yet  again. 
I  am  fo  haunted  with  this  broad-brim'd  hat 
Of  the  laft  progrefs  block,  with  the  young  hat-band, 
Made  for  a  fucking  devil  of  two  years  old, 
I  know  not  where  to  turn  myfelf. 

Mir.  Sir*! 

Cunn.  More  torture  ? 

Mir.  'Tis  rumour'd  that  you  love  me. 

Cunn.  O'  my  troth,  gentlewoman, 
Rumour's  as  falfe  a  knave  as  ever  pifs'd  then  ; 
Pray  tell  him  fo  from  me  !  I  cannot  feign 
With  a  fweet  gentlewoman,  I  muft  deal  downright. 

Mir.  I  heard,  tho',  you  diiTembled  with  my  aunt,Sirj 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

Cunn.  There's  no  falfhood, 
But  pays  us  our  own  fome  way  ! — I  confefs 
I  feign'd  with  her,  ('twas  for  a  weightier  purpofe) 
But  not  with  thee,  I  fwear. 

Mir.  Nor  I  with  you  then, 
Altho'  my  aunt  enjoin'd  me  to  diffemble 

To 
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To  right  her  fpleen  :  I  love  you  faithfully. 

Cunn.  'Light,  this  is  worle  than  'twas. 

Mir.  I  find  fuch  worth  in  you, 
I  cannot,  nay,  I  dare  not  dally  with  you, 
For  fear  the  flame  confume  rae. 

Cunn.  Here's  frefh  trouble  ! 
This  drives  me  to  my  confcience ;  for  'tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  directly  with  me. 

Mir.  I  crave  but  fuch  a  truth  from  your  love,  Sir, 
As  mine  brings  you,  and  that's  proportionable. 

Cunn.  A  good  geometrician/  'fhrew  my  heart ! 
Why,  are  you  out  o'  your  wits,  pretty  plump  gentle 
woman, 

You  talk  fo  defperately  ?  'tis  a  great  happinefs 
Love  has  made  one  on's  wifer  than  another, 
We  mould  be  both  caft  away  elfe : 
Yet  I  love  gratitude  •,  I  muft  requite  you, 
I  mall  be  fick  elfe:  But  to  give  you  me — 
A  thing  you  muft  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live, 
For  a'  my  troth  I  hardly  can  myfelf ; 
No  wife  phyfician  will  prefcribe  me  for  you. 
Alas,  your  date's  weak  ;  you  had  need  of  cordials, 
Some  rich  electuary,  made  of  a  fon  and  heir, 
An  elder  brother,  in  a  cullis,  whole ; 
It  muft  be  fome  wealthy  Gregory,  boil'd  to  a  jelly, 
That  muft  reftore  you  to  the  ftate  of  new  gowns, 
French  ruffs,  and  mutable  head-tires. 

Mir.  But,  where  is  he,  Sir  ? 
One  that's  fo  rich  will  ne'er  wed  me  with  nothing.  - 

Cunn.  Then  fee  thy  confcience,  and  thy  wit  together! 
Wouldft  thou  have  me  then,  that  have  nothing  neither? 
Wrhat  fay  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  Firft  yonder  ? 
Will  you  acknowledge  your  time  amply  recompens'dj 
Full  fatisfaction  upon  love's  record, 
Without  any  more  fuit,  if  I  combine  you  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  by  this  honeft  kifs. 

Cunn.  You're  a  wile  client, 
To  pay  your  fee  before-hand  ;  but  all  do  fo : 
You  know  the  worft  already,  that's  the  beft  too. 

Mtr. 
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Mir.  I  know  he  is  a  fool. 

Cunn,  You're  fhrewdly  hurt  then  ! 
This  is  your  comfort  -,  your  great,  wifeft  women 
Pick  their  firft  hufband  ftill  out  of  that  houfe, 
And  fome  will  have  'em  to  chufe>  if  they  bury  twenty. 

Mir.  I'm  of  their  minds,  that  like  him  for  a  firft 

hnfband 

To  run  youth's  race  with  ;  it  is  very  pleafant; 
But  when  I'm  old,  I'd  always  wifh  a  wifer. 

Cunn.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time.     For  this 

firft  bufinefs, 
Reft  upon  my  performance  ! 

Mir.  With  all  thankful.nefs. 

Cunn.  I  have  a  project  you  muft  aid  me  in  too. 

Mir.  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  action,  Sir. 

Cunn.  Pray  wear  this  fcarf  about  you. 

Mir.  I  conjecture  now 

Cunn.  There's  a  court  principle  for't,  one  office 

muft  help  another ; 
As  for  example,  for  your  caft  o'  manchets  out  o'th* 

pantry, 
I'll  allow  you  agoofe  out  of  the  kitchen. 

Mir.  'Tis  very  fociably  done,  Sir :  Farewell,  Per 
formance  ! 
I  fhall  be  bold  to  call  you  fo.  [Exift 

Cunn.  Do,  fweet  Confidence  ! 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  I  can  match  my  two  broad-brim'd  hats — 

'Tis  he  !  I  know  the  maggot  by  his  head  ; 

Now  mall  I  learn  news  of  him.     My  precious  chief! 

Greg.  I  have  been  feekingforyou  i'th'bowling-green,- 
Enquir'd  at  Nettleton's  and  Anthony's  ordinary  -t 
It  has  vex'd  me  to  th'  heart ! 
Look,  I've  a  diamond  here,  and  it  can't  find 
A  mailer. 

Cunn.  No  ?  that's  hard,  i'faith. 

Greg.  It  does 
Belong  to  fomebody :  A  mifchief  on  him, 

I  woukl 
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I  would  he  had  it  •,  does  but  trouble  me ; 
And  lhe  that  fent  it  is  fo  wafpifh  too, 
There's  no  returning  to  her  'till't  be  gone. 

Cunn.  Oh,  ho !  Ah,  firrah,  are  you  come  ? 

Greg.  What's  that,  friend? 

Cunn.  Do  you  note  that  corner  fparkle  ? 

Greg.  Which?  which?  which,  Sir? 

Cunn.  At  the  Weil  end  o'th'  collet ". 
.  Greg.  Oh,  I  fee't  now. 

Cunn.  'Tis  an  apparent  mark :  This  is  the  ftone,  Sir, 
That  fo  much  blood  is  threaten'd  to  be  fhed  for. 

Greg.  I  pray 

Cunn.  A  tun  at  leaft. 

Greg.  They  muft  not  find  it  in  me  then ;  they  muft 
Go  where  'tis  to  be  had. 

Ctftfw.'TisTvell  it  came  to  my  hands  firft,  Sir  Gregofyj 
I  know  where  this  muft  go. 

Greg.  Am  I  difcharg'd  on't  ? 

Cunn.  My  life  for  yours  now  !  [Draws. 

Greg.  What  now  ? 

Cunn.  'Tis  difcretion,  Sir; 
I'll  (land  upon  my  guard  all  the  while  I  ha't. 

Greg.' Troth  thou  tak'ft  too  much  danger  on  theeftill, 
To  preferve  me  alive. 

Cunn.  Tis  a  friend's  duty,  Sir. 
Nay,  by  a  toy  that  I've  late  thought  upon, 
I'll  undertake  to  get  your  miftrefs  for  you. 

Greg.  Thou  wilt  not  ?  wilt  ? 

Cunn.  Contract  her  by  a  trick,  Sir, 
When  me  leaft  thinks  on't, 

Greg.  There's  the  right  way  to't ; 
For  if  (he"  think  on't  once,  (he'll  never  do't. 

Cunn.  She  does  abufe  you  ftill  then? 

Greg.  A  pox  !  damnably, 
Every  time  worfe  than  other ;  yet  her  uncle 
Thinks  the  day  holds  a  Tnefday :  Say  it  did,  Sir, 

"  V/eft  end  o'th'  coller.]  There  only  wants  the  change  of  a  letter, 
to  make  this  pr-ifige  run  like  the  original,  -viz.  o"th'  collet ;  /.  e. 
beizill  or  focket  in  which  the  diamond  was  fet.  Sjmpfon. 

VOL.  IX.  'U  She's 
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She's  fo  familiarly  us'd  to  call  me  rafcal^ 

She'll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  name  ; 

And  then  that  marriage  cannot  hold  in  law,  you  know. 

Cunn.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me : 

Greg.  Who  fhould  I  leave  it  to  ? 

Cunfi.'Tis  our  luck  to  love  nieces ;  I  love  a  niece  too. 

Greg.  1  would  you  did,  i'faitJi ! 

Cunn.  But  mine's  a  kind  wretch. 

Greg.  Ay,  marry.  Sir ;  I  would  mine  were  fo  too  ! 
.  Cunn.  No  rajcal  comes  in  her  mouth. 

Greg.  Troth,  and  mine 
Has  little  elfe  in  hers. 

Cunn.  Mine  fends  me  tokens, 
All  the  world  knows  not  on. 

Greg.  Mine  gives  me  tokens  too, 
Vefy  fine  tokens;  but  I  dare  not  wear  'em. 

Cunn.  Mine's  kind  in  fecret. 

Greg.  And  there»mine's  a  hell-cat. 

Cunn.  We  have  a  day  fet  too. 

Greg.  'Slid,  fo  have  we,  man ; 
But  there's  no  fign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cunn.  I'll'tell  thee  who  it  is;  th'  old  woman's  niece. 

Grjg.  Is't  fne  ? 

Cunn.  I  would  your  luck  had  been  no  worfe  for 

'    milclnefs ; 
But  mum ;  no  more  words  of  it  to  your  lady  ! 

Gre?.  Foh  ! 

o 

Cunn.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 

Greg.  None  of  our  blood 
Were  ever  babblers. 

Cunn.  Prithee  convey  this  letter  to  her  ; 
But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  miftrcfs  fee't ! 

Greg.  Yet  again,  Sir  ? 

Cunn.  There  is  a  jewel  in't ! 
The  very  art  would  make  her  dote  upon't. 

Greg.  Say  you  fo  ? 
And  fiie  fhall  fee  it  for  that  trick  only. 

Cunn.  Remember  but  your  miftrefs,  and  all's  well. 

Greg.  Nay,  if  I  do  not,  hang  me  !  \_Exit. 

Cunn. 
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Cunn.  I  believe  you. — 
This  is  the  only  way  to  return  a  token : 
I  know  he  will  do't  now,  'caufe  he's  charg'cl  to  th' 

contrary. 
He's  the  neareft  kin  to  a  \voman,  of  a  thino; 

^ j 

Made  without  fubftance,  that  a  man  can  find  again. 

Some  petticoat  begot  him,  I'll  be  whipt  elfe, 

Engendrine;  with  an  old  pair  of  pane'd  hofe  u, ' 

Lying  in -To  me  hot:  chamber  o'er  the  kitchen  ; 

The  very  fleam  bred  him. 

He  never  grew  where  rein  in  re  e'er  came  j 

The  generation  of  a  hundred  fuch 

Cannot  make  a  man  ftand  in  a  white  fheet, 

For  'tis  no  act  in  lav/;   nor  can  a  condable 

Pick  out  a  bawdy  bufmefs  for  Bridewell  in't. 

Enter  Pompey  (e.s  a  gallant). 

A  lamentable  cafe  ! 

He's  got  with  a  man's  urine,  like  a  mandrake. — 
How  now  ?  ha  ?  what  prodigious  bravery's  this  ? 
A  moft  prepoflerous  gallant  !  the  doublet  fits 
As  if  it  mock'cl  the  breeches. 

Pcmgcy.  Save  you,  Sir  ! 

Cunn.  H'has  put  his  tongue  in  the  fine  fuit  of  words 
'  too !, 

Pompey.  Hov/  does  the  party  ? . 

Cunn.  Takes  me  for  a  fcrivener. — 
Which  of  the  parties  ? 

Pompey.  Hum  !  Simplicity  betide  thee  ! — 
I  would  fain  hear  o'  th'  party;   I'd  be  loath  to  go 
Further  with  her  ;  honour  is  not  .a  thing 
To  be  dallied  withal,  no  more  is  reputation, 
No,  nor  fame,  I  take  it;  I  muft  not  have  her  wrong'd 
When  I'm  abroad  ;  my  party  is  not  to  be  compdl'd 
With  any  party  in  an  oblique  way; 
'Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  women ; 

'*  With  an  old  pair  of  puun'd  kofs."\  Probably  painct  hofe. 

Sympfwr, 

U  2      .  May 
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May  prove  a  lady  too,  but  fhall  be  namelefs  ; 
I'll  bite  my  tongue  out,  ere  it  pro,ve  a  traitor. 
Cann.  Upon  my  life,  I  know  her  ! 
Pompey.  Not  by  me; 

Know  what  you  can,  talk  a  whole  day  with  me, 
You're  ne'er  the  wifer;  fhe  comes  not  from  thefe  lips. 
Cunn.  The  old  knight's  Niece. 
Pompey.  'Slid,  he  has  got  her !  Pox  of  his  heart  that 

told  him ! 

Can  nothing  be  kept  fecret ! — Let  me  entreat  you 
To  ufe  her  name  as  little  as  you  can,  tho'. 

Cunn.  'Twill  be  fmall  pleafure,Sir,  to  ufe  her  name. 
Pompey.  I  had  intelligence  in  my  folemn  walks, 
'Twixt  Paddington  and  Pancridge,  of  a  fcarf 
Sent  for  a  token,  and  a  jewel  follow'd  j 
But  I  acknowledge  not  the  receipt  of  anyi 
However  it  is  carried,  believe  me,  Sir, 
Upon  my  reputation,  I  receiv'd  none  ! 
Cunn.  What,  neither  fcarf  nor  jewel  ? 
Pompey.  'Twould  be  feen 

Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think  thatj 
I  have  an  arm  for  a  fcarf,  as  others  have, 
An"  ear  to  hang  a  jewel  too,  and  that  is  more 
Than  fome  men  have,  my  betters  a  great  deal, 
I  mud  have  reftitution,  where-e'er  it  lights. 
Cunn.  And  reafon.good. 
Pcmpey.  For  all  thefe  tokens,  Sir, 
Pafs  i'  my  name. 

Cunn.  It  cannot  otherwife  be. 
Pompey.  Sent  to  a  worthy  friend  ! 
Cunn.  Ay,  that's  to  thee. 
Pcmpey.  I'm  wrong'd  under  that  title. 
Cunn.  I  dare  fwear  thou  art : 
'Tis  nothing  but  Sir  Gregory's  circumvention^ 
His  envious  fpite  ;  when  thou'rt  at  Paddington^ 
He  meets  the  gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Pomfey.  Ah,  faife  knight ! 
falfe  both  to  honour,  and  the  law  of  arms. 

Cunn.  What  wilt  thou  fay  if  I  be  revcng'd  for  thec, 

Tftott 
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Thou  fit  as  witnefs  ? 

Pompey.  I  fhould  laugh  in  ftate  thenk 

Cunn.  I'll  fob  him  j  here's  my  hand. 

Pompey.  I  fh all  be  as  glad  as  any  man  alive 
To  fee  him  well  fobb'd,  Sir.     But,  now  you  talk  of 

fobbing, 

I  wonder  the  lady  fends  not  for  me  accordingtopromife: 
I  ha'  kept  out  o'  town  thefe  two  days,  o'  purpofe 
To  be  fent  for  :  I  am  aim  oft  ftarv'd  with  walking. 

Cunn.  Walking  gets  men  a  ftomach. 

Pompey.  'Tis  moil  true,  Sir; 
I  may  fpeak  it  by  experience,  for  I  ha'  got 
A  ftomach  fix  times,  and  loft  it  again, 
As  often  as  a  traveller  from  Chelfea 
Shall  lofe  the  fight  of  Paul's,  and  get  it  again. 

Cunn.  Go  to  her,  man. 

Pompey.  Not  for  a  million  ! 
Enfringe  my  oath  ?  There's  a  toy  call'd  a  vow 
Has  paft  between  us,  a  poor  trifle,  Sir  ! 
Pray  do  me  the  part  and  office  of  a  gentleman : 
If  you  chance  to  meet  a  footman  by  the  way, 
In  orange-tawny  ribbands,  running  before 
An  empty  coach,  with  a  buzzard  i'th'  poop  on't, 
Direct  him  and  his  horfes  toward  the  New-River, 
By  Iflington ;  there  they  fhall  have  me  looking 
Upon  the  pipes,  and  whiftling.  \_Extf> 

Cunn.  A  very 

Good  note  !  This  Love  makes  us  all  monkies. 
But  to  my  work  :  Scarf  firft  ?  and  now  a  diamond  ? 
Thefe  fhould  be  fure  figns  of  her  affection's  truth  ; 
Yet  I'll  go  forward  with  my  furer  proof.          [Exit. 

Enter  Niece  and  Gregory* 

Niece.  Is't  pofTible  ? 

Greg.  Nay,  here's  his  letter  too ; 
There's  a  fine  jewel  in't,  therefore  I  brought  it  to  you. 

Niece.  You  tedious  mongril !  Is  it  not  enough 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  hand, 
A  thing  which  makes  me  almoft  fick  to  do, 

U  3  But 
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But  you  mu ft  talk  too  ? 

Greg.  I  ha'  done. 

Niece..  Fall  back  ! 

Yet  backer,  backer  yet !  You  unmannerly  puppy, 
Do  you  not  fee  I'm  going  about  to  read  it  ? 

Greg.  Nay,  thefe  are  golden  days  !  now  I  flay  by't  j 
She  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in  her  fight  at  ail ;  - 
The  world  mends,  I. fee  that. 

Niece.  What  an  ambiguous 
Superfcription's  here  !  '  To  the  beft  of  nieces/ 
Why,  that  title  may  be  mine,  and  more  than  her's  : 
Sure  I  much  wrong  the  neatnefs  of  his  art ! 
'Tis  certain  fent  to  me ;  and  to  requite 
My  ctjnning  in  the  carriage  of  my  tokens, 
Us'd  the  fame  fop  for  his. 

Greg.  She  nodded  now  to  me;  'twill  come  in  time. 

Niece.  What's  here?  An  entire  ruby,  cut  into  a  heart  ? 
And  this  the  word,  Iftud  amoris  of  us  ? 

Greg.  Yes,  yes ; 
I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  Love's  the  beft  ftcne-cutter. 

Niece.  Why,  thou  faucy  ifiue  of  fome  travelling 

fow-gelder,    - 

What  makes  love  in  thy  mouth  ?  Is  it  a  thing 
That  ever  will  concern  thee  ?  I  do  wonder 
How  thou  dar'ft  think  on't !  Haft  thou  ever  hope 
~  To  come  i'  the  fame  room  where  lovers  are, 
And'fcape  unbrain'd  withone  of  their  velvet  llippers  ? 

Greg.  Love- tricks  break  out  I  fee :  An  you  talk  of 

flippers  once, 
It  is  not  far  off  to  bed-time. 

Niece.  Is  it  poffible  thou  canft  laugh  yet  ? 
I  would  ha'  undertook  to  ha'  kill'd  a  fpider 
With  lefs  venom  far  than  I  have  fpt:  at  thee. 

Greg.  You  muft  conceive, 
A  knight's  another  manner  o'  piece  of  flefh. 

Niece.  Back,  owl's  face  ! 

Oldc.  [•within.']  Do,  do. 

Niece.  'Tis  my  uncle's  voice,  that. — 
Why  keep  you  fo  far  off,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Are 
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Are  you  afraid.  Sir,  to. come  near  your  miftrefs  ? 
Greg.  Is. the  proud  heart  come  down  ?  I  look'd  for 

this  flill. 
Niece.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet. — Away,  you 

dog-whelp,! 

Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  tho'  I  faid  fo  ? 
I'll  make  you  nnderftand  my  mind  in  time  ! 
You're  running  in  greedily35,  like  a  hound  to  his 

breakfaft, 

That  chops  in  head  and  all  to  beguile  his  fellows ; 
I'm  to  be  eaten,  Sir,  with  grace  and  lei  lure, 
Behaviour  and  difconrfe,  things  that  ne'er  trouble  you: 
After  I  have  pelted  you  fufficiently, 
I  tro  you'll  learn  more  manners, 

Greg.  I  am  wondring 

Still  when  we  two  fhall  come  together.     Tuefday's 
At  hand,  but  I'm  as  far  oft  as  I  was 
At  firft,  I  fwear. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Now,  Cunningham,  I'll  be  reveng'd  at  large. 
Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  fufpicion 
Is  truth  full  blown  now;  my  niece  wears  your  fcarf. 

*  Niece.  Ha! 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I'll  place  you  inftantly 
Where  you  fhall  fee  her  courted  by  Cunningham. 

Niece.  I  go  with  greedinefs  !  We  long  for  things 

That  break  our  hearts  fometimes;  there's  Pleafure's 

mifery.  \_Exe.  Niece  and  Guard. 

Greg.  Where  are  thofe  gad-flies  going  ?  to  fome 

junket  now. 

That  fame  old  humble-bee  36,toles  the  young  one  forth 
To  fweetmeats  after  kind :  Let  'em  look  to't 
The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  mifs'd  or  gone  ! 
I  bring  a  maidenhead,  and  I  look  for  one.       \Exit. 

35  Tour  running  in  greedily.'}   Corrected  by  Symplon. 
j6  Some  old  bumble-bee.}   Corrected  in  1750. 

U  4  Enter 
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Enter  Cunningham  (Jeemingly  in  difcourfe  with  a  majk*d 
gentlewoman^  which  is  a  puppet,  in  a  broad  hat,  and 
Jcarfed),  and  Niece  at  another  door. 

Cunn.  Yes,  yes. 

Niece.  Too  manifefl  now ;  the  fcarf  and  all ! 

Cunn.  It  cannot  be  j  you're  fuch  a  fearful  foul. 

Niece.  I'll  give  her  caufe  of  fear  ere  I  part  from  her  ! 

C#«#.Will  you  fay  fo  ?  Is't  not  your  aunt's  defiretoo? 

Niece.  What  a  diflembling  crone's  that  ?  She'll  for- 
fwear't  now. 

Cunn.  I  fee  my  project  takes ;  yonder's  the  grace  on't. 

Niece.  Who  would  put  confidence  in  wit  again  ? 
I'm  plagu'd  for  my  ambition,  to  defire 
A  wife  man  for  a  hufband  !  and  I  fee 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  (lint : 
We  are  allow'd  but  one  dim,  and  that's  woodcock. 
It  keeps  up  wit  to  make  us  friends  and  fervants  of; 
And  thinks  any  thing's  good  enough  to  make  us 

hufbands. 

Oh,  that  whore's  hat  o'  thine,  o'th'  riding  block, 
A  made  for  lecherous  kifies  ! 

Cunn.  Make  you  doubt  on't  ? 
Is  not  my  love  of  force  ? 

Niece.  Yes ;  me  it  forces 
To  tear  that  forcerous  tlrumpet  from  thy  embraces. 

Cunn.  Lady  ? 

Niece.  Oh,  thou  haft  wrong'd  the  exquifiteft  love — 

Cunn.  What  mean  you,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Mine  ;  you'll  anfwer  for't ! 

Cunn.  Alas,  what  feek  you  ? 

Niece.  Sir,  mine  own,  with  lofs. 

Cunn.  You  mall 

Niece.  I  never  made  fo  hard  a  bargain. 

Cunn.  Sweet  lady ! 

Niece.  Unjuft  man,  let  my  wrath  reach  her, 
As  you  owe  Virtue  duty !  [Cunn.  falls  on  purpofe,'] 

Your  caufe  trips  you. 
Now,  minion,  you  fhall  feel  what  love's  rage  is, 

Before 
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Before  you  tafte  the  pleafure.     Smile  you,  falfe  Sir? 

Cunn.  How  can  I  chufe,  to  fee  what  pains  you  take, 
Upon  a  thing  will  never  thank  you  for't  ? 

Niece.  How  1 

Cunn*  See  what  things  you  women  be,  lady  ! 
AY  hen  cloaths  are  ta'en  for  the  beft  part  of  you. 
This  was  to  (hew  you,  when  you  think  I  love  you  no^ 
How  you're  deceiv'd  ftill  ;  there  the  moral  lies  : 
'Twas  a  trap  fet  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  bait 
To  take  a  lady  nibbling  is  fine  cloaths  : 
Now  I  dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  love  j 
I'm  pretty  well  refolv'd  in't  by  this  fit, 
For  a  jealous  ague  always  umers  IL 

Niece.  Now  bleffings  ilill  maintain  this  wit  of  thine! 
And  I've  an  excellent  fortune  coming  in  thee  : 
Bring  nothing  elfe,  1  charge  thee, 

Cunn.  Not  a  groat,  I  warrant  you, 

Niece.  Thou  Ihalt  be  worthily  welcome,  take  mjr 

faith  for't  •, 
Next  opportunity  mail  make  us*7. 

Cunn.  The  old  gentlewoman  has  fool'd  her  revenge 
fweetly. 

Niece.  'Las,  'tis  her  part;  me  knows  her  place  fo 

well  yonder  1 

Always  when  women  jump  upon  threefcore, 
Love  moves  'em  from  the  chamber  to  the  door. 

Cunn.  Thou  art  a  precious  fhe-wit  ! 


17  Next  opportunity  Jhall  make  us.~\  Here  the  lofs  of  a   monofyl- 
lable  deftroys  the  meafure  and  injures  the  fenfe.     I  read, 

Next  opportunity  Jball  make  us  one.  Seaward. 

There  is  certainly  very  complete  fenfe  without.  the  monofyllable. 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 


Cunningham  (at  one  door),  Wittypate,  Ruinous^ 
'Lady  Ruinous  y  and  Prijcian  (at  the  other). 

Cunn.  TT^RIEND,  met  in  the  harveft  of  our  defigns  ! 
JP     Not  a  thought  but's  bufy. 

Witty.  I  knew  it,  man  •, 

And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  reapers, 
Jiooks,  rakers,  gleaners  :  We  will  fing  it  home 
With  a  melodious  hornpipe.     This  is  the  bond  ; 
That  as  we  further  in  your  great  affair, 
You'll  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  crumbs  38, 
And  if  we  match  a  handful  from  the  fheaf, 
You  will  not  look  a  churl  upon  us. 

Cunn.  Friend, 

We'll  (hare  the  fheaves  of  gold  j  only  the  love  acre 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

Witty.  Much  good  do  you,  Sir. 
A  way  !  you  know  your  way,  and  your  flay  ;  get  you 
The  mufic  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  dancers. 

Ruin.  We  are  a  confort  of  ourfelves. 

Prif.  And  can  ftrike  up  luftily. 
•'  Witty.  You  muft  bring  Sir  Fop. 

Cunn.  That's  perfect  enough. 

Ruin.  Bring  all  the  fops  you   can,  the  more  die 

better  fare  ; 
So  the  proverb  runs  backwards.  \_Exe.  Ruin,  and  Prif. 

L.  Ruin.  I'll  bring  the  ladies.  [Exit. 

Witty.  Do  fo  firil,  and  then 

3'3  You  II  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  crums.]  This  rending  dif- 
continues  the  metaphor,  as  well  as  ciiiurbs  the  fenfe  ;  both  may  eafily 
be  amended,  by  reading  thus  ; 

-  to  glean,  pick  np  few  corns  S,-.n:pfoa. 

Corns  certainly  puifues  tLe  metaphor  bell:;  but  the  old  reading 
being  lenfe,  mould  not  be  atbitrarily  altered,  though  for  the  better  ; 
.fidelity  bf  ing  the  full  duty  of  an  editor. 

T-L 

The 
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The  fops  will  follow.     I  muft  to  my  father ; 

He  muft  make  one.  [Exit. 

Enter  two  Servants  with  a  banquet. 

Cunn.  While  I  difpatch  a  bufinefs  with  the  knight, 
And  I  go  with  you.     Well  faid  !   I  thank  you  ! 
This  fmall  banquet  will  furnifh  our  few  guefts 
With  tafte  and  ftate  enough.     One  reach  my  gown; 
The  action  craves  it,  rather  than  the  weather. 

j  S'erd.   There  is  one  ftays  to  fpeak  with  you,   Sir. 

Cunn.  What  is  he  ? 

'iServ.  Faith,  I  know  not  what,  Sir ;  a  fool,  I  think, 
That  fome  broker's  mop  has  made  half  a  gentleman  : 
'H'has  the  name  of  a  worthy  too. 

Cunn.  Pompey  ?  is't  not  ? 

I  Serv.  That's  he,  Sir. 

Cunn.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  prithee  enter  him, 

Enter  fecond  Servant  with  a  gown*  - 

He  will  need  too J9.  He  mall  ferve  for  a  witnefs.  Oh> 
Gramercy  !   if  my  friend  Sir  Gregory  comes, 

Enter  Psmpey. 

(You  know  him)  entertain  him  kindly.     Oh,  matter 

Pompey  ! 
How  is't,  man  ? 

Pompey.  'Snails,  I'm  alrrtofl  ftarv'd  with  love, 
And  cold,  and  one  thing  or  other.    Has  not  my  lady 
Sent  for  me  yet  ? 

Cunn.  Not  that  I  hear :  Sure  fome 
Unfriendly  meffenger's  employ'd  betwixt  you. 

Pompey.  I  was  ne'er  fo  cold  in   my  life:    In  my 
conscience, 

^  jllas,  poor  fellow,  prithee  tnter  him,  be  will  need  foo.~]  Tho' 
Pompey  did  need  viftuals,  yet  the  adverb  too  {hews  need  to  be  a  cor- 
ruption  fory?^  or  fpeed.  And  the  orig-'nal  ran,  I  fancy,  very  near 
the  text  c*  thi>  prefcnt  edition  [i.e.  fled\.  Seaward. 

We.  think  there  are  in  oar  Authors,  and  others,  inftances  of  a 
conllrudlion,  by  which  he  twill  med  too  may  fignify  be  will  be  needed. 

\  have 
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I  have  been  feven  miles  in  length,  along  the  New- 
River  ; 

I  have  feen  a  hundred  ftickle-bags ;  I  don't  think  but 
There's  gudgeons  too  :  'Twill  ne'er  be  a  true  water. 

Cunn.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Pompey.  I  warrant  you  I  told 

A  thoufand  miller's  thumbs  in  it.     I'll  make  a  little 
Bold  with  your  fweetrneats. 

Cunn.  And  welcome,  Pompey ! 

Pompey.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  I  have  no  tafle  in  any 
thing. 

Cunn.  Oh,  that's  Love;  that  diftaftes  anything 
but  itfelf. 

Pompey.  'Tis  worle  than  cheefe  in  that  point.  May 

not  a  man 

Break  his  word  with  a  lady  ?  I  could  find 
In  my  heart  and  my  hofe  too. 

Cunn.  By  no  means,  Sir; 
That  breaks  all  the  laws  of  Love. 

Pompey.  Well,-  I'll  ne'er  pafs  my  word 
Without  my  deed,  to  lady,  while  I  live  again. 
I  would  fain  recover  my  tafte. 

Cunn.  Well,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Pompey.  Good  news,  Sir  ? 

Cunn.  Happy  news !  I  help  you  away  with  a  rival, 
Your  matter's  beltow'd 

Pompey.  Where,  for  this  plumb's  fake 

Cunn.  Nay,  liften  me. 

Pcmpey.  I  warrant  you,  Sirj  I  have  two  ears  to* 

one  mouth  : 

1  hear  more  than  I  eat ;  I'd  never  row 
By  Queen-Hithe  while  I  lived  elfe. 

Cunn.  I  have 
A  wife  for  him,  and  thou  fhalt  witnefs  the  contraft. 

Pompey.  The  old  one,  I  hope40;  'tis  not  the  lady  ? 

Cunn.  Choke  him  firfl!  It  is  one  which  thou  fhalt  fee; 

*°  Tbe  old  oney  I  bope.~\  By  this  expreflion  here  and  a  little  below, 
the  Clown  hopes  that  the  old  Guardianefs  was  the  wife  intended,  by 
Cunningham,  for  Sir  Gregory.  Swp/on. 

Sec 
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See  him,  fee  him  deceiv'd,  fee  the  deceit,  only 
The  injunction  is,  you  fhall  fmile  with  modefty. 
Potnpey.  I'll  fimper  i'faith,  as  cold  as  I  am  yet. 
The  old  one,  I  hope  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv*  Sir,  here's  Sir  Gregory. 

Cum.  Udfo,  fheher,  flicker !  If  you  be  feen> 
All's-  ravell'd  out  again.:  Stand' there  private, 
And  you  will  find  the  very  opportunity 
To  calli  you  forth,  and  place  you  at  the  table. 

Enter  Gregory. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir !  This  banquet 

Will  ferve,  when  it  is  crown'd  with  fuch  a  dainty 

As  you  expect,  and  mufl  have. 

Greg.  Tufli,  thefe  fweetmeats 
Are  but  fauce  to  that.     Well,  if  there  be 
Any  honefty,  or  true  word  in  a  dream, 
She  is  mine  own,  nay,  and  chang'd  extremely, 
Not  the  fame  woman. 

Cunn.  Who  ?  not  the  lady  ? 

Greg.  No,  not 

To  me ;  the  edge  of  her  tongue  is  taken-  off, 
Gives  me  very  good  words;  turn'd  up-fide  down 

to  me; 

And  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  tortoifes  : 
If  fhe  hold  on,  as  fhe  began  in  my  drearrv 

Cunn.  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fbch  predictions.; 
You  are  bound  to  believe  'em.  There's  the  watch- word 

[Soft  mufick, 

Of  her  coming;  to  your  practis'd  part  now! 
If  you  hit  it,  sE quits  Cupido  nolis. 

[Both  go  into  the  gown, 

Greg.  I'll  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  will  give  arms  to 
Your  gentry :  Look  you  forward  to  your  bufmefs, 
I  am  an  eye  behind  you ;  place  her  in  that 
Chair,  and  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  oy t ! 

Enttr 
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Enter  Mirabel. 

Cunn.   Silence! — Lady,   your  fweet  prefencc  il-, 

luftrates 

This  homely  roof,  and  as  coarfe  entertainment ; 
But  where  affections  are  both  hoft  and  gueft, 
They  cannot  meet  unkindly.     Pleafe  you  fit ! 
Your  fomething  long  flay  made  me  unmannerly, 
To  place  before  you  (know  him  !)  this  friend  here; 
(He  is  my  gueft)  and  more  efpecially, 
That  this  our  meeting  might  not  be  too  fmgle, 
'Without  a  witnefs  to't. 

Mir.  I  came  not  unrefolv'd,  Sir : 
And  when  our  hands  are  clafp'd  in  that  firm  faith 
Which  I  expedt  from  you,  Fame  fhall  be  bold 
To  fpeak  the  loudeft  on  it.     Oh,  you  grafp  me       » 
Somewhat  too  hard,  friend  ! 

Cunn.  That's  Love's  eager  will  j 
I'll  touch  it  gentlier.  \_Kiffes  her  hand.  _ 

Mir.  That's  too  low  in  you, 

'Lefs  it  be  doubly  recompens'd  in  me.  [KiJJes  his  hand. 
Pompey.  Puh !  I  muft  itop  my  mouth  -,  I  fhall  be 

choak'd  -elfe. 

Cunn.  Come,  we'll  not  play  and  trifle  with  delays ;  • 
We  met  to  join  thefe  hands,  and  willingly 
I  cannot  leave  it  until  confirmation. 

Mir.  One  word  firft  !  how  does  your  friend,  kind 

Sir  Gregory  ? 

Cunn.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ?  you  love  him  not. 
Mi*.  I  fhall  love  you  the  lefs  if  you  fay  fo,  Sir : 
In  troth,  I  love  him  •,  but  'tis  you  deceive  him, 
This  flattering  hand  of  yours  does  rob  him  now, 
Now  you  Heal  his  right  from  him ;  and  I  know 
I  fhall  have  hate  for  it,  his  hate  extremely. 

Cunn.  Why,  I  thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly 

arm'd : 

Upon  my  life,  the  knight  will  love  you  for't, 
Exceedingly  love  you,  for  ever  love  you. 
Mir.  Ay,  you'll  perfuade  me  fo. 
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Cunn.  Why,  he's  my  friend, 
And  wilhes  me  a  fortune  equal  with  him, 
I  know  and  dare  fpeak  it  for  him. 

:  Mir.  Oh,  this  hand  betrays  him  ! 
You  might  remember  him  infome  court'fyyetatleaft. 

Cunn.  I  thank  your  help  in  it  ;  here's  to  his  health, 
Where-e'er  he  be ! 

Mir.  I'll  pledge  it, 
Were  it  againft  my  health. 

m  Pompey.  Oh,  oh !  my  heart 

Hops  after  twelve  mile  a-day,  upon  a  good  return  ! 
Now  could  I  walk  three  hundred  mile  afoot, 
And  laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

Mir.  You'll  take  the  knight's  health,  Sir  ? 

Pomfsy.  Yes,  yes,  forfo.oth.    Oh,  my  fides  !  Such 

a  banquet 
Once  a-week,  would  make  me  grow  fat  in  a  fortnight. 

Cunn.  Well;  now  to  ciofe  our. meeting,  with  the 

clofe 

Of  mutual  hands  and  hearts,  thus  I  begin  :    . 
Here  in  Heav'n's  eye,  and  all  Love's  facred  pow'rs, 
(Which  in  my  prayers  ftand  propitious) 
I  knit  this  holy  hand  faft,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
By  force  of  this  initiating  contract 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  faith,  loyalty, 
Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the    . 
Dues,  rights,  and  honours  of  a  faithful  hufband;  i 
And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  'till  death  to  ftand 
Irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  heart  and  hand  ! 

Mir.   Which  thus  I  fecond  :  But,  oh,  Sir  Gregory  ! 
Cunn.  Again  ?  This  interposition's  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heav'n's  eye,  and  all  Love's  facred 

pow'rs, . 

I  knit  this  holy  hand  faft,  and  with  this  hand   . 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  honour,  loyalty, 
Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the 
Dues,  rights,  and  duties  of  a  true  faithful  wife; 
And  this  nun  vow,  henceforth  ^iil  -death  to  ftand 

Irrevocable, 
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irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  heart  and  hand  ! 

Greg.  A  full  agreement  on  both  parts. 

Qmn.  Ay,  here's  witnefs  of  that. 

Greg.  Nay,  I  have  over-reach'd  you,  lady;  and 

that's  much, 
For  any  knight  in  England  to  over-reach  a  lady, 

Mir.  I  rejoice  in  my  deceit  j  1  am  a  lady 
Now,  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Pompey.  Good  morrow,  lady  Fop  ! 

Greg.  Snails,  I'm  gull'd  1  made  a  worfhipful  afs  f 
This  is  not  my  lady. 

Cum.  But  it  is,  Sir  ;  and  true  as  your  drcarn  told  you, 
That  your  lady  was  become  another  woman. 

Greg.  I'll  have  another  lady,  Sir,  if  there  wtre 
No  more  ladies  in  London  ;  blindman-buff 
Is  an  unlawful  game. 

.  Cttnn.  Come,  down  on  your  knees  firfV,  and  thank 
your  ftars. 

Greg.  A  fire  of  my  ftars  !  I  may  thank  you,  I  think. 

Cunn.  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honour  me, 
That  have  preferv'd  you  from  a  lading  torment, 
For  a  perpetual  comfort.  Did  you  call  me  friend  -- 

Greg.  I  pray  pardon  me  for  that  ;  I  did  mif-call  you, 
I  confefs. 

Cunn.  And  fhould  I,  receiving  fuch  a  thankful  name, 
Abufe  it  in  the  act?  Should  I  fee  my  friend 
Baffled,  difgrac'd,  without  any  reverence 
To  your  title,  to  be  call'djlave,  rafcal?  nay, 
Curs'd  to  your  face,  fool'd,  fcorn'd,  beaten  down 
With  a  woman's  peevifh  hate,  yet  I  fhould  ftand 
And-fuffer  you  to  be  loft',  can:  away  ? 
I  would  have  feen  you  buried  quick  nrft, 
Your  Ipurs  of'  knighthood  to  have  wanted  rowels, 
And  to  be  hack'd  from  your  heels  4I  !  Slave,  rafcal  T 
Hear  this  tongue. 

Mir.  My  cleared  love,  fweet  knight,  my  lord,  my 
hufband  '\ 

Citmi.  So!  this  is  notjtave  and  rafcal  then, 


ft  li  kkk'd/^w  }<xir+hetls.~\  Amended  by  S 

Mir. 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS.  321 

JW/r.Whatlhall  your  eye  commandjbutlhallbedone, 
In  all  the  duties  of  a  loyal  wife  ? 

Cunn.  Good,  good ! 

Are  not  curfes  fitter  for  you  ?  were't  not  better 
Your  head  were  broke  with  the  handle  of  a  fan  4% 
Or  your  nofe  bored  with  a  filver  bodkin  ? 

Mir.  Why,  I  will  be  a  fervant  in  your  lady. 

Cunn.  'Pox,  but  you  fhall  not ! 
She's  too  good  for  you  !  This  contract 
Shall  be  a  nullity;  I'll  break  it  off,  .      \ 

And  fee  you  better  beltow'd. 

Greg.  'Slid,  but  you  fhall  not,  Sir ! 
She's  mine  own,  and  I  am  hers,  and  we  are  one 
Another's  lawfully,  and  let  me  fee  him 
That  will  take  her  away  by  the  civil  law  ! 
If  you  be  my  friend,  keep  you  fo ;  if  you  have  done  me 
A  good  turn,  do  not  hit  me  i'th'  teeth  with't ! 
That's  not  the  part  of  a  friend. 

Cunn.  If  you  be  content 

Greg.  Content  ? 

I  was  never  in  better  contention  in  my  life : 
I'll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges,  New  or 

the  Old. 
Come,  kifs  me  boldly  ! 

Pompey.  Give  you  joy,  Sir! 

Greg.  Oh,  Sir, 

I  thank  you  as  much  as  tho'  I  did !  You  are 
Belov'd  of  ladies ;  you  fee  we  are  glad 
Of  under-women. 

Pompey.  Ladies  ?  Let 
Not  ladies  be  difgrac'd  !  You're,  as  it  were, 

*•*  The  handk  of  a  fan.~\  In  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windfor,  Falftarf 
fpeaks  of  miilrefi  Bridget  having  loft  the  handle  of  her  fan  ;  upon 
which  Steevens  f.iys,  '  it  fnouid  be  remembered,  that  fairs,  in  our 
*  Author'*  time,  were  more  collly  than  they  are  yt  prefent,  as  we  1 
'  as  of  a  different  conllruclion.  They  confifccd  of  ollrich  feathers, 
'  or  others  of  equal  length  and  flexibility,  which  were  ftuck  into  han- 
'  dies,  the  richer  fort  of  which  were  cornpofcd  of  gold,  filver,  or  ivory* 
'  of  curious  vvorkmai.fh'p.  O;ie  of  thefe  is  mentioned  in  The  Fleire, 

'  Corn.  1610.  '  the  hath  a  fan  with  njbtftjpl'ver  handle,  about 

•'  the  length  of  a  baiber's  fyrjnge."  R. 

VOL.  IX,  X  A  married 
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A  married  man,  and  have  a  family  ; 
And,  for  the  party's  fake  that  was  unnam'd 
Before,  being  peale-cod  time,  I  am  appeas'd  ; 
Yet  I  would  wifh  you  make  a  ruler  of  your  tongue. 

Cunn.  Nay,  no  diiTention  here !  1  mult  bar  that. 
And  this,  friend,  I  entreat  you,  and  be  advis'd ; 
Let  this  private  contract  be  yet  conceal'd, 
And  ftill  fupport  a  feeming  face  of  love 
Unto  the  lady  •,  mark  how  it  avails  you,  and 
Quits  all  her  fcorns :  Her  uncle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  match,  and  will  enforce  her, 
Bend  her  proud  ftomach,  that  fhe  fhall  proffer 
Herfelf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted, 
And  laugh'd  your  fill  at,  you  mall  fcorn  her  off, 
With  all  your  difgraces  trebled  upon  her ; 
For  there  the  pride  of  all  her  heart  will  bow, 
When  you  fhall  foot  her  from  you,  not  fhe  you. 

Greg.  Good,  i'faith  !  I'll  continue  it.     I'd  fain 
Laugh  at  the  old  fellow  too,  for  h'has  abus'd  me 
As  fcurvily  as  his  Niece ;  my  knighthood  is 
Upon  the  fpur  !  we'll  go  to  bed,  and  then 
To  church  as  faft  as  we  can.    [Exeunt  Greg,  and  Mir. 

Pompey.  I  do  wonder 
1  do  not  hear  of  the  lady  yet. 

Cunn.  The  good  minute 

May  come  fooner  than  you  are  aware  of ;  I  do  not  think. 
But  'twill  ere  night  yet,  as  near  as  'tis. 

Pompey.  Well,  I  will  go  walk 
By  the  New-River,  in  that  meditation  ; 
I  am  o'er  fhoes,  I'm  fure,  upon  the  dry  bank. 
This  gullery  of  my  matter  will  keep  me  company 
This  two  hours  too:  If  love  were  not 
An  enemy  to  laughter,  I  mould  drive  away 
The  time  well  enough.     You  know  my  walk,  Sir; 
If  me  fends,  I  fhall  be  found  angling,  for  I  will  try 
Wh.at  I  can  catch  for  luck  fake ;  1  will  fifh  fair  for't. 

Oh,  knight,  that  thou  fhouldft  be  gull'd  fo,  (ha,  ha!) 

It  does  me  good  at  heart, 

But  oh,  lady,  thou  tak'fl  down  my  merry  part.  [Exit. 

Enter 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 

Enter  Witty$ate. 

Witty.  Friend  ! 

Cunn.  Here,  friend. 

Witty.  All  is  afoot,  and  will  go  fmooth  away : 
The  woman  has  conquer'd  the  women,  they  are  gone. 
Which  I  have  already  complain'd  to  my  father, 
Suggcfting  that  Sir  Gregory  is  fall'n  off 
From  his  charge,  for  neglects  and  ill  ufage, 
And  that  he  is  mod  violently  bent 
On  Gentry's  wife  (whom  I  have  call'd  a  widow) 
And  that  without  moft  fudden  prevention 
He  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cunn.  'Sfoct,  all  this  is  wrong ! 
This  wings  his  puriuit,  and  will  be  before  me: 
I'm  loft  for  ever  ! 

Witty,  No;  (lay!  you  fha'n't  go 
But  with  my  father :  On  my  wit  let  it  lie; 
You  fliall  appear  a  friendly  afliftant, 
To  help  in  all  affairs,  and  in  execution 
Help  yourfelf  only. 

Cunn*  'Would  my  belief 
Were  ftrong  in  this  afTurance  ! 

Witty.  You  mall  credit  it, 
And  my  wit  mail  be  your  {lave,  if  it  deceive  you.—* 

Enter  Older  aft* 

My  father ! 

Oldc.  Oh,  Sir,  you're  well  met !  Where's  the  knight 
Your  friend  ? 

Cunn.  Sir,  I  think  your  fon  has  told  you. 

Witty.  Shall  I  ftand  to  telPt  again  ?  I  tell  you  he 

loves, 

But  not  my  kinfwoman  ;  her  bafe  ufage,  and 
Your  flack  performance,  which  he  accufes  mod 
Indeed,  has  turn'd  the  knight's  heart  upficle  down. 

Oldc.  I'll  curb  her  for't:  Can  he  be  but  recover'd* 
He  mail  have  her,  and  fhe  mall  be  dutiful, 
And  love  him  as  a  wife  too. 

X  a  Witty. 
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Witty.  With  that  condition,  Sir, 
I  dare  recall  him  were  he  enter'd  the  church, 
So  much  intereft  of  love  I  allure  in  him. 

Oldc.  Sir,  it  mall  be  no  lofs  to  you  if  you  do. 

Witty.  Ay,  but 

Thefe  are  words  ftill  •,  will  not  the  deeds  be  wanting 
At  the  recovery,  if't  mould  be  again. 

Oldc.  Why,  here,  fool,  I  am  provided !  five  hundred 
In  earneft  of  the  thoufands  in  her  dower ; 
But  were  they  married  once, 
I'd  cut  him  ihort  enough,  that's  my  agreement. 

/F///y.Ay,now  [perceive  fomcpurpofe  in  you,  father. 

Oldc.  But  wherefore  is  (lie  then  ftol'n  out  of  doors 
To  him  ? 

Witty.  To  him  ?  Oh,  fy  upon  your  error ! 
She  has  another  object,  believe  it,  Sir. 

Oldc.  I  never  could  perceive  it. 

Cunn.  I  did,  Sir;  and  to  her  fhame  I  mould  fpeak  it, 
To  my  own  ibrrow  I  faw  it,  dalliance, 
Nay,  dotage,  with  a  very  clown,  a  fool. 

Oldc.  Wit  and  wantonnefs ;  nothing  elfe,  nothingelfe : 
She  love  a  fool  ?  me'll  looner  make  a  fool 
Of  a  wife  man. 

*Cunn.  Ay,  my  friend  complains  fo  ; 
Sir  Gregory  fays  flatly,  me  makes  a  fool  of  him, 
And  thefe  bold  circumftances  are  approv'd  : 
Favours  have  been  fent  by  him,  yet  he,  ignorant 
Whither  to  carry  'cm,  they've  been  underftood, 
And  taken  from  him  :  Certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unfufpected  fellow  lies  conceal'd, 
"What  or  where-e'er  he  is — thefe  flight  neglects 

C*  O 

Could  not  be  of  a  knight  elfe. 

Oldc.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  promis'd  (if  we  recover 

him 

Unmarried)  to  falve  all  thefe  old  bruifes  ? 
Cunn.  I'll  do  my  beft,  Sir. 

Oldc.  I  fhall  thank  you  coftly,  Sir,  and  kindly  too. 
Witty.  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here,  Sir,  and 
come 

Behind 
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Behind  all  your  purpofes  ? 

Oldc.  Away,  good  Sir  ! 

Witty.  Then  ftay  a  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  advice. 
Why,  father,  are  you  broke?  your  wit  beggar'd? 
Or  are  you  at  your  wits'  end  ?  or  out  of 
Love  with  wit  ?  no  trick  of  wit  to  furprife 
Thofe  defigns,  but  with  open  hue  and  cry, 
P  or  ail  the  world  to  talk  on  ?  This  is  ftrange  ! 
You  were  not  wont  to  (lubber  a  project  fo. 

Oldc.  Can  you  help  at  a  pinch  now  ?  {hew  yourfelf 
My  fon  ?  Go  to  !   I  leave  this  to  your  wit, 
Becaufe  I'll  make  a  proof  on't. 

Witty,  Tis  thus  then; 
I  have  nad  late  intelligence,,  they're  now 
Buxfom  as  Bacchus'  froes,  revelling,  dancing, 
Telling  the  mufic's  numbers  with  their  feet,  „ 
Awaiting  the  meeting  of  premonifh'd  friends, 
That  is  queilionlcfs,  little  dreading  you  : 
Now,  Sir,  with  a  dextrous  trick  indeed,  fudden 
And  fufficient,  were  well,  to  enter  on  'em 
As  form-thing  like  the  abft'i  act  of  a  mafque  ; 
What  tho'  few  perfons"?  if  bell  for  our  purpofe, 
That  commends  the  project. 

Gldc.  This  takes  up  time. 

Witty.  Not  at  all ;  I  can  prefently  furnifh 
.With  loofe  difguiies  that  fhall  fit  that  fcene. 

Oldc.  Why,  what  wants  then  ? 

Witty.  Nothing  but  charge  of  mufic  ; 
That  muft  be  paid,  you  know. 

Oldc.  That  (hall  be  my  charge  ;  I  will  pay  the  mufic, 
Whatc'er  it  cod. 

Witty.  And  that  (hall  be  all  your  charge. 
Now  on  !  I  like  it  ^  there'll  be  wit  in't,  father. 

[Exeunt  Oldc.  and  Witty. 

Cunn.  I  will  neither  diftruil  his  wit  nor  friendmip  ; 
Yet  if  his  rnaflier-brain  (liould  be  o'erthrown, 
My  refolution  now  (hall  feize  mine  own.  [Exit. 


X  3  Enter 
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Niece,  Lady  Ruinous^  Guardianefs,  Sir  Ruinous^ 
and  Prifcian  (with  inftruments)y  mafqued. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,    let's  have  mufic  ;    let  that  fweet 

breath  at  lead 

Give  us  her  airy  welcome  !   'twill  be  the  befb 
1  fear  this  ruin'd  receptacle  will  yield  ; 
But  that  moft  freely. 

Niece.  My  welcome  follows  me, 
Elfe  I  am  ill  come  hither:  You  aflure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunningham  will  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
His  kind  entreaty  that  wifh'd  me  meet  him. 

L.  Ruin.  Elfe  let  me  be  that  (hame  unto  my  fex, 
That  all  belief  may  fly  'em. 

Niece.  Continue 

Still  the  knight's  name  unto  my  Guardianefs  ; 
She  expedls  no  other. 

L.  Ruin.  He  will,  he  will;  aflure  you, 
Lady,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  here,  and  fuddenly  •, 
This  mufic  fore-ran  him  :  Is't  not  fo,  conforts  ? 

Ruin.  Yes,  lady; 

He  ftays'  on  fome  device  to  bring  along 
Such  a  labour  he  was  bufy  in,  fome  witty  device. 

Niece.  'Twill  be  long  ere  he  comes  then,  for  wit  is 
A  great  labour  to  him. 

Guard.  Weil,  well,  you  will  agree  better  one  day, 

Niece.  Scarce  two,  I  think. 

Guard.  Such  a  mock-beggar  fuit  of  cloaths  as  led  me 
Into  the  fool's  pair  o'  dice,  with  deuce  ace, 
He  that  would  make  me  miftrefs  Cun,  Cun,  Cunnie, 
He's  quite  out  of  my  mind,  but  I  (hall  ne'er 
Forget  him  while  I  have  a  hole  in  my  head  : 
Such  a  one  I  think  would  pleafe  you  better, 
Tho'  he  did  abufeyou. 

Ruin.  Fy  !   fpeak  well  of  him  now, 
Your  Niece  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I  hope  fne  has, 

Elfe  (he  lo£s  me  for  ever.     But,  for  Sir  Gregory, 
*  Would  he  were  come;  I  (hall  ill  anfwer  this 

Unto 
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Unto  your  uncle  elfe. 

Ntgft.  You  know  it  is  his  plcafure 
I  fhould  keep  him  company. 

Guard.  Ay,  and  mould  be  your  own, 
If  you  did  well  coo.     Lord,  I  do  wonder 
At  the  mcenefs  of  your  ladies  now-a-days, 
They  muft  have  hufbands  with  fo  much  wit  forfooth — • 
Worfhip  and  wealth  were  both  wont  to  be 
In  better  requeft,  I'm  fure  :  I  cannot  tell, 
But  they  get  ne'er  the  wifer  children  that  I  fee. 

L.  Ruin.  La,  la,  la,  fol !  this  mufic  breathes  in  vain, 
Me  thinks  'tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone ; 
Let's  have  a  female  motion  ;  'tis  in  private, 
And  we'll  grace  it  ourfelves,  however  it  delerves. 

Niece.  What  fay  you,  Guardianefs  ? 

Guard.   Alas,  I  am 
"Weary  with  the  walk,  my  jaunting  days  are  done. 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  we'll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe, 

or  elfe 
-She  mall  pay  the  mufic. 

Guard.  Nay,  I'll  have  a  little  for  my  money  then. 
\They  dance  ^  a  cornet  is  winded. 

L.  Ruin.  Hark  !  upon  my  life,  the  knight !  it  is 

your  friend ; 
This  was  the  warning-piece  of  his  approach. 

Enter  Oldcraft,  Witty fate^  and  Cunningham,  majqued, 

an$  take  them  to  dance. 
Ha !  no  words  but  mum  ! 
Well,  then  we  mall  need  no  counfel-keeping. 

Niece.  Cunningham  ? 

Cunn.  Yes  ;  fear  nothing. 

Niece.  Fear  ?  why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 

Cunn.  Your  uncle's  here. 

Niece :  Ah  me! 

Cunn.  Peace ! 

Oldc.  We  have  caught  'em. 

Witty.  Thank  my  wit,  father. 

Guard.  Which  is  the  knight,  think  you? 
X  4 
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Niece.  I  know  not ;  he  will  be  found  when  he  fpeaks; 

mafque  can  dilguifc  his  tongue. 
Witty.  Are  you  charg'd  ? 
Quit.   Are  you  awake  ? 
Witty.  I'm  anfwer'd  in  a  queftion. 
Cunn.  Next  change  we  meet,  we  loofe  our  hands 


o 
no  more. 


Niece.  Are  yon  prepar'd  to  tie  'em  ? 

Cunn.  Yes.     You  triuil 
Qo  with  :ne. 

Guard.  Whither,  Sir  ?  Not  from  my  charge,, 
Relieve  me. 

Cunn.  She  goes  along. 

Niece.  Will  you  venture,  and  my  uncle  here? 

Cunn.  His  itay's 
Prepar'd  for. 

Guard.  'Tis  the  knight  fure-,  I  will  follow. 

[Exeunt  Cunn.  Niece,  and  Guard. 

Oldc.  How  now  ?  the  mufic  tir'd  before  us  ? 

Ruin.  Yes,  Sir; 
We  mud  be  paid  now. 

Witty.  Oh,  that's  my  charge,  father. 

Oldc.  But  flay !  where  are  our  wanton  ladies  gone  ? 
Son,  where  are  they  ? 

Witty.  Only  chang'd  the  room  in  a  change;  that's 
all,  fure. 

Oldc.  I'll  make'em  all  fu  re  elfe,and  then  return  to  you. 

Ruin.  You  muft  pay  for  your  mufic  fiilt,  Sir, 

Oldc.  Mufl? 
Are  there  mufty  fidlers  ?  are  beggars  chufers  now  ? 

j  s  Oo 

Ha  !  -Why,  Wittypate  !  fon  !  where  am  1  ? 

Witty.  You  were 

Pancing  e'en  now,  in  good  meafure,  Sir:   Is 
Ycur  health  mifcarrieci  iince  ?  what  ail  you,  Sir  ? 

Oldc.  Death,  I  may  be  gull'd  to  my  face  !   Where's 

my  Niece  ? 
What  are  you  ? 

L.  Riiin.  None  of  your  Niece,  Sir. 

Oldc.  How  now  ? 

HavS 
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Have  you  loud  inftruments  too  ?  I  will  hear 
No-  more,  I  thank  you.     What  have  I  done  tro 
To  bring  thefe  fears  about  me  ?  Son,  where  am  I  ? 

Wiity.  Not  where  you  fhould  be,  Sir;  you  fhouldbe 
Paying  for  your  mufic,  and  you're  in  a  maze. 

Oldc.  Oh,  is  it  fo  ?  Put  up,  put  up,  I  pray  you  j 
Here's  a  crown  for  you. 

L.  Ruin.  Pilh,  a  crown  ? 

Ruin.  Prif.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  crown  ? 

Oldc.  Which  way  do  you  laugh 44  ?  I  have  feen  a 

crov/n 
Has  made  a  confort  laugh  heartily. 

Witty.  Father, 

To  tell  you  truth,  thefe  are  no  ordinary 
Muficians;  they  expect  a  bounty  above 
Their  punctual  defert. 

Oldc.  A  pox  on  your  punks  and  their  deferts  too ! 
Am  I  not  cheated,  all  this  while,  think  you  ? 
Is  not  your  pate  in  this  ? 

Witty.  If  you  be  cheated, 
You're  not  to  be  indicted  for  your  own  goods ; 
Here  you  trifle  time,  to  market  your  bounty, 
And  make  it  ba'fe,  when  it  muft  needs  be  free, 
For  aught  I  can  perceive. 

Oldc.  Will  you  know  the  loweft  price,  Sir  ? 

Witty.  That  I  will,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart. 

Oldc.  Unlefs 

I  was  difcover'd,  and  they  now  fled  home 
Again  for  fear,  I'm  abfolutely  beguil'd  ; 
That's  the  beft  can  be  hop'd  for. 

Witty.  Faith,  'tis  fomewhat  too  dear  yet,  gentlemen. 

Ruin.  There's  not  a  denier  to  be  bated,  Sir. 

Oldc.  Now,  Sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  other  ten  pound. 

Prif.  Not  a  bawbee,  Sir. 

Oldc.  How  !  bate  ten  pound  ?  What  is  the  whole 
fum  then  ? 

**  Which  <u.ay  do  you  laugh?]  i.  e.  Whether  it)  jeft  or  earneft. 

Sjmpfot. 

Witty* 
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Witty. Faith,  Sir,  a  hundred  pound;  with  much  ado, 
I  got  fifty  bated  ;  and,  faith,  father, 
To  fay  truth,  it  is  reafonabie  for 
Men  of  their  fafhion. 

Oldc.  La,  la,  la,  down !  a  hundred  pound  ?  la, la,  la! 
You  are  a  confort  of  thieves,  are  you  not  ? 

Witty.  No;  muficians,  Sir;  I  told  you  before. 

Oldc.  Fiddle  faddle  ! 
Is't  not  a  robb'ry  ?  a  plain  robb'ry  ? 

Witty.  No, 

No,  no,  by  no  means,  father ;  you've  receiv'd 
For  your  money,  nay,  and  that  you  can't  give  back  : 
*Tis  fomewhat  dear,  I  confefs;  but  who  can  help  it  ? 
If  they  had  been  agreed  with  beforehand — 
'Twas  ill  forgotten. 

Oldc.  And  how  many  lhares  have  you  in  this?  I  fee 
My  force  !  cafe  up  your  inflruments.  I  yield  j  here ! 
As  robb'd  and  taken  from  me,  I  deliver  it. 

Witty.  No,  Sir,  you  have  perform'd  your  promife 

now, 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  mufic,  that  is  all. 

Oldc.  I've  heard  no  mufic,  I've  receiv'd  none,  Sir, 
There  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

Witty.  Why,  Sir,  here's 

Witnefs  'gainft  you,  you  have  danc'd,  and  he  that 
Dances  acknowledges  a  receipt  of  mufic. 

Oldc.  I  deny  that,  Sir :  Look  you  !  I  can  dance 

without 

Mufic ;  d'you  fee,  Sir  ?  And  I  can  fing  without  it  too. 
You  are  a  confort  of  thieves  !  Do  you  hear  what  I  do? 

Witty.  Pray  take  you  heed,  Sir,  if  you  do  move 
The  mufic  again,  it  may  coft  you  as  much  more ! 

Oldc.  Hold,  hold  !  I'll  depart  quietly.  I  need  not 
Bid  you  farewell,  I  think  now,  fo  long 
As  that  hundred  pound  lafts  with  you. 

x  Enter  Guardlanejs. 

J-Ja,  ha !  am  I  fnapt  i 'faith  ? 
Guard.  Oh,  Sir  Perfidious 

Oldc. 
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Oldc.  Ay,  ay ;  fome  howling  another  while  ! 
Mu Tic's  too  damnable  dear. 

Guard.  Oh,  Sir! 

My  heart-firings  are  broke !  If  I  can  but  live 
To  tell  you  the  tale,  I  care  not !  Your  Niece,  my 
charge,  is 

Oldc.  What  ?  is  fhe  Tick  ? 

Guard.  No,  no,  Sir, 
She's  luftily  well  married. 

Oldc.  To  whom  ? 

Guard.  Oh,to  that  cunningdirTembler  Cunningham. 

Oldc.  I'll  hang  the  prieft  firft  !  What  was  he  ? 

Guard.  Yonf  kinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the  Welch 
benefice. 

Oldc.  I  fav'd  him  from  the  gallows  to  that  end  ?  Good  I 
Is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard.  And  Sir  Gregory 
Is  married  too. 

Oldc.  To  my  Niece  too,  I  hope, 
And  then  I  may  hang  her. 

Guard.  No,  Sir  j  to  my  niece,  thank  Cupid  [ 
And  that's  all  that's  likely  to  recover  me; 
She's  lady  Fop  now,  and  I  am  one  of  her  aunts, 
I  thank  my  promotion. 

Enter  Credulous,    Cunningham,    Niece,    Gregory,  and 
Mirabel. 

Cred.  I  have  performed 
Your  beheft,  Sir. 

Oldc.  What  have  you  performed,  Sir  ? 

Witty,  Faith,  Sir,  I  muft  excufe  my  coulin  in  this  aft, 
Jf  you  can  excufe  yourfelf  for  making  him 
A  prieft  ;  there's  the  moft  difficult  anfwer. 
I  put  this  practice  on  him,  as  from  your  defire  : 
A  truth,  a  truth,  father. 

Cred.  I  proteft,  Sir,  he  tells  you  truth ; 
He  mov'd  me  to't  in  your  name. 

Oldc.  I  proteft,  Sir, 
fie  told  you  a  lie  in  my  name !  and  were  you 
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So  eafy,  Mr.  Credulous,  to  believe  him  ? 

Cred.  If  a  man  fhould  not  believe  his  coufm,  Sir, 
Whom  fhould  he  believe  ? 

Oldc.  Good  e'en  to  you, 

Good  Mr.  coufm  Cunningham  1  and  your  fair  bride, 
My  coufm  Cunningham  too  !  And  how  do  you, 
Sir  Gregory,  with  your  fair  lady  ? 

Greg.  A  little  better 

Than  you  would  have  had  me,  I  thank  you,  Sir ! 
The  days  of  fuffiy,  and  Jlave,   and  rafcal,  are 
Pretty  well  blown  over  now  j    I   know  crabs   from 

verjuice, 
I  have  tried  both :  An  thou'dil  give  me  thy  Niece 

for  nothing, 
I'd  not  have  her. 

Cunn.  I  think  fo,  Sir  Gregory  j 
For  my  fake  you  would  not. 

Greg.  I  would  thou  had  ft  'fcap'd  her  too  ! 
And  then  Ihe  had  died  of  the  green- ficknefs.   Know 

this, 

That  I  did  marry  in  fpite,  and  I 
Will  kifs  my  lady  in  fpite,  and  love  her  in  fpite, 
And  beget  children  of  her  in  fpite, 
And  when  I  die,  they  fhall  have  my  lands  in  fpite! 
This  was  my  refoiution,  and  now  'tis  out. 

Niece.  How  fpitefirl  are  you  now,  Sir  Gregory ! — 
Why,  look  you,  I  can  love  my  dearefl  hufband, 
With  all  the  honours,  duties,  fweet  embraces, 
That  can  be  thrown  upon  a  loving  man. 

Greg.  Pox,  this  is   afore  your  uncle's  face;  but 

behind  his  back, 
In  private,  you'll  fhew  him  another  tale  ! 

Cunn.  You  fee,  Sir,  now,   the  irrecoverable  ftate 
Of  ail  thefe  things  beforeyou.  Come  out  of  your  mufe ! 
They  have  been  but  wit-weapons ;  you  were  wont 
To  love  the  play. 

Enter  Pompey. 

QUc.  Let  me  alone  in  my  mufe,  a  little,  Sir  ! 

I  will 
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I  will  wake  to  you  anon. 

Cunn.  Udfo,  your  friend  Pompey  ! 
How  will  you  aniwer  him  ? 

Niece.  Very  well ; 
If  you'll  but  fecond  it,  and  help  me. 

Pompey.  I  do  hear 
Strange  itories  :  Are  ladies  things  obnoxious  ? 

Niece.  Oh,  the  diiTembling  falfeft  wretch  is  come! 

Cunn.  How  now,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Let  me  come  to  him  ! 
And,  inftead  of  love,  let  me  have  revenge  ! 

Witty.  Pray  you  now, 
.Will  you  firft  examine,  whether  he  be 
Guilty  or  no. 

Niece.  He  cannot  be  excus'd  ! — 
How  many  mefTengers,  thou  perjur'd  man, 
Haft  thou  return'd  with  vows  and  oaths,  that  thou 

wouldft 

Follow,  and  ne'er  'till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I  fet  eye  of  thee,  fince  thy  falfe  eye 
Drew  my  heart  to't  ?  Oh,  I  could  tear  thee  now, 
Inftead  of  foft  embraces  !  Pray  give  me  leave — — 

Witty.  Faith,  this  was  ill  done  of  you,  Sir,  if 
You  promis'd  otherwife. 

Pompey.  By  this  hand, 
Never  any  mefienger  came  at  me,  fince 
The  firft  time  I  came  into  her  company ! 
That  a-  man  fhould  be  wronged  thus  ! 

Niece.  Did  not 

I  fend  thee  fcarfs  and  diamonds  ?  and  thou 
Return'dft  me  letters,  one  with  a  falfe  heart  in't. 

Witty.  Oh,  fy  !  to  receive  favours,  return  falfhoods, 
And  hold  a  lady  in  hand 

Pompey.  Will  you  believe  me,  Sir  ? 
If  ever  I  received  diamonds,  or  fcarf, 
Or  fent  any  letter  to  her,  'would  this  fword 
Might  ne'er  go  thro'  me  ! 

Witty.  Some  bad  meiTengers 
Have  gone  between  you  then. 

Niecs* 
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Niece.  Take  him 
From  my  fight !  if  I  fhall  fee  tomorrow - 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  place  !  this  difcontent 
May  impair  her  health  much. 

Pompey.  'Sfoot,  if  a  man  had  been  in  any  fault, 
'Twould  ne'er  a  griev'd  him  :  Sir,  if  you'll  believe — 

Witty.  Nay,  nay,  proteft  no  more;  I  do  believe  you : 
But  you  fee  how  the  lady  is  wrong'd  by't ; 
She  has  caft  away  herfelf,  'tis  to  be  fear'd, 
Againft  her  uncle's  will,  nay,  and  confent, 
But  out  of  a  mere  neglect,  and  fpite  to  herfelf, 
Married  fuddenly  without  any  advice. 

Pompey. Why,  who  can  help  it  ?  if  fhe  be  caft  away, 
She  may  thank  herfelf:  She  might  have  gone 
Further  and  far'd  worfe.     I  could  do  no  more 
Than  I  could  do  :  'Tv/as  her  own  pleafure 
To  command  me,  that  I  fhould  not  come 
'Till  I  was  fent  for ;  I  had  been  with  her 
Every  minute  of  an  hour  elfe. 

Witty.  Truly  I  believe  you. 

Pompey.  Night  and  day 
She  might  have  commanded  me,  and  that  Hie  knew 

well  enough : 

I  faict  as  much  to  her  between  her  and  I  j 
Yet  I  proteft,  (he  is  as  honeft  a  lady 
For  my  part,  that  I'd  fay,  if  fhe  would  fee  me  hang'd. 
If  fhe  be  caft  away,  I  cannot  help  it ; 
She  might  have  ftay'd  to  have  fpoke  with  a  man. 

Witty.  Well, 
'Twas  a  hard  mifs  on  both  parts. 

Pompey.  So  it  was ; 

I  was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this  crofs  luck ; 
I  was  fure  I  was  between  the  knight  and  home. 

Niece.  Not  gone  yet  ?  Oh,  my  heart !  none  regard 
my  health  ? 

Witty.  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fight  awhile  ! 
You  hear  how  ill  {he  brooks  it. 

Pompey.  Foolifh.  woman, 
To  overthrow  her  fortunes  fo !  I  Ihall  think 

The 
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The  worfe  of  a  lady's  wit  while  I  live  for't. 
I  could  almoft  cry  for  anger  !  If  fhe  fhould 
Mifcarry  now,  'twould  touch  my  confcience  a  little^ 
And  who  knows  what  love  and  conceit  may  do? 
What  would  people  fay,  as  I  go  along  ? 
' f  There  goes  he  that  the  lady  died  for  love  on  :'* 
I  am  fure  to  hear  on't  Uth'  ilreets  ;  I  lhall  weep 
Beforehand.     Fool  ifh  woman  !  1  do  grieve 
More  for  thee  now,  than  I  did  love  thee  before. 
Well,  go  thy  ways !  Now  wouldft  thou  fpare  thy 

hufband's  head, 

And  break  thine  own  heart,  if  thou  hadft  any  wit. 
I  would  fome  other  had  been 
The  caufe  of  thy  undoing;  I  fhall  be 
Twitted  i'th'  teeth  with  it,  I'm  fure  of  that ; 
Fool  ifh  lady!  [Exit. 

Niece.  So,  fo,  this  trouble's  well  fhook  off. 
Uncle,  how  do  you  ?  There's  a  dowry  due,  Sir. 

Cunn.  We  have  agreed  it,  fweeteft,  and  find  your 

uncle 
Fully  recover'd,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

Witty.  To  all  the  reft,  I  hope. 

O/^.Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  eafy  coufm Credulous: 
Was  your  wit  fo  raw? 

Cred.  Faith,  yours,  Sir,  fo  long  feafon'd, 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame, 
Speaking  it  with  reverence,  uncle. 

Greg.  Yes,  faith,  Sir, 
You  have  paid  as  dear  for  your  time,  as  any  man  here* 

Witty.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I'll  reckon  it  to  him.    Imprimis, 
The  firft  preface-cheat  of  a  pair  of  pieces 
To  the  beggars ;  you  remember  that  j 
I  was  the  example  to  your  bounty  there, 
I  fpake  Greek  and  Syriack,  Sir;  you  underfland.me 

now. 

Next,  the  robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent  coufin ; 
Which  indeed  was  no  robbery,  no  conftable, 
No  juftice,  no  thief,  but  all  cheaters; 
There  was  a  hundred  mark,  mark  you  that.    Laftly, 

This 
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This  memorable  hundred  pounds' worth  of  muficj 
This  was  both  cheats  and  wit  too.     And  for 
The  afliftance  of  this  gentleman  to  my  coufm 
(For  which  I  am  to  have  a  fee)  that  was 
A  little  practice  of  my  wit  too,  father.     Will  you 
Come  to  compofition  yet,  father  ? 

Cunn.  Yes,  faith,  Sir,  do ! 
Two  hundred  a-year  will  be  eafier 
Than  fo  much  weekly :  I  do  not  think  he's  barren, 
If  he  fhould  be  put  to't  again. 

Oldc.  Why, 

This  was  the  day  I  look'd  for  !  Thou  fhalt  hav't ; 
And  the  next  cheat  makes  it  up  three  hundred. 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten-pound  vicarage ; 
Thou  get'ft  not  a  penny  more  •,  here's  thy  full 
Hire  now. 

Cred.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

£F*V/y.Why,  there  was  the  fum  of  all  my  wit,  father, 
To  fhove  him  out  of  your  favour,  which  I  fear'd 
Would  have  difmherited  me. 

Oldc.  Moft  certain  it  had, 
Had  not  thy  wit  recover'd  it.     Is  there  any  here 
That  had  a  hand  with  thee  ? 

Witty.  Yes,  all  thefe,  Sir. 

Oldc.  Nephew,  part  a  hundred  pound  amongft  'em ; 
I'll  repay't.  Wealth  love  me  as  I  love  wit,  when  I  die, 
I'll  build  an  alms-houfe  for  decayed  wits  ! 

Greg.  I'll  entertain  one  in  my  lifetime  :  Scholar, 
You  fhall  be  my  chaplain ;  I  have  the  gift 
Of  twenty  benefices,  /imple  as  I  am  here. 

Prif.  Thanks,  my  great  patron  ! 

Cunn.  Sir,  your  gentry  and 
Your  name  fhall  both  be  rais'd  as  high 
As  my  fortunes  can  reach  'em,  for  your  friend's  fake. 

Witty.  Something  will 
Be  in  my  prefent  power,  the  future  more ; 
You  fhall  lhare  with  me. 

Ruin,  and  L.  Ruin.  Thanks,  worthy  gentlemen. 

Itfeice.  Sir,  I  would  beg  one  thing  of  you. 

Greg. 
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Greg.  You  can 
Beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty.  Oh,  Sir !  if  Ihe  begs, 
There's  your  power  jover  her. 

Greg.  She  has  begg'd  me 
For  a  fool  already,  but  'tis  no  matter. 
I  have  begg'd  her  for  a  lady,  that  fhe  might have  beenj 
That's  one  for  another. 

Witty.  Nay,  but  if  Ihe  beg 

Greg.  Let  her  beg  again  then. 

Niece.  That  your  man  Pompey's  coat 
May  come  ov.er  his  ears  back  again ;  I  would  not 
He  fliould  be  loft  for  my  fake. 

Greg.  Well,  'tis  granted, 
JFor  mine  own  fake. 

Mir.  I'll  entreat  it,  Sir. 

Greg.  Why  then,  'tis  granted  for  your  fake, 

Oldc.  Come,  'come," 

Down  with  all  weapons  now  !  'tis  mufic  time, 
So  it  be  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  rate : 
Some  have  receiv'd  the  knocks,  fome  giv'n  the  hits, 
/Vnd  all  concludes  in  love ;  there's  happy  wits ! 


VOL,  IX. 


EPILOGUE, 

At  the  REVIVING  of  this  PLAY, 


"TT  7  E  need  not  tell  you,  gallants,  that  this  night 
*  "     The  wits  have  jump'd,  or  that  the  fcenes  hit 

right. 

'Twould  be  but  labour  loft  for  to  excufe 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in :  His  brifk  mufe 
Was  fo  mercurial,  that  if  he  but  writ 
An  ac~l  or  two,  the  whole  play  rofe  up  wit. 
We'll  not  appeal  unto  thofe  gentlemen 
Judge  by  their  cloaths,  if  they  fit  right,  nor  when—* 
The  ladies  fmile,  and  with  their  fans  delight 
To  whifk  a  clinch  afide,  then  all  goes  right ; 
*Twas  well  receiv'd  before,  and  we  dare  fay, 
YOU  now  are  welcome  to  no  vulgar  play. 
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A      TRAGI -COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Ferfes  of  Gardiner  afcrile  this  Play  to  Fletcher 
alone.  It  ivas  fir  ft  publifocd  in  the  folio  of  1647  j  and  has  n«t 
been  afted  many  years,  nor,  nvt  believe,  ever  altered. 


Y  2 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE. 


PLAYS  have  their  fates,  not  as  in  their  true  fettfe 
They're  underftood,  but  as  the  influence 
Of  idle  cuftom  madly  works  upon 
The  drofs  of  many-tongu'd  Opinion* 
A  worthy  ftory,  howibever  writ, 
For  language,  modeft  mirth,  conceit  or  witj 
Meets  oftentimes  with  the  fweet  commendation 
Of  c  hang't !  'tis  fcurvy !'  when  for  approbation 
A  jig  fhall  be  clapt  at,  and  every  rhime 
Prais'd  and  applauded  by  a  clamorous  chime. 
Let  Ignorance  and  Laughter  dwell  together ! 
They  are  beneath  the  mufes'  pity :  Hither 
Come  nobler  judgments,  and  to  thofe  the  ftram 
Of  our  invention  is  not  bent  in  vain : 
The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  hopes  and  welcomes ;  and  withal  intends 
In  th'  entertains  to  which  me  doth  invite  ye, 
All  things  to  pleafe,  and  fome  things  to  delight  ye. 


Y   3  DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS     PERSONA 

MEN. 

Duke  of  Florence. 

Albertus,  admiral  of  Florence. 

Baptifta,   a  brave  Jea  commander^   ancient  friend  to 

Albertus. 
Cefario,  a  young  gentleman  of  a  fiery  nature,.  Jon  fo 

Albertus. 

Mentivole,  Jon  to  Baptifta,  lover  of  Clariffa. 
Profpero,  a  noble  friend  to  Baptifta. 
Hoft,  the  Juppojed  father  of  Biancba. 
Forobofco,  a  cheating  mountebank. 
Clown,  the  mountebank's  man,  and  fetter. 
Dancer,      ~\ 
Taylor,       / 

Muletteer, \Sixfools  and  knaves,  who  pretend  love  1 9 
Pedant,       (  Biancba. 

Clerk,         \ 
Coxcomb, 

Secretary  to  the  Duke. 
Two  Magiftrates  of  Florence. 
Phyfician. 
Surgeon. 

Three  Gentlemen. 
Sailors. 

WOMEN. 

Mariana,  wife  to  Albertus,  a  virtuous  lady. 
Clariffa,  Mariana's  daughter,  in  love  with  Mentivole. 
Juliana,  niece  to  the  duke  of  Genoa,  Baftifta'sfecondwife. 
Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  beloved  of  Cefario> 

and  daughter  to  Baptifta  and  Juliana; 
Hoftefs,  thejuppojed  mother  of  Biancha. 

SCENE,    FLORENCE. 

THE 
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ACT      i. 

Enter  Cefario  end  Clariffa. 

Cefario.  YNTERPRET  not,  Clarifla,  my  true  zeal 
In  giving  you  counfel,  to  tranfcend  the! 
JL-  bounds 

That  mouVd  confine  a  brother !  'tis  your  honour, 
And  peace  of  mind  (which,  honour  loft1,  will  leavd 

you) 

I  labour  to  preferve  :  And  tho*  you  yet  arc 
Pure  and  untainted,  and  refolve  to  be  fo, 
Having  a  father's  eye,  and  mother's  care, 
In  all  your  ways  to  keep  you  fair  and  upright, 
In  which  refpects  my  bell  advices  muft 
Appear  luperfluous  ;  yet  fince  love,  dear  fitter^ 
Will  ibmetimes  tender  things  unneceflary, 
Mifconftrue  not  my  purpoie  ! 

Clar.  Sir^  I  dare  not  5 
But  ftill  receive  it  as  a  large  addition 
To  the  much  that  I  already  ftand  engag'd  for* 
Yet,  pardon  me  tho'  I  profefs,  upon 
A  true  examination  of  myfelfy 
Even  to  my  private  thoughts,  I  cannot  find 
(Having  fuch  ftrong  fupporters  to  uphold  mej 

1  Which  honour  lail  will  leave  you.]  Amended  by  Seward. 

Y  4 
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On  what  flight  ground  the  leaft  doubt  can  be  rais'd^ 
To  render  me  fufpeded  I  can  fall 
Or  from  my  fame  or  virtue* 

Cef.  Far  be't  from  me, 

To  nourim  fuch  a  thought !  and  yet  excufe  me, 
As  you  would  do  a  lapidary,  whofe  whole  fortunes 
Depend  upon  the  fafety  of  one  jewel, 
If  he  think  no  cafe  precious  enough 
To  keep  it  in  full  luflre,  nor  no  locks, 
Tho'  lending  ftrength  to  iron  doors,  fufficient 
To  guard  it,  and  fecure  him  !  You  to  me  are 
A  gem  of  more  efteem^  and  prized  higher, 
Than  ufur'ers  do  their  muck,  or  great  men  title ; 
And  any  flaw  (which  Heav'n  avert!)  in  you, 
(Whofe  reputation^  like  a  diamond 
Cut  newly  from  the  rock,  women  with  envy, 
And  men  with  covetous  defires,  look  up  at) 
By  prying  eyes  difcover'dr  in  a  moment 
Would  render  what  the  braveries  of  Florence, 
For  want  of  counterpoife,  forbear  to  cheapen* 
Of  little  or  no  value. 

Clar.  I  fee,  brother, 

The  mark  you  flioot  at,  and  much  thank  your  love ; 
But  for  my  virgin  jewel,  which  is  brought 
In  comparifon  with  your  diamond,  reft  aflur'd 
It  (hall  not  fall  in  fuch  a  workman's  hands, 
Whole  ignorance  or  malice  fhall  have  power 
To  caft  one  cloud  upon  it,  but  ft  ill  keep 
Her  native  fplendor. 

Cef.  'Tis  well ;  I  commend  you ; 
And  ftudy  your  advancement  with  that  care 
As  I  would  do  a  fitter's,  whom  I  love 
With  more  than  common  ardor** 

Clar.  That  from  me 
I  hope's  return'd  to  you, 

Cef.  I  do  confefs  it.. 

Yet  let  me  tell  you,  (but  ftill  with  that  love 
I  wilh  t'encreafe  between  us)  that  you  are 

*•  Cammo*  order. J  Correded  in  1750* 
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Obferv'd,  againft  the  gravity  long  maintain'd 
In  Italy   (where  to  fee  a  maid  unmafk'd 
Is  held  a  blemifh),  to  be  over- frequent 
In  giving  or  receiving  vifits. 

Clar.  How? 

Cef.  Whereas  the  cuftom's  here  to  wooe  by  picture, 
And  never  fee  the  fubftance.     You  are  fair, 
And  beauty  draws  temptations  on,  you  know  it: 
I  would  not  live  to  fee  a  willing  grant 
From  yon,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  birth, 
Feature  or  fortune ;  yet  there  have  been  ladies 
Of  rank,  proportion,  and  of  means  beyond  you, 
That  have  prov'd  this  no  miracle. 

Clar.  One  unworthy  ? 

Why,  pray  you,  gentle  brother,  who  are  they 
That  I  vouchfafe  thefe  bounties  to  ?  I  hope, 
In  your  ftricT:  criticifm  of  me,  and  my  manners, 
That  you  will  not  deny  they  are  your  equals. 

Cef.  Angry  ? 

Clar.  I've  reafon  !  But,  in  cold  blood,  tell  me, 
Had  we  not  .one  father? 

Cef.  Yes,  and  mother  too. 

Clar.  And  he  a  foldier  ? 

Cef.  True. 

Clar.  If  I  then  borrow 
A  little  of  the  boldnefs  of  his  temper, 
Imparting  it  to  fuch  as  may  deferve  it, 
(Howe'er  indulgent  to  yoOrfelves,  you  brothers 
Allow  no  part  of  freedom  to  your  filters) 
I  hope  'twill  not  pafs  for  a  crime  in  me, 
To  grant  accefs  and  fpeech  to  noble  fuitors, 
And  you  efcape  for  innocent,  that  defcend 
To  a  thing  fo  far  beneath  you  ?  Are  you  touch'd  ? 
Why,  did  you  think  that  you  had  Giges*  ring  ? 
Or  th'  herb  that  gives  invifibility  ? 
Or  that  Biancha's  name  had  ne'er  been  mention'd  ? 
The  Fair  Maid  of  the  grand  Ofteria,  brother  ? 

Cef.  No  more  ! 

Clar.  A  little,  brother.     Your  night-walks, 

And 


346     THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN. 

And  ofFer'd  prefents,  which  coy  fhe  contemn'd ; 
Your  combats  in  difguifes  with  your  rivals, 
Brave  muletteers,  fcullions  perfum'd  with  greaff, 
And  fuch  as  cry  meat  for  cats3,  muft  be  remember'di 
And  all  this  pother  for  a  common  trull  [ 
A  tempting  fign,  and  curioufly  fet  forth, 
To  draw  in  riotous  guefts  !  a  thing  expos'd 
To  every  ruffian's  rude  aflault !   and  fubjecl:,- 
For  a  poor  falary,  to  a  rich  man's  lull, 
Tho'  made  up  of  difeafes  ! 

Cef.  Will  you  end  yet  ? 

Clar.  And  this  a  miftrefs  for  Albertus'  fon  ? 
One  that  I  fhould  call  fifter  ? 

Cef.  Part  not  with 

Your  modefty  in  this  violent  heat !  The  truth  is, 
(For  you  fhall  be  my  confeflbr)  I  love  her ; 
But  virtuoufly  :  Report,  that  gives  her  out 
Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  fhe  is  chafte, 
Detracts  much  from  her  •,  for  indeed  fhe  is, 
Tho'  of  a  low  condition,  compos'd 
Of  all  thole  graces  dames  of  higheft  birth, 
Tho'  rich  in  Nature's  bounties,  fhould  be  proud  of* 
But  leave  her  !  and  to  you,  my  neareft  care, 
My  deareft,  beft  Clariffa !  Do  not  think 
(For  then  you  wrong  me)  I  wifh  you  fhould  live 
A  barren  virgin  life  ?  I  rather  aim  at 
A  noble  hnfband,  that  may  make  you  mother 
Of  many  children  ;  one  that,  when  I  know  him 
Worth  your  embraces,  I  may  ferve,  and  fue  to:- 
And  therefore  fcorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 
That  man,  that  happy  man,  you  pleafe  to  favour  \ 

Clar.  I  ever  purpos'd  it ;  for  I  will  like 
With  your  allowance. 

Cef.  As  a  pawn  of  this, 
Receive  this  ring;  but,  ere  you  part  with  it 

3  And  fucb  as  cry  meat  for  cats.]  The  fecond  folio  re?ds  nvant',  but 
we  apprehend  the  text  to  be  right.  In  Maffinger's  Maid  of  Honour,, 
aft  iii.  fc.  i.  Gafpaio,  in  mentioning  the  moft  ignoble  employments, 
fays,  '  I  will  cry  biooms  or  cats*  meat  in  Palermo, 

'  Turn  porter,  carry  burdens,  any  thing, 
*  Rather  than  live  a  foldier  F  R. 

Q* 
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On  any  terms,  be  certain  of  your  choice, 
And  make  it  known  to  me  ! 

Enter  Alberto,   Bapifta,  Mariana,  Mentivole,  and 
Servants  with  lights. 

Clar.  You  have  my  hand  for't. 

Cef.  Which,  were  it  not  my  filler's,  I  Ihould  kifs 
With  too  much  heat. 

Clar.  My  father  and  his  guefts,  Sir  ! 

Alb.O\\y  my  old  friend,  my  tried  friend,  my  Baptifla ! 
Thefe  days  of  reft  and  feafting  fuit  not  with 
Our  tougher  natures ;  thofe  were  golden  ones, 
Which  were  enjoy'd  at  fea  !  that's  our  true  mother; 
The  land's  to  us  a  flep-dame  :  There  we  fought 
Honour  and  wealth  thro'  dangers ;  yet  thofe  dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  rewards,  tho'  great  ones, 
And  worth  the  undertakers :  Here  we  ftudy 
The  kitchen  arts,  to  lharpen  appetite, 
Dull'd  with  abundance  ;  and  difpute  with  Heav'n, 
If  that  the  leaft  puff  of  the  rough  North-wind 
Blaft  our  vine's  burden  1,  rendring  to  our  palates 
The  charming  juice  lefs  pleafing;  whereas  there, 
If  we  had  bifcuit,  powder'd  flefh,  freih  water, 
We  thought  them  Perfian  delicates  j  and  for  mulic^ 
If  a  ftrong  gale  but  made  the  main-yard  crack, 
We  danc'd  to  the  loud  minftrel. 

Bapt.  And  fear'd  lefs 
(So  far  we  were  in  love  with  noble  action) 
A  tempeft  than  a  calm. 

Alb.  'Tis  true,  Baptifta : 

There,  there,  from  mutual  aids  lent  to  each  other, 
And  virtuous  emulation  to  exceed 
In  manly  daring,  the  true  fchool  of  friendfhip, 
We  learnt  thofe  principles,  which  confirmed  us  friends 
Never  to  be  forgot. 

Bapt.  Never,  I  hope. 

Alh.  We  were  married  there :  For  bells,  the  roar-* 

ing  cannon 
Aloud  proclaim'd  it  lawful,  and  a  prize 

J  Blafl  our  time's  burden,~\  The  correction  by  Reward. 

Then 
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Then  newly  ta'en,  and  equally  divided, 
Serv'd  as  a  dowry  to  you,  then  ftil'd  my  wifej 
And  did  enable  me  to  be  a  hufband 
Fit  to  encounter  fo  much  wealth,  tho'  got 
With  blood  and  horror. 

Mar.  If*  fo  got,  'tis  fit,  Sir, 
Now  you  poffefs  it,  that  you  fhould  enjoy  it 
In  peace  and  quiet :  I,  your  fon,  and  daughter, 
That  reap  the  harveft  of  your  winter's  labour, 
Tho'  debtors  for  it,  yet  have  often  trembled, 
When,  in  way  of  difcourfe,  you  have  related 
How.  you  came  by  it. 

Alb.  Trembled  ?  How  the  foftnefs 
Of  your  fex  may  excufe  you,  I'll  not  argue ; 
But  to  the  world,  howe'er  I  hold  thee  noble, 
I  fhould  proclaim  this  boy  fome  coward's  baftard, 
And  not  the  image  of  Albertus'  youth, 
If  when  fome  wifh'd  occafion  calls  him  forth 
To  a  brave  trial,  one  weak  artery 
Of  his  fhould  fhew  a  fever,  tho'  grim  death 
Put  on  a  thoufand  dreadful  lhapes  to  fright  him, 
The  elements,  the  fea,  and  all  the  winds 
We  number  on  our  compafs,  then  confpiring 
To  make  the  fcene  more  ghaftly  !  I  muft  have  thee, 
Sirrah,  I  muft,  if  once  you  grapple  with 
An  enemy's  fhip,  to  board  her,  tho'  you  fee 
The  defperate  gunner  ready  to  give  fire, 
And  blow  the  deck  up ;  or,  like  Casfar's  foldier, 
Thy  hands  like  his  cut  off,  hang  by  the  teeth, 
And  die  undaunted. 

Mar.  I  even  die  to  hear  you  I 
My  fon,  my  lov'd  Cefario,  run  fuch  hazards  ? 
Blefs'd  faints  forbid  it !  You  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  family,  that  rude  way. 
I'll  keep  him  fafe  at  home,  and  train  him  up 
A  complete  courtier :  May  I  live  to  fee  him, 
By  fweet  difcourfe  and  gracious  demeanor, 
Win  and  bring  home  a  fair  wife,  and  a  rich, 
'Tis  all  I  reft  ambitions  of. 

All. 
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Alb.  A  wife  ? 

As  if  there  were  a  courfe  to  purchafe  one 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  aftion ! 
Or  any  interceflbrs  move  fo  far, 
To  take  a  miftrefs  of  a  noble  fpirit, 
As  the  true  fame  of  glorious  victories, 
Atchiev'd  by  fweat  and  blood  !  Oh,  the  brave  dames 
Of  warlike  Genoa !  they  had  eyes  to  fee 
The  inward  man,  and  only  from  his  worth, 
Courage,  and  conquefts,  the  blind  archer  knew 
To  head  his  lhafts,  or  light  his  quenched  torch ; 
They  were  proof  againft  them  elfe :  no  carpet  knight*, 
___ _-^___ That 

4  Carpet  knight.]  Carpet  knights  are  frequently  mentioned  with 
great  contempt  by  our  ancient  writers.  The  learned  Sir  James  Bur 
rows  gives  the  following  account  of  them  : 

'  There  was  an  order  of  knighthood  of  the  appellation  of  KNIGHTS 

*  of  the  CARPET,  though  few,  or  no  perfons  (at  leall  among  thofe 

*  whom  I  have  confulted)  feem  to  know  any  thing  about  it,  or  even 
'  to  have  heard  of  it.     I  have  taken  fome  memoranda  concerning 
'  the  institution,  and  know  that  Wiliiam  lord  Burgh  (of  Starborough 
'  caftle  in  the  county  of  Surry,  father  to  Thomas  lord  Burgh,  deputy 

*  of  Ireland,  and  to  Sir  John  Burgh  who  took  the  great  Caracca  (hip 

*  in  i  592)  was  made  a  knight  of  the  carpet,  at  Weftminfter,  on  the 
'  2d  of  Gclober,  1553,  the  day  after  queen  Mary's  coronation  :  And 

*  I  met  with  a  lift  of  all  who  were  made  fo  at  the  fame  time,  in 

*  Strype's  Memorials,  vol.  iii.  Appendix,  p.  n. 

'  See  Anftis's  Obfervations  on  the  Knighthood  of  the  Bath,  (Lond. 
'  1725)  p.  <;o,  "  Upon  the  acceffion  of  Queen  Mary  to  the  throne, 
"  a  commiflion  was  granted  to  the  earl  of  Arundel,  empowering 
f  him  to  make  knights,  but  WITHOUT  any  additional  title,  within 
•'  two  days  after  the  date  of  that  patent:  Which  were  the  two  days 
preceding  her  coronation.  In  purfuanc,e  hereof,  vve  find  the 
names  of  the  knights  created  by  him,  according  to  the  ftated  form 
of  creating  knights  of  the  Bath  ;  and  the  variety  of  the  cere 
monies  ufed,  fo  diftindly  related,  that  it  particularly  deferves  tc» 
be  confulted  in  the  appendix." 

•  So  that  Mr.  Anftis  plainly  confiders  them  as  being  only  a  fpecies 
of  knights  of  the  Bath,  though  without  any  additional  title. 

*  If  fo,  the  appellation  of  knigbti  of  the  carpet  might  be  only 
popular  ;  not  their  Uriel  or  proper  title.     This,  however,  was  fuf- 
ficient  to  induce  Shakefpeare  (who  wrote  whilft   they  were  com 
monly  fpoken  of  by  fuch  an  appellation)  to  ufe  that  te>m,  in  contraft 
to  a  knighthood   conferred   upon  a  real  foldier,  as  a  reward  of 
military  valour.* 

In  addition  to  this  note,  and  in  confirmation-  of  it,  Mr.  Steever.s 

produces 
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That  fpent  his  youth  in  groves  or  pleafant  bowers, 

Or,  ftretching  on  a  couch  his  lazy  limbs, 

Sung  to  his  lute  fuch  foft  and  melting  notes 

As  Ovid  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew, 

Could  work  on  them ;  nor  once  bewitch'd  their  fenfe, 

Tho'  he  came  fo  perfum'd  as  he  had  robb'd 

Sabsea  or  Arabia  of  their  wealth, 

And  flor'd  it  in  one  fuit.     I  Hill  remember, 

And  ftill  remember  it  with  joy,  Baptifta, 

When  from  the  refcue  of  the  Genoa  fleet, 

Almoft  furpriz'd  by  the  Venetian  gallies, 

Thou  didft  return,  and  wert  receiv'd  in  triumph, 

How  lovely  in  thy  honour'd  wounds  and  fears 

Thou  didfl  appear;  what  worlds  of  amorous  glances 

The  beauties  of  the  city,  v/here  they  flood, 

Fix'd  like  fo  many  of  the  faireft  ftars, 

Shot  from  their  windows  at  thee !  How  it  fir'd 

Their  bloods  to  fee  the  enemies'  captive  dreamers  J 

Borne  thro'  the  ftreets !  nor  could  chafte  Juliana,, 

The  duke's  fair  niece,  tho' guarded  with  her  greatnefs^ 

Refill  this  gallant  charge,  but,  laying  by 

Difparity  of  fortune  from  the  object, 

Yielded  herfelf  thy  prifoner. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  chufe 
Some  other  theme. 

Mar.  Can  there  be  one  more  pleafing  ? 

Bapt.  That  triumph  drew  on  me  a  greater  torture, 
And  'tis  in  the  remembrance  little  kis, 
Than  ever  captive  'ufFer'd. 

Mar.  How  !  To  gain 
The  favour  of  fo  great  a  lady  ? 

produces  the  following  example  from  The  Dowufal  of  Robert  Earl 

oi  Huntingdon,  1601, 

* fnldiers,  come  nway  j 

*   This  carpet  knight  fits  carping  at  our  fcars.' 

They  are  mentioned  alfo  by  Taylor  the  Water  Poet,  in  The  Praife 

of  Hempfeed: 

'   Caftles  for  ladies,  and  for-ea*fft  txights, 

'  Unmercifully  fpoil'd  at  feailmg  fights.'  R. 

9  Captive  ftreames.l  Gorrefted  in  J7;o. 
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Eapt.  Yes, 

Since  it  prov'd  fatal 6 :  To  have  been  happy,  madam, 
Adds  to  calamity  j  and  the  heavy  lofs 
Of  her  I  durft  not  hope  for,  once  enjoy'd, 
Turns  what  you  think  a  blefiing  to  a  curfe, 
Which  grief  would  have  forgotten. 

Alb.  I  am  forry 
I  touch'd  upon  it. 

Mar.  I  burn  rather,  Sir, 
With  a  defire  to  hear  the  ftory  of 
Your  loves ;  and  lhall  receive  it  as  a  favour, 
Which  you  may  grant. 

Bapt.  You  muft  not  be  denied  j 
Yet  wifh  all  brevity  I  muft  report  it. 
Tis  true,  fair  Juliana,  (Genoa's  pride) 
Enamour'd  of  my  actions,  lik'd  my  perfon  ; 
Nor  could  I  but  with  joy  meet  her  affection, 
Since  it  was  lawful  j  for,  my  firft  wife  dead, 
We  were  clofely  married,  and  for  fome  few  months 
Tafted  the  fruits  oft :  But  malicious  Fate, 
Envying  our  too-much  happinefs,  wrought  ijpon 
A  faithlefs  fervant,  privy  to  our  plot, 
And  cabinet-counfellor  to  Juliana, 
Who,  either  for  hope,  or  reward,  or  fear, 
Difcover'd  us  to  the  incenfed  duke, 
Whofe  rage  made  her  clofe  prifoner,  and  pronounc'd 
On  me  perpetual  banifhment.     Some  three  years 
I  wander'd  on  the  feas,  fmce  entertain'd 
By  the  great  Duke  of  Florence ;  but  what  fate 
Attended  her,  or  Profpero  my  friend, 
That  flay'd  at  Genoa  to  expect  the  ifTue, 
Js  yet  uncertain, 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Alb.  From  the  Duke  ?  

0  Yes,  fmce  it  prw'd  fatal.]  The  particle  inferted  in  the  text  inu 
proving  both  lenie  and  mtaiure  was  moil  probably  in  the  original 

Seward  reads, 

,    Since  it  prov'd  fo  fatal \ 

jh,ereb7  dtflrofmg  '  both  fenfe  and  rneafure.1 
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Bapt.  He's  welcome, 
To  end  my  forc'd  relation ! 

Alb.  Signor  Baptifta, 
The  great  Duke's  will  commands  your  prefent  care, 

Gent.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you. 

Bapt.  I  wait  it. 

Alb.  In,  Mariana ;  to  your  reft  I 

Bapt.  Nay,  leave  us ; 
We  muft  be  private. 

Mar.  Stay  not  long,  Cefario. 

[Exeunt.     Manent  Cefario  £2?  Mentivofe. 

Ment.  So  !  thefe  old  men  vanifh'd,  'tis  allow'd 
That  we  may  fpeak ;  and  howibe'er  they  take 
Delight  in  the  difcourfe  of  former  dangers, 
It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a  little 
Of  prefent  pleafures. 

p?/.  Which,  if  well  enjoy'd, 
Will  not  alone  continue,  but  encreafe, 
In  us  their  friendfhip. 

Ment.  How  lhall  we  fpend  the  night  ? 
To  fnore  it  out,  like  drunken  Dutchmen,  would 
Sort  ill  with  us  Italians  :  We  are  made 
Of  other  metal,  fiery,  quick,  and  active. 
Shall  we  take  our  fortune  ?  and,  while  our  cold  fathers 
(In  whom  long  fince  their  youthful  heats  were  dead) 
Talk  much  of  Mars,  ferve  under  Venus*  enfigns^ 
And  feek  a  miftrefs  ? 

CeJ.  That's  a  game,  dear  friend, 
That  does  admit  no  rival  in  chafe  of  it ; 
And  either  to  be  undertook  alone, 
Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

Ment.  I'll  not  prefs  you. 
What  other  fports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  following  morning? 

CeJ.  Any  that  may  become  us. 

Ment.  Is  the  Neapolitan  horfe  the  viceroy  fent  you 
In  a  fit  plight  .to  run  ?  i 

CeJ.  So  my  groom  tells  me. 
I  can  boaft  little  of  my  horfemanfhip ; 
Yet,  upon  his  aflbrance,  I  dare  wager 

A  thoufand 
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A  thonfand  crowns,  'gainft  any  horfe  in  Florence, 
For  an  eight-mile  courfe. 

Merit.  I  would  not  win  of  you, 
In  refpecl  you  are  impatient  of  lois  j 
Elfe  I  durfl  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  fum. 

CeJ.  You  do  well  to  excufe  it, 
Being  certain  to  be  beaten. 

Ment.  Tufh,  you  know 
The  contrary. 

CeJ.  To  end  the  controverfy,- 
Put  it  to  trial ;  by  my  life,  I'll  meet  you 

Enter  ClariJJa. 
With  the  next  rifmg  fun. 

Ment.  A  match  !  But  here 
Appears  a  Cynthia,  that  fcorns  to  borrow 
A  beam  of  light  from  the  great  eye  of  Heav'n, 
She  being  herfeif  all  brightnefs  :  Kow  I  envy 
Thofe  amorous  fmiles,tholekiiTes,butfurechafle  ones, 
Which  Ihe  vouchfafes  her  brother ! 

Clar.  You  are  wanton  : 

>Pray  you  think  me  not  Biarichaj  leave,  I  pray  you  ! 
My  mother  -will  not  Oeep  before  fhe  fee  you ; 
And  fince  you  know  her  tendernefs,  nayfondnefs, 
In  every  circumflarice  that  concerns  your  fafety, 
You  are  not  equal7  to  her. 

CeJ.   I  mud  leave  you  ; 
But  will  rot  fail  to  meet  you. 

Ment.  Soft  deeps  to  you  ! 

Mar.  [within.']  Cefario ! 

Clar.  You're  call'd  again. 

CeJ.  Some  fons 

Complain  of  too  much  rigour  in  their  mothers ; 
I  of  too  much  indulgence.   You  will  follow  ?     [Exit. 

Clar.  You  are  her  ftrft  care;  therefore  lead  the  way  ! 

Ment.  She  flays ;  bkft  opportunity  !  (lie  flays 
As  fhe  invited  conference !  fhe  was  ever 

~  Equal]  i.  e.  Jujl.     The  word  frequently  occurs  in  ch*tfe«f«« 

VOL.  IX.  Z  Noble 
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Noble  and  free  •,  but  thus  to  tempt  my  frailty, 
Argues  a  yielding  in  her ;  or,  contempt 
Of  all  that  I  dare  offer.     Stand  I  now 
Confulting  ?  No;  I'll  put  it  home. 

Clar.  Who  waits  there  ? 
More  lights  ! 

Ment.  You  need  them  not  ;  they  are  as  ufelefs 
As  at  noon-day  :  Can  there  be  darknefs  wheie 
Nature,  then  wifely  liberal,  vouchfaf'd 
To  lend  two  funs  ? 

Clar.  Hyperboles ! 

Ment.  No-,  truths, 

Truths,  beauteous  virgin ;  fo  my  love-fick  heart 
AfTures  me,  and  my  underftanding  tells  me 
I  muft  approach  them  wifely  :  Should  I  rafhly 
Prefs  near  their  fcorching  beams,  they  would  confurrie 

me; 

And,  on  the  contrary,  mould  your  difdain 
Keep  me  at  too  much  diftance,  and  I  want 
Their  comfortable  heat,  the  froft  of  death 
Would  feize  on  all  my  faculties. 

Clar.  Pray  you  paufe,  Sir  ! 

This  vehemency  of  difcourfe  muft  elfe  needs  tire  you ; 
Thefe  gay  words  take  not  me ;  'tis  ftmple  faith, 
Honeft  integrity,  and  lawful  flames, 
I  am  delighted  with, 

Ment.  Such  I  bring  with  me  ;  . 
And  therefore,  lady 

Clar.  But  that  you  took  me  off 
Ere  I  came  to  a  period,  I  had  added 
A  long  experience  muft  be  requir'd 
Both  of  his  faith  and  truft,  with  whom  a  virgin 
Trafficks  for  what  is  deareft  in  this  life, 
Her  liberty  and  honour.     I  confefs 
I  oft  have  view'd  you  with  an  eye  of  favour; 
And,  with  your  generous  parts,  the  many  lenders  - 
Of  doing  me  all  fair  offices,,  have  won 
A  good  opinion  from  me • 

Ment.  Oh,  fpeak  ever  ! 

I  neve? 
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I  never  heard  fuch  mufic. 

Clar.  A  plain  tune,  Sir, 
But  'tis  a  hearty  one.     When  I  perceive, 
By  evident  proofs,  your  alms  are  truly  noble, 
And  that  you  bring  the  engines  of  fair  love, 
Not  of  foul  luft,  to  (hake  and  undermine 
My  maiden  fortrefs,  I  may  then  make  good 
What  now  I  dare  not  promife. 

Ment.  You  already, 
In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  defervings, 
Have  been  magnificent,  and  'twill  appear 
A  frontlefs  impudence  to  alk  beyond  this  » 
Yet  qualify,  tho'  not  excufe,  my  error, 
Tho'  now  I  am  ambitious  to  defire 
A  confirmation  of  it ! 

Clar.  So  it  wrong  not 
My  modefty  to  grant  it. 

Ment.  'Tis  far  from  me ; 
I  only  am  a  fuitor  you  would  grace  me 
With  fome  toy,,  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it> 
To  warrant  to  the  world  that  I  ufurp  not, 
When  I  prefume  to  ftile  myfelf  your  iervant ! 
A  ribbon  from  your  fhoe. 

Clar.  You  are  too  humble ; 
I'll  think  upon't,  and  fomething  of  more  value 
Shall  witneis  how  I  prize  you.     It  grows  late  j 
I'll  bring  you  to  the  door. 

Ment.  You  ftill  more  bind  me*  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Duke,    Albertus;    Baptijla,   Maglftrates  and 

Attendants. 

Duke.  You  find,  by  this  affur'd  intelligence, 
The  preparation  of  the  Turk  againft  us. 
We've  met  him  oft  and  beat  him  ;  now  to  fear  him 
Would  argue  want  of  courage ;  and  I  hold  it 
A  fafer  policy  for  us  and  our  figniories, 
To  charge  him  in  his  pafTage  o'er  the  tea, 
Than  to  expect  him  here. 

.  May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs, 

Z  2  Since 
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Since  you  vouchfafe  to  think  me  worthy  of 
This  great  employment,  if  I  may  deliver 
My  judgment  freely,  'tis  not  flattery 
Tho'  I  fay  my  opinion  waits  on  you  8 ; 
Nor  would  I  give  my  fuffrage  and  confent 
To  what  you  have  propos'd,  but  that  I  know  it 
Worth  the*great  fpeaker,  tho'  that  the  denial 
CalUd  on  your  heavy  anger.     For  myfelf 
1  do  profefs  thus  much,  if  a  blunt  loldier 
May  borrow  fo  much  from  the  oil'd-tongu'd  courtier^ 
(That  echoes  whatloe'er  the  prince  allows  of) 
All  that  my  long  experience  hath  taught  me, 
That  have  fpent  three  parts  of  my  life  at  fea, 
(Let  it  not  tafte  of  arrogance  that  I  fay  it) 
Could  not  have  added  reafons  of  more  wtieht 
To  fortify  your  affections,  than  fuch 
As  ypur  Grace  out  of  obfervation  merely 
Already  have  propounded. 
Baft.  With  the  honour 
To'  give  the  daring  enemy  an  affront 
In  being  the  firfl  oppofer,  it  will  teach 
Your  foldicrs  boldnefs,  and  flrike  fear  in  them 
That  durft  attempt  you. 

1  Magif.  Victuals  and  ammunition,  • 
And  money  too,  the  fmews  of  the  war, 

Are  ftor'd  up  in  the  magazine. 

2  Mavif.  And  the  rallies 

o*/  o  m 

New  rigg'd  and  train'd  up,  and  at  two  days'  warning 
Fit  for  the  fervice. 

Duke.  We  commend  your  care  •, 
Nor  will  we  e'er  be  wanting  in  our  counfels, 
As  we  doubt  not  your  action.     You,  Baptifta, 
Shall  Hay  with  us  ;  that  merchant  is  not  wife, 
That  ventures  his  whole  fortunes  in  one  bottom. 
Albertus,  be  our  admiral !   fpare  your  thanks  ; 

8  My  'opinion  waits  on  you.]  The  fmall  change  of  you  to  josrs 
takes  ali  oliuirity  ficm  this  expreffion.  Smcard. 

We  think  the  old  reading  more  fuitable  to  the  context,  niore  in 
our  Author^'  %le,  and  atlealbas  free  from  obfcurity. 

3Tis 
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*Tis  merit  in  you  that  invites  this  honour; 
Preferve  it  luch  !  Ere  long  you  (hall  hear  more. 
Things  rafhly  undertaken  end  as  ill ; 
But  great  ac~ts  thrive  when  reaibn  guides  the  will.  [£#<?. 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  No  queftion,  'twas  not  well  done  in  Cefario 
To  crois  the  horfe  of  young  Mentivcle 

In  the  midit  of  this  courfe. 

2.  Gent.  That  was  not  all ; 
The  fwitchins;  him  dull'd  him. 

O 

3  Gent.  'Would  that  both  the  jades 
Had  broke  their  necks,  when  they  fir  It  parted  !  'Slight, 
We  ftand  here  prating;  give  them  leave  to  whifpcr, 
And,  when  they  have  cut  one  another's  throats, 

Enter  Men  thole  and  Cefario. 

Make  in  to  part  'em  ! 

2  Gent.  There  is  no  fuch  hazard ; 

Their  fathers'  friendfhip  and  their  love  forbid  it: 
See  where  they  come  ! 

i  Gent.  With  fury  in  their  looks. 

Ment.  You  have  the  wager  ;  with  what  foul  play  got 
I'll  not  difpute. 

Cef.  Foul  play  ? 
'    Ment.  I  cannot  fpeak  it 
In  a  fairer  language ;  and  if  fome  refpe&s 
Familiar  to  myfelf  chain'd  not  my  tongue, 
I  mould  fay — no  more 9 ! — I  mould — but  I'll  fit  down 
With  this  difgrace;  howe'er,  prefs  me  no  further  ! 
F^or,  if  once  more  provok'd,  you'll  underltand 
I  dare  no  more  fuffer  an  injury, 
Than  I  dare  do  one. 

Cef.   Why,  Sir,  are  you  injur'd 
In  that  I  take  my  right,  which  1  would  force, 
Should  you  detain  it  ? 

Ment.  Put  it  to  judgment ! 

9  -I  jhwld  fay  no  more.]  Seward,  ucitly  and  arbitrarily,   reads,   7 
Jhouldjuf  more.  The  p;cfenc  punftuation  gives  a  fpifit  to  the  old  text. 

Z  3  Cef. 
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Ceff  No;  my  will  in  this  (hall  carry  ic. 
Ment.  Your  will?  Nay,  farewell  foftnefs  then ! 
3  Gent.  This  I  forefaw.  \_T'bey  fuddenly  draw. 

1  Gent.  Hold,  hold  ! 
Cef.  I'm  hurt. 

2  Gent.  Shift  for  yourfelf ;  'tis  death. 

Ment.  As  you  refpect  me,  bear  him  off  with  care ! 
If  he  mifcarry,  fince  he  did  the  wrong, 
I'll  ftand  the  fhock  of  *t. 

2  Gent,  Gently  !  he  will  faint  elfe 

[Exeunt  Gentlemen  with  Cejario* 

Ment.  And  fpeedily,  I  befeech  you  !   My  rage  over, 
That  pour'd  upon  my  reafon  clouds  of  error, 
I  fee  my  folly,  and  at  what  dear  lofs 
I  have  exchang'd  a  real  innocence 
To  gain  a  mere  fantaitical  report, 
Tranfported  only  by  vain  popular  wind, 
To  be  a  daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  man. 

•Enter  Btytifia. 

But,  could  I  fatisfy  myfelf  within  here, 
HOW  fnould  I  bear  my  father's  frowns  ?  They  meet  mt\ 
"My  guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

Raft.  Sirrah! 

Ment.  Sir. 

Bapt.  I've  met  the  trophies  of  your  ruffian  fword  ; 
Was  there  no  other  anvil  to  make  trial 
How  far  thou  durft  be  wicked,  but  the  bofom 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  name 
Of  friendfhip  thou  haft  murder'd  ? 

Ment.  Murder'd,  Sir? 

My  dreams  abhor  fo  bafe  a  fact :  True  valour, 
Employ'd  to  keep  my  reputation  fair, 
From  the  auftereft  judge  can  never  merit 
To  be  branded  with  that  title.     You  begot  me 
A  man,  no  coward  :  And  but  call  your  youth 
To  memory  !  when  injur'd,  you  could  never 
Boaft  of  the  afs's  fortitude,  (lave-like  patience; 
you  might  juilly  doubt  I  were  your  fon, 

If 
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•  If  I  mould  entertain  it.     If  Cefario 
Recover,  as  I  hope  his  wound's  not  mortal, 
A  fecond  trial  of  what  I  dare  do 
In  a  juft  caufe,  fhall  give  llrong  witnefs  for  me 
I  am  the  true  heir  to  Baptiila's  courage, 
As  to  his  other  fortunes. 

Bapt.  Boy,  to  neither, 
But  on  this  itrict  condition,  which  entreaties 
From  faints,  nay  angels,  fhall  not  make  me  alter. 
A  friendmip  fo  began,  and  fo  continu'd 
Between  me  and  Alberto  my  bed  friend, 
Your  brawls  (hall  notdiffblve  :  It  is  my  will, 
And  as  I  am  thy  father  I  command  thee, 
That  inftantly,  on  any  terms,  how  poor 
Soe'er  it  (kills  not,  thou  defire  his  pardon, 
And  bring  affurance  to  me  he  has  fign'd  it, 
Or  by  my  father's  foul  I'll  never  know  thee, 
But  as  a  ftranger  to  my  blood  :  Perform  it, 
And  fuddenly,  without  reply  !  I've  faid  it. 

Ment.  And  in  it  given  a  heavier  fentence  on  me 
Than  the  moft  cruel  death  :  You  are  my  father, 
And  your  will  to  be  ferv'd,  and  not  difputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  fon  :  But  I'll  obey, 
And  tho'  my  heart-firings  crack  for't,  make  it  known, 
When  you  command,  my  faculties  are  your  own.  \Exe. 


ACT         II. 


Enter  Allertus^  Phyfician,  and  a  Surgeon. 

Pbyf.  r  TAVE  patience,  noble  Sir  !  your  fon  Cefario 

f~~      Will  recover,  without  queftion. 
Surg.  A  flight  wound; 
Though't  pierc'd  his  body,  it  hath  mifs'd  the  vitals. 

Pbvf.  My  life  for't,  he  mall  take  the  air  again 
Within  thtfe  ten  days  ! 

Alb.  Oh,  buc  from  a  friend  !  ifC 

Z  Xo 
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To  receive  this  bloody  meafure  from  a  friend ! 
If  that  a  man  fhonld  meet  a  violent  death, 
In  a  place  where  he  ha"d  taken  fentftuary, 
Would  it  not  grieve  him  ?  Such  all  Florence  held 
Their  friendfhip;  and  'tis  that  v/hich  multiplies 
The  injury. 

Phyf.  Have  patience,  worthy  fignor  ! 

Alb.  I  do  proteil,  as  I  am  man  and  foldier, 
If  1  had  buried  him  in  a  wave  at  fea, 
(Loft  in  fome  honourable  action) 
I  would  not  to  the  faltnefs  of  his  grave 
Have  added  the  leaft  tear:  But  thefe  quarrels, 

Enter  Mariana  and  ClarijTa. 

Bred  out  of  game  and  wine  !  I  had  as  lief 
He  fhould  have  died  of  a  furfeit. 

Mar.  'Oh,  what  comfort? 
How  is  it  with  our  fon,  Sir  ? 

Alb.  His  work-matters 
Bear  me  in  hand  here,  (as  my  lawyer  does, 
When  I've  a  crack'd  title,  or  bad  fuit  in  law) 
All  {hall  go  well. 

Mar.  I  pray  you,  gentlemen, 
What  think  you  of  his  wound  ? 

Pbvf.  'Tis  but  a  fcratch ;  nothing 

-./  **.} 

To  danger. 

Clar.  But  he  receiv'd  it  from  a  friend ; 
And  the  unkindnefs  ta'en  at  that  may  kill  him. 

Mar.  Let  me  fee  him. 

Pijyf.  By  no  means  ;  he  {lumbers. 

Mar.  Then  I. cannot  believe  you,  when  you  tell  me 
There  is  hope  of  him. 

Alb.  Yet  many  ladies 
Do  give  more  faith  to  their  phyfician, 
Than  to  their  confefibr. 

Clfir.  Oh,  my  poor  loft  brother  ! 
And  friend,  more  dear  than  brother  ! 

Alb.  More  loud  inftrurnents 
To  difturb  his  {lumbers  ?  Go,  go,  take  caroch  ! 

And, 
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And,  as  you  love  me,  you  and  the  girl  retire 

T'  our  fummer-houfe  i'th'  country :  I'll  be  with  you 

Within  thefe  two  days. 

Mar.  I  am  yours  in  all  things, 
Tho'  with  much  forrow  to  leave  him. 

Alb.  I  pray  you,  gentlemen,  [Exeunt  Mar.  &  Clar. 
With  bell  observance  tend  your  patient : 
The  lofs  of  my  heir  male  lies  now  a-bleeding; 

Enter  Mentivole. 

And  think  what  payment  his  recovery 
Shall  fhower  upon  you. — Of  all  men  breathing, 

[Exeunt  Phyfidan  and  Surgeon. 
Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
My  in]  cry  begins  to  bleed  afrefh 
At  fight  of  you.     Why,  this  affront  of  yours 
I  receive  more  malicious  than  the  other. 
Your  hurt  was  only  danger  to  my  fon  ;  but 
Your  fight  to  me  is  death  !  Why  come  you  hither  ? 
D'  you  come  to  view  the  wounds  which  you  have 

made, 
And  glory  in  them  ? 

Ment.  Rather,  worthy  Sir, 
To  pour  oil  into  them. 

Alb.  I  am  a  foldier, 

Sir,  leaft  part  of  a  courtier  -,  and  underfland 
By  your  fmooth  oil,  your  prefent  flattery 

Ment.  Sir,  for  my  father's  fake,  acknowledge  me 
To  be  born  a  gentleman,  no  flave ;  I  ever 
Held  flatterers  of  that  breed :  Do  not  mifconftrue, 
In  your  diftafte  of  me,  the  true  intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I  do  proteft 
I  do  not  come  to  tell  you  I  am  forry 
For  your  fon's  hurt. 

Alb.  Not  forry  ? 

Ment.  No,  not  forry : 
I  have  to  th'  loweft  ebb  loft  all  my  fury, 
But  I  muft  not  lofe  my  honefty.     'Twas  he 
Gave  heat  unto  the  injury,  which  return'd, 

Like 
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Like  a  petard  10  ill  lighted,  into  th'  bofom 
Of  him  gave  fire  to't  :  Yet,  I  hope  his  hurt 
Is  not  fo  dangerous  but  he  may  recovers 
When,  if  it  pleafe  him  call  me  to  account 
For  th'  lofs  of  fo  much  blood,  I  (hall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  reafon. 

Alb.  You  are  arm'd 
Methinks  with  wondrous  confidence. 

Ment.  Oh,  with  the  beft,  Sir  ; 
For  I  bring  penitence  and  fatisfaftion. 

Alb.  Satisfaction  ?  Why,  I  heard  you  fay  but  now, 
You  were  not  forry  for  his  wounds. 

Ment.  Nor  am  I  j 

The  fatisfa&ion  which  I  bring,  Sir,  is  to  you. 
You  are  a  gentleman  ne'er  injur'd  me  ;  ' 
One  ever  lov'd  my  father,  the  right  way, 
And  moft  approv'd  of  noble  amity  ; 
Yet  I  have  run  my  fword  quite  thro'  your  heart, 
And  (lightly  hurt  your  fon  ;  for't  may  be  fear'd, 
A  grief  ta'en  at  thefe  years,  for  your  fon's  lofs, 
May  hazard  yours  :  And  therefore  I  am  fent 
By  him  that  has  moft  intereft  in  your  forrow, 
Who  having  chid  me  almoft  to  the  ruin 
Of  a  difheritance  ",  for  violating 
So  continued  and  fo  facred  a  friendfhip 
Of  fifty  winters'  (landing  IZ  ;  fuch  a  friendfhip, 

10  Pefar.J  A  petard  or  petarre,    an  engine  (made  like  a  bell  or 
mortar)  wherewith  ilrong  gates  are  burftopen.  Cotgrave's 


".  l'   Who  having  chid  me  almojl  to  the  rvin 

Of  a  dijheritance.]  Seward  arbitrarily  reads, 
—  -  —  to  my  ruin, 
To  a  difieritance,  &c. 

11  So  continued  and  fo  facred  a  frlendfify 
Of  fifty  winters  Jlanding  ;  fuch  u  frie 
That  ewer  did  continue,  &c^  '  Here,  fays  Seward,  feems  a  rcire- 

*  rated  tautology  in  thefe  lines  very  unlike  and  unworthy  of  our 

*  Authors.'     For  continued,  therefore,  he  fubftitutes  confont,  which, 
continues  he,  '  in  the  fenfe  of  firm  and  unfiaken  by  accident?,  keeps 
'  clear  of  the  tautology  complained  of.'     But  changes  (hould  not  be 
arbitrarily  made,  only  oecaufe  the  critick  fufpofa  them  for  the  better. 

That 
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That  ever  did  continue  like  the  fpring, 
Ne'er  faw  the  fall  o'th'  leaf;  by  him  I  am  fent 
To  fay  the  wrong  I've  done,  Sir,  is  to  you, 
And  that  I  have  quite  loft  him  for  a  father, 
Until  I  find  your  pardon.     Nay,  there  follows 
A  weightier  deprivation  :  His  eftate 
I  could  with  a  lefs  number  of  fighs  part  with ; 
Fortune  might  attend  my  youth  and  my  defervings 
Jn  any  climate  ;  but  a  father's  blefiing, 
To  fettle  and  confirm  that  fortune,  no  where, 
Put  only  here.     Your  pardon  !  give  me  that ; 
And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me ;  for  'tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  e£Fe<5r,  of  excommunication, 
A  father's  heavy  curfe. 

Alb.  Nay,  may  that  curfe 

Light  on  himfelf,  for  fending  thee  in  this  minute, 
When  I  am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  companion, 
As  the  cruelieft  fea-fight,  or  moft  horrid  tempeft ! 
That  1  had  drown 'd  i'th'  fea  a  thoufand  ducats, 
Thou  hadfl  not  made  this  vifit !  Rafli  young  man, 
Thou  tak'ft  me  in  an  ill  planet,  and  haft  caufe 
To  curfe  thy  father;  for  I  do  proteft, 
If  1  had  mat  thee  in  any  part  o'th'  world, 
But  under  my  own  roof,  I  would  have  kill'd  thee. 
Within  there  ! — Look  you  !  Here's  a  triumph  fent  for 

Enter  Pbyfician,  Surgeon  y  and  Servants^ 
The  death  of  your  young  mafter, 

Serv.  Shall  we  kill  him  ? 

Alb.  No; 

I'll  not  be  fo  unhofpitable.     But,  Sir, 
By  my  life,  I  vow  to  take  afTurance  from  you, 
That  right-hand  never  more  fhall  ftrike  my  fon, 

Ment.  That  will  be  eafily  protefted. 

Alb.  Not  eafily, 

When  it  muft  be  exafbed,  and  a  bloody  feal  to't. 
Bind  him,  and  cut  ofF's  right-hand  prefently: 
Fair  words  fhall  never  fatisfy  foul  deeds. 
Chop  his  hand  off ! 

Ment.  You  cannot  be  fo  unrighteous 

To 
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To  your  own  honour. 

Pbyf.  Oh,  Sir,  collect  yourfelf, 
And  recall  your  bloody  purpofe  ! 

Alb.  My  intents  - 
Of  this  nature  do  ever  come  to  action. 

Surg.  Then  I 
Muft  fetch  another  flickler. "  [£#//, 

Alb.  Yet  I  do  grieve  at  heart ; 
And  I  do  curfe  thy  father  heartily, 
That's  the  caufe  of  my  difhonour,  fending  thee 
In  fuch  an  hour,  when  I  am  apt  for  mifchief, 
Apt  as  a  Dutchman  after  a  fea-fight, 
When  his  enemy  kneels  afore  him.  Gome,  difpatch! 

PhyJ.  Entreat  him,  noble  Sir. 

Ment.  You  fhall  excufe  me ; 
Whatfoever  he  dares  do,  that  I  dare  fuffer. 

Enter  Cejario  and  Surgeon. 

Cef.  Oh,  Sir,  for  honour's  fake,  flay  your  foul 

pnrpofe ; 

For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly, 
There  is  no  queftion,  in  the  wound  you  give  him, 
I  fhall  bleed  to  death  for't ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  not  of 
My  temper  j  what  I  purpofe,  can't  be  alter'd. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Duke  with  all  fpeed  expects  you : 

You  muft  inftantly 
Ship  all  your  followers,  and  to  fea. 

'Alb.  My  bleffing 

Stay  with  thee  upon  this  condition, 
Take  away  his  ufe  of  fighting;  as  thou  hop'lt 
To  be  accounted  for  .my  fon,  perform  it!        [Exit. 

Cef.  You  hear  what  I'm  enjoin'd  to. 

Ment.  Pray  thee,  take  it ! 
Only  this  ring,  this  beft-efteemed  jewej, 
I  will  not  giv't  to  th'  hangman  chops  it  off; 
It  is  too  dear  a  reiick  :  I'll  remove  it 
Nearer  my  heart. 

Cef. 
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Cef.  Ha !  that  ring's  my  filler's  j 
The  ring  I  enjoin'd  her  never  part  withal 
Without  my  knowledge. — Come,  Sir,  we  are  friends* 
Pardon  my  father's  hear,  and  melancholy  j 
•Two  violent  fevers  which  he  caught  at  fea, 
And  cannot  yet  fhake  of:  Only  one  promife 
I  muft  enjoin  you  to,  and  ferioufly ; 
Hereafter  you  fhall  never  draw  a  fword 
To  th'  prejudice  of  my  life. 

Ment.  By  my.beft  hopes, 
I  (hall  not! 

Cef.  I  pray  deliver  me  your  fword, 
On  that  condition. 

Ment.  I  fhall,  Sir :  May  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part ! 

Cef.  Noble  Sir,  I  thank  you : 
Butj  for  performance  of  your  vow,  I  entreat 
Some  gage  from  you. 

Mmt.  Any,  Sir. 

Cef.  Deliver  me  that  ring. 

Ment.  Ha  !  this  ring  ?.  indeed  this  jewel  binds  me, 
If  you  knew  the  virtue  of  it,  never  more 
To  draw  my  fword  againfl  you. 

Cef.  Therefore  I 
Will  have  it. 

Ment.  You  may  not. 

Cef.  Come,  you  muft: 
I  that  by  violence  could  take  your  hand, 
Can  enforce  this  from  you.     This  is  a  token,  Sir, 
That  we  may  prove  friends  hereafter.  Fare  you  well ! 

F:tyf-  Why  did  you  feize  his  fword,  Sir  ? 

Ctf.  To  perform 

What  my  father  bad  me  ;  I  have  for  the  prefent 
Ta'en  away  his  ufe  of  fighting. 

Pbyf.  Better  fo, 
Than  take  that  which  your  father  meant !     [Exeunt, 

Manet  Mentivcle. 

Ment.  Was  ever. the  like  ufage?  Oh,  that  ring, 
»  Dearer 
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Dearer  than  life  !  whither  is  honour  fled  ? 

Cefario,  thou'rt  unmanly  in  each  part, 

To  feize  my  fword  firft,  and  then  fplit  my  heart.  [£#//. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Clown. 

Hojt.  Thy  matter 
That  lodges  here  in  my  Ofteria, 
Is  a  rare  man  of  art ;  they  fay  he's  a  witch. 

Clown.  A  witch  ?  nay,  he's  one  ftep  of  the  ladder  to 
Preferment  higher ;  he's  a  conjurer. 

Ho/}.  Is  that  his  higher  title  ? 

Clown.  Yes,  I  allure  you  ; 

For  a  conjurer's  th' devil's  mafter,and  commands  him; 
Whereas  a  witch  is  the  devil's  prentice, 
And  obeys  him. 

Hoft.  Bound  prentice  to  the  devil  ? 

Clown.  Bound  and  enroll'd  I  allure  you,  he  can't 

ftart; 

And  therefore  I  would  never  wifh  any  gentleman 
To  turn  witch. 

Hoft.  Why,  man? 

Clown.  Oh,  he  lofes  his 

Gentility  by  it ;  the  devil  in  this  cafe  cannot  help  him ; 
He  muft  go  to  the  herald  for  new  arms,  believe  it. 

Hojt.  As  I'm  true  innkeeper,  yet  a  gentleman  born, 
I'll  ne'er  turn  witch  for  that  trick !  And  thou  haft 
Been  a  great  traveller  ? 

\—r  .  '  — 

Clown.  No,  indeed,  not  I,  Sir. 

Hoft.  Come,  you  are  modeft. 

Clown.  No,  I  am  not  modeft ; 
For  I  told  you  a  lie,  that  you  might  the  better 
Underftand  I  have  been  a  traveller. 

Hoft.  So,  Sir! 
They  fay  your  mafter's  a  great  phyfician  too  ? 

Clown.  He  was  no  fool  told  you  that,  1  affure  you« 

Hoft.  And  you  have  been  in  England  ?  But  they  fay, 
Ladies  in  England  take  a  great  deal  of  phyfic. 

Clown.  Both  ways,  on  my  reputation. 

Hoftt  So  'tis  to  be  underftood : 

But 
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But  they  fay  ladies  there  take  phyfic  for  fafhion. 

Clown.  Yes.,  Sir,  and  many  times  die  to  keep  fafhion. 

Heft.  How! 
Die  to  keep  fafhion  ? 

Clcwn.  Yes ;  I  have  known  a  lady 
*S5ck  of  the  fmall-pox,  only  to  keep  her  face 
From  pit-holes,  take  cold,  ftrike  them  in  again, 
Kick  up  the  heels,  and  vanifh. 

Hoft.  There-was  kicking  up 
The  heels  with  a  witnefs  ! 

Clown*  No,  Sir;  I  confefs 
A  good  face  has  many  times  been  the  motive  to 
The  kicking  up  of  the  heels  with  a  witnefs ;  but 
this  was  not. 

Enter  Hoftefs  and  Biancha. 

Hoft.  Here  come  my  wife  and  daughter. 

Clown.  You  have 
A  pretty  commodity  of  this  nightworm. 

Hoft.  Why,  man? 

Clown.  She  is  a  pretty  lure  to  draw 
Cuftom  to  your  ordinary. 

Hoft.  Doft  think  I  keep  her  to  that  purpofe  ? 

Clown.  When  a  dovehoufe  is    empty,  there   is 

cumin-feed 

Ufed  to  purloin  from  the  reft  of  the  neighbours ; 
In  England  you  have  feveral  adamants  ", 
To  draw  in  fpurs  and  rapiers IJ;  one  keeps  filk- worms 
In  a  gallery  j  a  milliner  has  choice 
O'  monkies  and  paraketoes ;  another  fhews 
Bawdy  Eaft-Indian  pictures,  worfe  than  ever 
Were  Aretine's  $  a  goldfmith  keeps  his  wife 
Wedg'd  into  his  fhop  like  a  mermaid,  nothing  of  her 
To  be  feen  (that's  woman)  but  her  upper  part. 

lz  jfdamanti.]  i.  e.  Loadjtones,  See  Skinner  on  the  word.  Seward. 

IJ  To  draw  in  fpurs  and  rapier?.]   In  Ben  Jtonfon's  Alchemiil  is 
the  fame  idea  ;  Subtle  fays  to  Abel  Drugger, 
*  Beneath  your  threfhold  bury  me  a  lo 
f  To  draw  in  gallants  that  wear  hurt* 

Hoft. 


368     THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN* 

Hoft.  Nothing  but  her  upper  part  ? 

Clown.  Nothing  but  her  upper  bodice, 
And  he  lives  at  the  more  heart's  eafe. 

Hoft.  What's  the  reafon  ? 

Clown.    Becaufe    her    nether    part  can  give  no 

temptation. 

•  By  your  leave,  Sir,  I'll  tend  my  mafter,  and  inftantly 
Be  with  you  for  a  cup  of  cherally  this  hot  weather. 

[Exit. 

Hoft.  Animble-patedrafcal !  Comehither,daughteri 
When  was  Cefario  here  ? 

Elan.  Sir,  not  this  fortnight. 

Hoft.  I  do  not  like  his  vifits  ;  commonly 
He  comes  by  owl-light ;  both  the  time  and  manner  is 
Sufpicious ;  I  don't  like  it. 

Bian.  Sir,  the  gentleman 
Is  every  way  fo  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Queftion  his  intent  of  coming  :  Tho'  you  did, 
Pray,  Sir,  preferve  that  good  opinion  of  me, 
That  tho'  the  cuftom  of  the  place  I  was  born  in 
Makes  me  familiar  to  every  gueft, 
I  fhall  in  all  things  keep  myfelf  a  ftranger 
To  th*'  vices  they  bring  with  them  ! 

Hoftefs.  Right,  my  daughter ! 
She  has  the  right  ftrain  of  her  mother. 

Hoft.  Of  her  mother  ? 

An  I  would  fpeak,  I  know  from  whence  fhe  took  it. 
When  I  v/as  as  young,  I  was  as  honeil I4 

Hoftefs.  Leave  your  prating, 

T*  When  1  *vcas  as  young,  I  <was  nshbnej}.]  This  has  been  hitherto 
made  the  cqnclufion  of  the  jE/oy?Yfpeech,  by  which  it  feems  to  have 
loft  all  its  humour.  It  evidently  belongs  to  the  Hoftefs,  who  flops 
her  hufband  from  giving  further  hints  concerning  Biancha ;  and  this 
is  artfully  contriv'd  with  regard  to  the  audience,  whofec uric fi ties  are 
heightened  by  a  glimmering  of  the  plot,  but  not  too  foon  fatisfied 
by  a  full  view  of  it.  To  uo  this  judicioufiy,  is  one  of  the  greateft 
difficulties  in  alrnoft  every  fpecies  of  writing.  Seward. 

We  think  Seward  totally  miftaken  here,  and  that  the  Hojl  (inflead 
of  alluding  to  Biancha's  real  parentage)  whimfically  infinuatts  that  her 
virtuous  principles  are  derived  from  him. 

And 
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And  fludy  to  be  drunk,  and  abufe  your  guefts  over  and 
over  ! 

Enter  Forolofco  and  Clown. 

Heft.  Peace,  wife  ;  my  honourable  gueft  ! 

For.  My  endear.'d  landlord, 
And  the  reft  of  the  compliments  of  the  houfe ! 

Hqft.  Breakfaft  is  ready,  Sir  j  it  waiteth  only 
The  tide  of  your  ftomach. 

Clown.  And  mine  gapes  for't, 
Like  a  ftale  oyiler. 

Hoft.  Ere  you  go  to  bed'5, 
Fail  not  of  that,  I  pray.  [Exe.  all  hit  For.  and  Clown. 

For.  We'll  inftantly  be  with  you. — 
Now  we're  all  fellows:  Nine  o'  clock,  and  no  clients 

come  yet  ? 
Sure  thou  doft  not  fet  up  bills  enough. 

Clown.  I've  fet  up 
Bills  in  abundance. 

For.  What  bills  ? 

Clown.  Marry, 

For  curing  of  all  difeafes,  recovery  of  ftol'n  goods, 
And  a  thoufand  fuch  impolTibilities. 

For.  The  place  is  unlucky. 

Clown.  No,  certain  'tis  fcarcity  of  money  j 
Do  not  you  hear  the  lawyers  complain  of  it? 
Men  have  as  much  malice  as  e'er  they  had  to  wrangle, 
•"But  they've  no  money. — Whither  fhould  this  money 
Be  travell'd  ? 

For.  To  the  devil,  I  think. 

Clown.  'Tis  with 
His  cofferer  I'm  certain,  that's  the  ufurer. 

For.  Our  cheating  does  not  profper  fo  well  as 
'Twas  wont  to  do. 

Clown.  No,  fure.     Why,  in  England  we 

»S  Ere  you  go  to  bed,  fail  not  of  that,  I  pray.']  Thefe  words  have 
hitherto  been  mwle  a  continuation  of  the  C/own's  fpeech  ;  but  from 
him  they  feem  devoid  of  meaning.  If  fpoken  by  the  Hoft,  afide, 
we  may  "very  well  underfland  by  them,  that  the  Clown  gapes  for  his 
Ireakfaft  even  before  he  goes  to  bed. 

VOL.  IX.  A  a  Could 
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Could  cozen  'em  as  familiarly,  as  if 
We'd  travell'd  with  a  brief,  or  a  lottery. 

For*  In  the  Low-Countries  we  did  pretty  well. 

Clown.  So,  lo,  as  long  as  we  kept  the  mop-headed 
Butter-boxes  fober  j  marry,  when  they  were  drunk, 
Then  they  grew  buzzards  :  You  fhould  have  them  reel 
Their  heads  together,  and  deliberate  ! 
Your  Dutchman,  indeed,  when  he's  foxt,  is  like  a  fox;. 
For  when  he's  funk  in  drink,  quite  earth  to  a  man's. 

thinking, 

'Tis  full  exchange-time  with  him,  then  he's  fubtlefk. 
But  your  Switzer,  'twas  nothing  to  cheat  him. 

For.  Nothing. 

Clown.  No, norconfciencetobemadeof  it;  forfmce 
Nature  aforehand  cozen'd  him  of  his  wit, 
'Twas  thelefs  fin  for  us  to  cozen  him  of  his  money. 

For.  But  thefe  Italians  are  more  nimble-pated  -f 
We  muft  have  fome  new  trick  for  them.     I  proteft, 
But  that  our  Hoflefs'  daughter's  a  fweet  lafs, 
And  draws  great  refort  to  th'  houfe,  we  were  as  good 
Draw  teeth  a-horfeback. 

Clown.  I  told  'em  in  the  market-place  you  could 

conjure, 

And  nobody  would  believe  me  ;  but  ere  long 
I'll  make  'em  believe  you  can  conjure  with  fuch  a 
figuary  ! 

Tor.  What  language  fh all's  conjure  in  ?  High-Dutch 
I  think,  that's  full  in  the  mouth, 

Clown.  No,  no,  Spanifh  j 
That  roareth  beft,  and  v/ill  appear  more  dreadful. 

For.  Prithee  tell  me  thy  conceit  thou  haft  to  gull 
them. 

Clown.  No,  no,  I  will  not  ftale  it l6 ;  but,  my  dear 

jews-trump, 

For  thou  art  but  my  inftrument,  I'm  the  plotter, 
And  when  we  have  cozen'd  'em  moil  tightly,  thou. 
Shalt  fleal  away  the  innkeeper's  daughter,  I'll 
'Provide  myfelf  of  another  moveabie ; 

'*  No,  no,  1  will  net  itael  it.]  CorredetUn  1750. 

And 
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And  we  will  moft  purely  retire  ourfelves 
To  Geneva. 

For.  Thou  art  the  compafs  I  fail  by.        \Exeunt* 

Enter  Bapttfta  and  Men f hole. 

Bapt,  Was  ever  expectation  of  fo  noble 
A  requital  anfwered  with  fuch  contumely  ! 
A  wild  Numidian,  that  had  fuck'd  a  tigrefs, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  barbarous  :  Did  he  threat 
To  cut  thy  hand  off  ? 

Ment.  Yes,  Sir  ;  and  his  (laves 
Were  ready  to  perform't. 

Bapt.  What  hinder'd  it  ? 

Ment.  Only  his  fon's  entreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  youth  ! 

I  wilh  thou  wert  not  of  his  blood ;  thy  pity 
Gives  me  a  hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  miftake,  Sir ; 
The  injury  that  follow'd  frorfi  the  fdn 
Was  worfe  than  the  father's  :  He  did  firft  difanrrj 
And  took  from  me  a  jewel,  which  I  prize 
Above  my  hand  or  life. 

Bapt.  Take  thy  fword  from  thee  ? 
He  ftole  it  like  a  thief  rather;  he  could  not 
I'  th'  field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.  He  took  it  from  me, 
And  fent  me  forth  fo  thin,  and  fo  unmade-up, 
As  if  I'd  been  a  footboy. 

Bapt.  Oh,  my  fury  ! 

I  muft  now  afk  thee  forgivenefs,  that  my  rafhnefsj 
Bred  out  of  too  much  friendfhip,  did  expofe  thee 
To  fo  imminent  a  danger;  which  I  vow 
I  will  revenge  ori  the  whole  family. 
All  the  calamities  of  my  whole  life, 
My  banifhment  from  Genoa,  my  wife's  lofs; 
Compar'd  to  this  indignity,  is  nothing ; 
Their  family  fhall  repair't;  it  fhall  be  to  theni 
Like  a  plague,  when  the  dog-ftar  reigns  moft  hot ! 
An  Italian's  revenge  may  paufe,  but's  ne'er  forgot; 

[Exit; 

A  a  2 
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Ment.  I  would  I  had  conceal'd  this  from  my  father^ 
For  my  intereft  in  ClarifTa  !  My  care  now 
Mud  be  to  untangle  this  divifion, 
That  our  moft  equal  flames  may  be  united  ; 
And  from  thefe  various  and  perturbed  flreams, 
Rife,  like  a  fweet  morn,  after  terrible  dreams.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarijfa  and  Cefario. 

Clar.  Brother,  I'm  happy  in  your  recovery* 

Cef.  And  I,  lifter,  < 

Am  ever  beft  pleas'd  in  your  happinefs. 
But  I  mifs  a  toy  Ihould  be  on  your  finger. 

Clar.  My  ring ! 

This  morning  when  I  wafh'd  I  put  it  off; 
'Tis  in  my  window. 

Cef.  Where's  your  looking-glafs  ? 

Clar.  Here,  Sir. 

Cef.  'Tis  a  fair  one. 

Clar.  'Tis  pure  cryftal. 

Cef.  Can  a  diamond  cut  in  cryftal  ?  Let  me  fee ; 
I'll  grave  my  name  in't. 

Clar.  Oh,  you'll  fpoil  my  glafs  '7. 

Cef.  Would  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your  eye? 
I'd  thought  he  had  been  planted  in  your  heart. 
Look  you ;  the  diamond  cuts  quaintly  -,  you  are  cozen'cl. 
Your  cryftal  is  too  brittle. 

Clar.  'Tis  the  ring 

I  gave  unto  Mentivole  !  lure,  the  fame  ! — 
You  put  me  to  amazement,  Sir,  and  horror  : 
How  came  you  by  that  ring  ? 

'Cef.  Does  the  blood  rife  ? 

Clar.  Pray,  Sir,  refolve  me,  (oh,  for  pity  do) 
And  take  from  me  a  trembling  at  the  heart, 
That  elfe  will  kill  me  !  for  I  too  much  fear 
Nothing  but  death  could  ravifh  it  from  his  hand 


17  Clar.   Ob,  you  II  fpoil  tny  glaft. 

l&tuld  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your  eye  ?• 
Cef.  I'd  thought,  £5V.]  This  fecond  line  evidently  belongs  to 
Cefario,  though  given  in  the  former  editions  to  CluriJ/a.  Mr.  Symp- 
fon  and  Mr.  Theobald  concurred  in  this  correction.  Seiuard. 

That 
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That  wore  it. 

Cef.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivole 
On  that  condition  ? 

Clar.  Tell  me  of  his  health  firft, 
And  then  I'll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Cef.  By  my  life,  he's  well ; 
Jn  better  health  than  I  am, 

Clar.  Then,  it  was,  Sir. 

Cef.  Then  fhall  I  ever  hate  thee,  oh,  thou  falfe  one) 
Haft  thou  a  faith  to  give  unto  a  friend, 
And  break  it  to  a  brother  ?  Did  I  not, 
By  all  the  ties  of  blood,  importune  thee 
Never  to  parrwith  it  without  my  knowledge  ? 
Thou  might'fb  have  given  it  to  a  muletteer, 
And  made  a  contract  with  him  in  a  ftable, 
At  as  cheap  a  price  of  my  vengeance  !  Never  more 
Shall  a  woman's  truft  beguile  me :  You  are  all 
Like  relicks ;  you  may  well  be  look'd  upon, 
But  come  a  man  to  th'  handling  of  you  once, 
You  fall  in  pieces  ! 

Clar.  Dear  Sir,  I've  no  way 
Look'd  either  beneath  reafon,  or  myfelf, 
In  my  election :  There's  parity  in  our  blood, 
And  in  our  fortunes  -,  ancient  amity 
Betwixt  our  parents  j  to  which  wants  nothing,  but 
The  fruit  of  bleffed  marriage  "between  us, 
To  add  to  their  poilerities.     Nor  does  now 
Any  impeachment  rife,  except  the  fad 
And  unexpected  quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble  and  fo  excellent  a  friendfhip, 
Which,  as  I  ne'er  had  magick  tq  forefee, 
So  I  could  not  prevent. 

Cef.  Well,  you  muft  give  me  leave 
To  have  a  hand  in  your  difpofing  ;  I  fhall, 
In  th'  abfence  of  my  father,  be  your  guardian  ; 
His  fuit  mud  pafs  thro'  my  office.     Mentivole  ? 
He  has  too  much  o'  my  blood  already ;  he  has, 
And  he  gets  no  more  oft. — Wherefore  weep  you, 
mother  ? 

A  a  3  Enter 
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Enter  Mariana  and  a  Sailor. 

Mar.  'Tis  occafion'd  by  a  forrow 
Wherein  you  have  a  child's  part,  and  the  maineft  j 
Your  father's  dead. 

Cef.  Dead  ? 

Mar,  There  is  one  can 
Relate  the  reft. 

Sailor.  I  can,  Sir  ;  your  father's  drown'd, 
Moil  unfortunately  drown'd. 

Cef.  How  ?  in  a  tempeft  ? 

Sailor.  No,  Sir,  in*a  calm, 

Calm  as  this  evening :  The  gunner,  being  drunk^ 
Forgot  to  faften  the  ordnance  to  their  ports, 
•  When  came  a  fuddcn  guil,  which  tumbled  diem. 
All  to  the  larboard  fide,  o'erturn'd  the  fhip, 
And  funk  her  in  a  moment ;  fome  fix  men 
Thar  were  upon  the  deck  were  fav'd  j  the  reft 
Perifh'd  wi'  your  father 

Clar.  Oh,  my  deareft  father  ! 

Cef.  I  pray  thee,- leave  us.  [Exit  Sailor^ 

Mar.  1  have  a  forrow  of  another  nature 
Equal  to  th'  former. 

Cef.  And  moil  commonly 
They  come  together. 

Mar.  The  family  of  the  BaptifH  r 

Are  grown  to  facftion,  and  upon  diilailc 
Of  th'  injury  late  offer'd  in  my  houfe, 
Have  vow'd  a  moil  fevere  and  fell  revenge 
'Gainfl  all  our  family,  but  efpeciajly 
'Gainil  you,  my  dear  Cefario. 

Cef.  Let  them  threat ; 
I  am  prepar'd  t'  oppofe  them. 

Mar.  And  is  your  lofs  then 
Of  fo  eafy  an  eftimation  r  What  comfort 
Have  I  but  in  your  life  ?  and  your  late  danger 
Prefents  before  me  what  I  am  to  fuffer, 
Should  you  mifcarry :  Therefore  I'll  advife  you, 
\Yhen  th'  funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel  -, 

Both 
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Both  to  prevent  their  fury,  and  wear  out 
The  injury. 

Cef.  No,  mother,  I'll  not  travel — 
So  in  my  abfence  he  may  marry  my  filter— 
I  v/ill  net  travel  certain. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  Cefano, 
Whom  I  refpect  and  'love  'bove  my  own  life, 
Indeed  with  a  kind  ol  dotage  !  he  lhall  never 
Go  forth  o'  doors,  but  the  contrary  faction 
Will  endanger  his  life;  and  then  am  I  mod  wretched! 
I'm  thmkJnj  of  a  ftrange  prevention, 
Which  I  lhall  witnefs  with  a  bleeding  eye; 
Fondneis  fometimes  -is  worfe  than  cruelty.    \TLxeunt* 


ACT         HI. 


Enter  Hoft,  Hoftefs,  and  Biancha. 

Jl-oft.  T  TAUNTED,  my  houfe  is  haunted  wi' 
goblins  !  I  fhall 

_  -&.    Ji.  O 

Be  frighted  out  o'  my  wits,  and  let  up  a  fign 
Only  t'  invite  carriers  and  foot-ports,  fcarecrows 
To  keep  off  th'  cavalry,,  and  gentry  of  the  beft  rank. 
I  will  nail  up  my  doors,  and  wall  up  my  girl, 
Wife,  like  an  anchorefs  ;  or  fhe  will  be  ravilh'd 
Before  our  faces  by  rafcals  and  cacafugo's, 
Wife,  cacafugo's  I 

Hoftefs.  Thefe  are  your  incomes  ! 
Remember  your  own  proverb,  The  favour 
Of  every  gain  fmeltfweet:  Thank  nobody  but  yourfelf 
For  this  trouble'! 

Hoft.  No  galling,  dear  fpoufe,  no  galling ! 
Every  day's  new  vexation  abates  me 
Two  inches  in  the  waift ;  terrible  penance 
For  an  Hoft !  Girl,  girl,  girl,  which  of  all  this 
Gallimaufry  of  man's  flefh  appears  tolerable 
To  thy  choice  ?  fpeak  Ihortly,  and  fpeak  truly !  I 

A  a  4  Muft 
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Muft  and  v/ill  know,  muft  and  will !   hear  you  that  ? 

Elan.  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  my  care  and  duty  ! 
I  am  fo  far  from  entertaining  thoughts 
Of  liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  objects 
Than  any  of  fuch  coarfe  contents  as  thefe  are, 
Could  not  betray  mine  eye  to  force  mine  heart 
Conceive  a  wifti,  of  any  dearer  happinefs 
Than  your  direction  warrants.     I  am  yours,  Sir. 

Hcftefs.  What  thinks  the  man  now  ?  Is  not  this 

ftrange 
At  thirteen  ? 

Hoft.  Very  good  words ;  there's  a  tang  in  'em, 
And  a  fweet  one  j  'tis  mufic,  wife  -,  and  now 
I  come  t'ye.     Let  us  a  little  examine 
The  feveral  conditions  of  our 
Paragraphiftical  fuitors !  The  firft 
A  trav'ling  taylor,  who  by  the  myftery 
OPs  needle  and  thimble  hath  furvey'd  the  fafhions 
Of  th' French,  and  Engliih;  this  fignor  Gingerbread, 
Stitch'd  up  in  the  fiireds  of  a  gaudy  outfide, 
Sows  linings  with  his  crofs-leg'd  compliment, 
TJke  an  ape  doing  tricks  over  a  ftaff, 
Cringes,  and  crouches,  and  kifTes  his  fore-finger. 

Uoftejs.  Out  upon  him  ! 

Ho/}.  A  fecond,  a  lavoltere,  a  faltatory, 
A  dancer  with  a  kit  at's  bum ;  one  that, 
By  teaching  great  madonnas  to  foot  it,  has 
Miraculoufly  purchas'd  a  ribanded 
Waiftcoar,  and  four  clean  pair  of  focks  -,  a  fellow 
That  fkippeth  as  he  walketh,  and  inftead 
Of  fenfible  difcourfe,  venteth  the  curious 
Conceit  of  fome  new  tune  ftol'n  frorn  a  mafque, 
Or  a  bawdy  ditty,  elevated  for 
The  pole  anflick  of  a  lady's  chamber; 
In  that  file  flands  another  of  your  inamoratoes. 

Hoflefs.  Hang  him  and  his  fiddle  together  !  he  ne'er 

fiddles 
Any  child  of  ours. 

He/}.  The  third,  a  mongrel, 

Got 
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Got  by  a  Switzer  on  an  Italian ;  this  puppy, 

Being  left  well  eftated,  comes  to  Florence, 

That  the  world  may  take  notice,  how  impofllble 

It  is  for  experience  to  alter 

The  courfe  of  nature-,  a  fool,  wife  !  and,  indeed, 

A  clown  turn'd  gallant  feldom  or  never  proves 

Other  than  a  gallant  fool  •,  this  toy  prates 

To  little  purpofe  other  than — What's  o'clock? 

SbaW.s  go  drink  ?  D'ye  forfooth  ?  and  Thank  ye  heartily, 

I  fear  no  art  in  him  to  catch  thee;  and 

Yet  we  muft  be  tormented  with  this  buzzard 

Amongft  the  reft. 

Hoftefs.  'Tis  your  own  folly  ;  forbid  him  the  houfe. 

Hoft.  The  fourth,  a  mule-driver,  a  ftubborn  and  a 

harm  knave-, 

The  fifth,  a  fchoolmafter,  a  very  amorous  pedant, 
Run  almoft  mad  with  fludy  of  fonnets  l8,  and 
Compliments  out  of  old  play-ends  -,  the  lafr, 
An  advocate's  clerk,  that  fpeaks  pure  fuftian  in  law- 
terms  19 : 

i8  "Run  almoft  mud  with  fludy  of  jonnets.~\  All  tne  Hoft's  part  in 
this  fcene,  as  che  conjuror's  in  others,  has  been  hitherto  printed  as 
profe  ;  but  the  reader  will  fee  that  without  any  ftrain  (for  I  have 
Icarce  added  or  ilruck  out  a  fingle  expletive)  it  runs  into  an  affedled 
hobbling  verfe  ;  which  to  me  Teems  to  add  great  humour  to  almoft 
every  fentiment,  giving  a  comic  dignity  to  the  whole,  which  is  of 
all  drollery  the  molt  laudable.  In  this  line  a  monofyllable  feems  evi 
dently  dropt,  for  the  epithet  new  not  only  fills  the  meafure,  but 
makes  a  proper  antithefis  to  the  old  in  the  next  line,  which  is  a  proof 
or  its  having  been  originally  a  verfe.  Seward. 

Though  this  note  is  juft  in  the  main,  yet  there  are  two  things  in 
it  which  call  for  animadverfion.  In  the  firft  place,  the  word  new  is 
not  necefiary  to  the  meafure,  nor  have  we  a  right  to  CREATE  an 
antitbefif.  Jn  the  fecond,  though  Mr.  Seward  fays  he  has  not  ufed 
any  Jirain,  he  has  here  (as  in  all  other  parts  of  his  Edition)  inter 
polated,  omitted,  &nd  Jlaugbtered  words  (fimilar  inftances  fee  at  the 
end  of  Wit  Without  Money)  in  a  manner  unprecedented  and  un 
paralleled. 

'9  An  advocate's  clerk,  that  fpeaks  pure  fujlian  in  Jaiv  terms.] 
The  particle  in,  here,  equally  hurts. the  fenfc  as  the  meafure,  which 
is  another  proof  of  the  meafure's  being  genuine.  Sward. 

The  word  /«  neither  huits  the  fenfe,  nor  mars  fuch  licentious 
meafure. 

Excellent 
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Excellent  courtiers  all,  and  all  as  neat 
As  a  magnifico's  poft  new  painted,  at 
His  entrance  to  an  office !   Thou  fhalt  have 
None  of  'em.     Laugh  at  'em;  do  !   I  lay, 
Thou  fhalt  have  none  of  'em. 

Bian.  Still  your  command  to  me  (hall  {hmd  a  law. 

rloft.  Now  they  throng  like  ib  many  horle-courk-rs 
At  a  fair,  in  clufters  'bout  the  man" of  art, 
For  love-powders,  ingredients,  potions,  counfels, 
Poftures,  compliments,  philters,  the  devil 

[Clown  cries  ivilbin* 
And  the — How  now  ?   tumults,  batteries,  noiie  ? 

For.  [witb'm.~]  Ha,  get  from  my  fight 10 ! 

Enter  Forolojco,  and  Clown  with  bis  bead  bloody. 

Clown.  'Murder  me,  do  ! 
Pound  me  to  mummy,  do !  fee  what  will  come  on't. 

For.  Dog,  leave  thy  fnarling,  or  I'll  cut  thy  tongue 

out! 

Thou  unlick'd  bear,  dar'd  thou  yet  ftand  my  fury, 
My  generous  rage'?  yet  ?  By  the  fulphureous  damps 
That  feed  the  hungry  and  inceffant  darknefs, 
Which  curls  around  the  grim  Alailor's  back, 
Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  word, 
Fll  call  an  holt  up  from  the  Stygian  lakes, 
Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontick  fens  •, 
Where,  choak'd  with  mifts  as  black  as  thy  impoftures, 
Thou  fhalt  live  (till  a-dying ! 

Clown.  Conjure  me  to 
The  devil,  an  you  can  !   I  live  in  hell 
Upon  earth  already :  An  you  had  any  mercy, 
Ton  would  not  praclife  upon  a  kind  heart  thus. 

Hoft.  You  have  drawn  blood  from  him  j 
JSignor,  is  his  offence  unpardonable  ? 

F&r.  A  lump  of  ignorance,  (pray  fpeak  not  for  him) 
A  drowfy  groffnefs !    In  all  Chriilian  kino-doms, 

20  Hat  get  from  my  fight.  J    This  has  been  made  the  conclusion  of 
&oji'$  ijpcech,  which  evulemly  belongs  to  Fuubofio  as  he  enters. 

rd. 

1'hc 
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The  mention  of  my  art,  my  name,  my  pradice, 
Merit,  and  glory,  hath  begot  at  once 
Delight  and  wonder. — I'll  not  be  entreated ; 
Spare  interceffion  for  him  ! — Oh,  thou  fcorn 
Of  learning,  fname  of  duty,  muft  thy  (loth 
Draw  my  j uft  fame  in  queftion  ?  I  difcharge  thee 
From  my  fervice  ;  fee  me  no  more  henceforth  ! 

Clown.  Difcharge  me  ? 
Is  that  my  year's  wages  ?  I  will  not  be  fo  anfwer'd, 

For.  Not,  camel  ?  firrah,  I  am  liberal  to  thee 
Thou  haft  thy  life ;  be  s;one  ! 

Clown.  Vengeance,  fweet  vengeance  ! 

For.  D'ye  mumble? 

,     Clown.  I'll  be  reveng'd,  monftroufly,  fuddenly,  and 
Infatiably  :  My  bulk  begins  to  fwell. 

For.  Homotolentcn,  pragmatophoros^  helioftycorax  ! 

Clow*.  Call  up  your  fpirits  !   I  defy  'em  !    Well, 
I'll  have  law  for  my  broken  pate,  (twelve  ounces 
Of  pure  blood,  Troy-weight)  in  defpite  of  thee 
My  mafter,  and  thy  mafter  the  grand  devil 
Himfelf:   VindiRa,  vindifta!  [Exit. 

Hoft.  Signer,  you  are  exceeding  mov'd. 

Hoftefs.  Mercy  upon  us,  what  terrible  words  thou 
talk'ft ! 

For.  A  (lave,  a  cur  ! — But  be  not  you  affrighted, 
Young  virgin  !   'twere  an  injury  to  fweetnefs, 
Should  any  rougher  found  draw  from  your  cheeks 
The  precious  tincture21,  which  makes  Nature  prou4 
Of  her  own  workmanfhip. 

Hoft.  Wife,  mark ;  mark  that,  wife ! 

Elan.  Shake  then  your  anger  off,  Sir. 

For.  You  command  it, 
Fa'ir  one.     Mine  Hoft  and  Hoftefs,  with  your  leaves, 

*'   Should  any  rojgh  found  draw  from  your  cheeks 

The  preciout  tinfiure,  &c  }  Mr.  Sympfon  concurs  with  me  irj 
reading,  any  lougiser  found.  Tis  neccfiury  tQ  the  verfe,  and  every 
man  of  the  iealt  tafte  knows  how  much  more  elegant  the  comparative 
degree  renders  the  expreffion.  The  complimen,t  here  is  fo  extremely 
beautiful,  that  1  could  have  wifhed  it  had  been  put  in  the  mouth  of  a 
Cefario  or  Mentivole.  Seivard. 

\  have 
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I  have  a  motion  jointly  to  you  all. 

Hoftefs.   An  honed  one,  I  hope. 

Hoji.  Well  put  in,  wife  ! 

For.  A  very  necefiary  one  :  The  mefs 
And  half  of  fuitors,  that  attend  to  ufher 
Their  love's  Sir-reverence  to  your  daughter,  wait 
With  one  confent,  which  can  bed  pleafe  her  eye 
In  offering  at  a  dance  :  I  have  provided 
Mufic  ;  and  'twill  befomething,  I  darepromife, 
Worthy  your  laughter.    Shall  they  have  admittance  ? 

Hoft.  By  any  means  ;  for  I'm  perfuaded  rhe  manner 
Will  be  fo  ridiculous,  that.it  will  confirm 
The  affurance  of  their  miferable  fooleries  :  But 
No  longer  trouble  with  'em  here,  than  they 
Are  in  thefe  may-games  ! 

For.  So  I  am  relblv'd. 

Hoftefs.  Nor  any  wife  word  of  fenfelefs  love  ! 

For.  Not  any  ;   I  have  charm'd  them.     Did  you  fee 
How  they  prepar'd  themfelves,  how  they  flroke  up 
Their  foretops,  how  they  juftle  for  the  looking-glafs, 
To  let  their  faces  by  it,  (fee,  they  muiler  !) 
You  would  look  for  fome  moft  impoffible  antic. 

Enter  Taylor,  Dancer,  Muletteer^  Schoolmafter,  Clerk™  ', 
Coxcomb-,  all  with  federal  papers,  and  prefent  tbem 
to  Forobofco. 

Hoft.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo  !  here  flutter  the  neft  of  hornets, 
The  hotch-potch  of  rafcality  :  Now,  now,  now,  now! 
"The  dunghill  of  corruption  hath  yawn'd  forth 
The  burden  of  abomination.     I  am 
Vex'd,  vexed  to  the  foul  j  will  rid  my  houfe 
Of  this  unchriiten'd  fry,  and  never  open 


r^  Clerk.']  I  have  added  ihtCoxcomb  to  the  number, 
Mr.  Symplon  having  juilly  obferv'd  that  the  mefs  and  a  half  of 
Jailors  were  evidently  fix,  and  as  the  Coxcomb  is  one  of  them  in  the 
next  fcene  in  which  they  appear,  and  is  the  fecond  in  Forobcfco's 
lift,  he  ought  evidently  to  'have  a  place  here.  The  reader  will  fee 
how  much  more  humorous  my  HoiVs  next  fpeech  is  when  printed  in 
its  true  Older,  as  ve:fe,  than  it  was  when  the  metre  was  dilregatdevj. 

Stward. 

"My 
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My  doors  again. 

For.  Some  other  time;  I'll  give  no  anfwer  now, 
But  have  preferr'd  your  fuits ;  here  fhew  your  cunning* 
Firft,  every  one  in  order  do  his  honour 
To  the  fair  mark  you  fhoot  at ;  courtly,  courtly, 
Convey  your  feveral  loves  in  lively  meafure  : 
Come,  let  us  take  our  feats.     Some  fprightly  mufic  ! 

Ho/}.  Dance  all  and  part;  'tis  a  very  neceffary  farewell. 

T'hsy  all  make  ridiculous  congees,  to  Biancha,  rank  them- 
f elves  and  dance  in  fever  a  I •pojlures ;  during  the  dance y 
enter  Cefario^  andfiands  off. 

Hoft.  Well  done,  my  lufty  bloods,  precioufly  well 

done ! 
One  lufty  roufe  of  wine,  and  take  leave  on  all  fides ! 

Cef.  Thanks  for  your  revels,  gentlemen  !  accept 
This  gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc'd. 

Hoft.  My  noble  lord  Cefario?  Clear  the  rooms,  Sirs! 

For.  Away;  attend  your  anfwers.[.Extf».F0r.  andfuitors. 

Cef.   With  your  favour, 
Rolando,  I  would  change  a  word  or  two 
With  your  fair  daughter. 

Hoft.  At  your  loidfhip's  pleafure. 
Come,  wife,  no  muttering !  Have  a  care,  girl !  My  love, 
Service,  and  duty  to  your  good  lordmip  ! 

[Exeunt  Hoft  and  Hoftefs. 

Cef.  My  often  vifits,  fweet  Biancha,  cannot 
But  constantly  inform  thy  judgment  wherein 
Thy  happinefs  confifts  :  For  to  Heal  minutes 
From  great  employments,  to  converfe  with  beauty, 
Lo'idg'd  in  fo  mean  a  fortune  ;  to  lay  by 
Confideration  of  the  unequal  diftance 
Between  my  blood  and  thine;  to  Ihun  occafions 
Of  courtfhip  with  the  ladies  of  the  time, 
Noble  and  fair,  only  for  love  to  thee  ; 
Muft  of  neceility  invite  a  tendernefs, 
As  low  as  Nature  could  have  ftamp'd  a  bondwoman's, 
To  entertain  quick  motions  of  rare  gratitude 
For  my  uncommon  favours. 

Elan. 
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Elan.  'Deed,  my  lord, 
As  far  as  my  iimplicity  can  lead  me, 
I  freely  thank  your  courtefies. 

Cef.  To  thank  them 
Is  to  reward  them,  pretty  one. 

Bian.  Then  teach  me 

How  I  may  give  them  back  again :  In  truth 
I  never  yet  receiv'd  a  pair  of  gloves, 
A  trifling  ring,  from  any  that  expected 
An  equal  fatisfacliion,  but  as  "willingly 
I  parted  with  the  gift  unto  the  owner, 
As  he  beftow'd  it. 

Cef.  But  I  pour  before  thee 
Such  plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  ability 
Of  thy  whole  kindred  to  return  proportionable 
One  for  a  thoufand. 

Bian.  You,  my  lord,  conclude 
For  my  inftruclion  :  To  engage  a  debt 
Beyond  a  pofiibility  of  payment, 
I  ever  thought  a  fin  ;  and  therefore  juftly, 
Without  conceit  of  fcorn,  or  curious  rudenefs, 
I  mufr  refufe  your  bounty. 

Cef.  Canft  thou  love  ? 

Bian.  Love  ?  is  t!:cre  fuch  a  word  in  any  language 
That  carries  honei't  fenfe  ? 

Cef.  Never  dwelt  Ignorance 
In  fo  fweet-fhap'd  a  building  ! — Love,  Biancha, 
Is  that  firm  knot  which  ties  two  hearts  in  one  : 
Shall  ours  be  tied  fo  ? 

Bian.  Ufe  a  plainer  word, 
My  lord ;  inftead  of  ties,  fay  marries  hearts  5 
Then  I  may  imderftand. 

Cef.  Their  hearts  are  married, 
Whofe  interchange  of  pleafures  and  embraces,. 
Soft  kifies,  and  the  privacies  of  fweets, 
fceeps  conftant  league  together ;  when  temptation 
Of  great  mens'  oaths  and  gifts  Ihall  urge  contempt, 
Rather  than  batter  refolution  :  Novelty 
Of  fights,'  or  taite  of  new  delights  in  wantonnefs, 

Breeds 
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Breeds  furfeit  more  than  appetite  in  any 

ReferV'd  to  noble  vows  :  My  excellent  maid, 

Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  contents, 

Mine  only,  that  no  partner  may  partake 

The  treafure  of  thofe  Tweets  thy  youth  yet  glories  in, 

And  I  will  raife  thy  lownefs  to  abundance 

Of  all  varieties ;  and  more  triumph 

In  fuch  a  miftrefs,  than  great  princes  doting 

Cn  truth- betraying  wives. 

Elan,  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  cottage  of  my  virtue,  to  be  fwallow'd 
By  fome  hard-neighbouring  landlord,  fuch  as  you  arc, 
Is  in  effect  to  love  ?  A  lord  fo  vicious  ? 
Oh,  where  lhall  Innocence  find  fome  poor  dwelling, 
Free  from  Temptation's  tyranny  ? 

Cef.  Nay,  prithee ! 

Elan.  Gay  cloaths,  high  feeding,  eafy  beds  of  luft, 
Change  of  unfeemly  fights,  with  bafe  difcourfe, 
Draw  curfes  on  your  palaces  :  For  my  part, 
This  I  will  be  confirm'd  in ;  I  will  eat 
The  bread  of  Labour,  know  no  other  reft 
Than  what  is  earn'd/rom  honeft  pains,  ere  once  more 
Lend  ear  to  your  vile  toils i} !  Sir,  'would  you  were 
As  noble  in  defires,  as  I  could  be. 
In  knowing  Virtue  !  Pray  do  not  afflict 
A  poor  foul  thus. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Cef.  I  fwear— — To  me  ?  \Elanchafteals  off. 

Cent.  The  Duke,  my  lord,  commands  your  fptedjr 

prefence, 

For  anfwering  aggrievances  late  urg'd 
Againft  you  by  your  mother. 
Cef.  By  my  mother  ? 
Gent.  The  court  is  near  on  fitting. 
Cef.  I  wait  on  it,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

*'  To  your  <uiie  toils.]  Mr.  Symplon  would  read  tales  for  toils, 
which  I  cannot  aflent  to  ;  for  fmall  inconllitencies  in  metaphor  are 
too  common,  with  all  nervous  writers  to  be  fuppofed  corruptions  of 
the  prcf*.  StwirJ. 

Duke, 
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Duke,  Magiftrates,  Secretary,  and  Baptifta,  difcovered 
fitting^  Mentivole  ftanding  by,  with  attendants. 

Duke.  What  wafte  of  blood,  what  tumults,  what 

divifions, 

What  outrages,  what  uproars  in  a  ftate, 
Factions,  tho'  iffuing  from  mean  fprings  at  firft, 
Have  (not  reflrain'd)  flow'd  to,  the  fad  example 
At  Rome,  between  the  Urfms  and  Colonnas, 
Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Florence,  'twixt  the  Neri 
And  the  Bianchi,  can  too  mainly  witnefs. 
I  fit  not  at  the  helm,  my  lords,  of  fovereignty, 
Deputed  pilot  for  the  commonwealth, 
To  deep  while  others  fleer,  as  their  wild  fancies 
Shall  counfel,  by  the  compafs  of  diforders. 
Baptifta,  this  fhort  preface  is  directed 
Chiefly  to  you  :  The  petty  brawls  and  quarrels 
Late  urg'd  betwixt  th'  Alberti  and  your  family, 
Muft  (yes,  and  fhall)  like  tender  unknit  joints, 
Faften  again  together  of  themfelves  ; 
Or,  like  an  angry  furgeon,  we  will  ufe 
The  roughnefs  of  our  juftice,  to  cut  off 
The  flubborn  rancour  of  the  limbs  offending  ! 

Bapt.  Mofl  gracious  Florence 

Duke.  Our  command  was  fignified, 
That  neither  of  the  followers  of  each  party 
Should  appear  here  with  weapons. 

Bapt.  'Tis  obey'd,  Sir, 
On  my  fide. 

Duke.  We  mufl  leave  the  general  caufe 
Of  ftate  employments,  to  give  ear  to  brawls 
Of  fome  particular  grudges  ;  politic  government 
For  tutor'd  princes  !  But  no  more  !  henceforth 

Enter  Mariana  and  ClariJJa  at  one  doer,  Cefario  at 
the  other. 

Our  frown  fhall  checkprefumption,  not  our  clemency. 

Mar.  All  bleffings  due  unto  impartial  princes 
-Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  happinefs  ! 

CeJ  If  double  prayers  can  double  bleffings,  great  Sir, 

Mine 
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Mine  join  for  your  profperity  with  my  mother's. 

Duke.  Rife  both !  Now  briefly,  lady,  without  cir- 

cumftance, 

Deliver  thofe  aggrievances,  which  lately 
Your  importunity  poffefs'd  our  counfel 
Were  fit  for  audience,  wherein  you  petition'd 
You  might  be  heard  without  an  advocate, 
Which  boon  you  find  is. granted. 

Mar.  Tho'  divided 

I  (land  between  the  laws  of  Truth  and  Modefty  u, 
Yet  let  my  griefs  iiave  vent !  yet  the  clearnefs 
Of  ftrange  necefiity  requires  obedience 
To  Nature  and  your  mercy!  In  my  weeds 
Of  mourning,  emblems  of  too-dear  misfortunes, 
Badges  of  griefs,  and  widowhood,  the  burden 
Of  my  charg'd  foul  mult  be  laid  down  before  you  j 
Wherein,  if  ftri6t  opinion  cancel  fhame, 
My  frailty  is  my  plea.     Stand  forth,  young  man, 
And  hear  a  ftory  that  will  ftrike  all  reafon 
Into  amazement ! 

Cef.  I  attend. 

Mar.  Alberto, 

(Peace  dwell  upon  his  allies  !  Mill  the  hufband 
Of  my  remembrance  and  unchanging  vows) 
Has,  by  his  death,  left  to  his  heirpolTefiion 
Of  fair  revenue,  which  this  young  man  claims 
As  his  inheritance.     I  urg'd  him  gently, 
Friendly,  and  privately,  to  grant  a  partage 
Of  this  eftate  to  her  who  owns  it  all, 
This  his  fuppofed  fitter. 

Bapt.  How  !  fuppofed  ? 

Cef.  Pray,  madam,  recollect  yourfelf. 

Mar.  The  relifh 

Of  a  ftrange  truth  begins  to  work  like  phyfic 
Already  :  I  have  bitternefs  to  mingle 

*4-  Mar.  Though  divided,  &C.]  Mariana's  difowning  Cefario  for  her 
fon,  and  the  Dukis  injunction  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Caufin  in 
his  Holy  Court,  and  is  tranfcribed  by  Wanley  in  hisHiftory  of  Mr.n, 
fol.  book  iii.  chap.  26.  Se<warJ. 

VOL.  IX.  B  b  With 
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"With  thefe  preparatives,  fo  deadly  loathfome 

It  will  quite  choak  digeftion  ;  fhortly  hear  it : 

Cefario,  (for  I  dare  not  rob  unjuftly 

The  poor  foul  of  his  name)  this,  this  Cefario,. 

Neither  for  father  had  Albertor  me 

For  mother,  nor  Clariffa  for  his  fifter. 

Clar.  Mother,  oh,  mother  I 

Ment.  I  am  in  a  dream  fure  \ 

Duke.  No  interruptions !  Lady,  on. 

Mar.  Miftake  not, 

Great  Duke  of  Tufcany,  or  the  beginning 
Or  procefs  of  this  novelty  :  My  hufband, 
The  now  deceas'd  Alberto,  from  his  youth 
Inur'd  to  an  impatiency  and  roughnefs 
Of  difpofition,  when  not  many  months 
After  our  marriage  were  worn  out,  repin'd 
At  the  unfruitful  barrennefs  of  youth, 
Which,  as  he  pleas'd  to  term  it,  cut  our  hopes  off 
From  blefiing  of  fome  ifTue  :  To  prevent  it, 
I  grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  honour 
Than  to  preferve  his  love  j  and  as  occafions 
Still  call'd  him  from  me,  fludied  in  his  abfencc 
How  I  might  frame  his  welcome  home  with  comfort. 
At  laft  I  feign'd  myfelf  with-child  ;  the  meffage 
Of  freedom,  or  relief,  to  one  half  ftarv'd 
In  prifon,  is  not  utter'd  with  fuch  greedinefs 
Of  expectation  and  delight,  as  this  was  to 
My  much- affected  lord  :  His  care,  his  goodnefs, 
(Pardon  me,  that  I  ufe  the  word)  exceeded 
All  former  fears.     The  hour  of  my  deliverance, 
As  I  pretended,  drawing  near,  I  fafhion'd 
My  birth-rites*5  at  a  country  garden  houfe, 
Where  then  my  falconer's  wife  was  brought  a-bed 
Of  this  Cefario  :  Him  I  own'd  for  mine, 
Presented  him  unto  a  joyful  father . 

Duke.  Can  you  prove  this  true  ? 

Mar.  Proofs  I  have  moft  evident. 
But  oh,  the  curfe  of  my  impatience  !  fhortly, 

*S  My  &r/£-rights.]  The  fpelling  rc&ified  by  Seward. 

Ere 
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Ere  three  new  moons  had  fpent  their  borrow'd  lights, 
I  grew  with-child  indeed  ;  fo  juft  is  Heav'n  ! 
The  iflue  of  which  burden  was  this  daughter. 
Judge  now,  moft  gracious  prince,  my  lords,  and  you, 
What  combats  then,  and  fince,  I  have  endur'd, 
Between  a  mother's  piety,  and  weakntfs 
Of  a  foul-trembling  wife  !  To  have  reveal'd 
This  fecret  to  Alberto,  had  been  danger 
Of  ruin  to  my  fame,  befides  the  conflict 
Of  his  diffractions ;  now  to  have  fupprefs'd  itj 
Were  to  defeat  my  child,  my  only  child, 
Of  her  moft  lawful  honours,  and  inheritance* 
Cefario,  thou'rt  a  man  flill ;  education 
Hath  moulded  thee  a  gentleman  -,  continue  fo  ! 
Let  not  this  fall  from  greatnefs  fink  thee  lower 
Than  worthy  thoughts  may  warrant !  yet  difclaim 
All  intereft  in  Alberto's  blood  •,  thou  haft  riot 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Duke.  Produce  your  witnefs  ! 

Mar.  The  falconer's  wife  his  mother, 
And  fuch  women  as  waited  then  upon  mCj 
Sworn  to  the  privacy  of  this  great  fecret. 

Duke.  Give  them  all  their  oaths. 

Cef,  Oh,  let'mc  crave  forbearance,  gracious  Sir! 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing ! 

Duke.  Speak,  Cefario. 

Cef.  Thus  long 

I  have  ftood  filent,  and  with  no  unwillingnefs 
Attended  the  relation  of  my  fall 
From  a  fair  expectation  :  What  I  fear'd 
(Since  the  firft  fyllable  this  lady  utter'd 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  Fates 
Have  eas'd  me  of  :%For  to  be  bafely  born, 
If  not  bafe-born,  detracts  not  from  the  bounty 
Of  Nature's  freedom,  or  an  honeft  birth, 
Nobility  claimed  by  the  right  of  blood 
Shews  chiefly,  that  our  anceftors  deferv'd  * 
What  we  inherit ;  but  that  man  whofe  actions 

*6  Thai  aur  ant  e  (I  or  t  defir'd.]  Amended  in  1750. 

B  b  a  Purchaf* 
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Purchafe  a  real  merit  to  himfelf, 

And  ranks  him  in  the  file  of  Praife  and  Honour, 

Creates  his  own  advancement :  Let  me  want 

The  fuel  which  beft  feeds  the  fires  of  greatnefs, 

Lordly  pofTerTions  !  yet  fhall  Hill  my  gratitude, 

By  fome  attempts,  of  mention  not  unworthy, 

Endeavour  to  return  a  fit  acquittance 

To  that  large  debt  t  owe  your  favours,  madam, 

And  great  Alberto's  memory  and  goodnefs. 

Oh,  that  I  could  as  gently  fhake  off  paffion 

For  th'  lofs  .of  that  great  brave  man  ~73   as  I   can 

fhake  off 

Remembrance  of  what  once  I  was  reputed  ! 
I  have  not  much  to  fay ;   this  princely  prefencc 
Needs  not  too  ftriftly  to  examine  further 
The  truth  of  this  acknowledgment :  A  mother 
Dares  never  difavow  her  only  fon  ; 
And  any  woman  muft  come  fhort  of  piety, 
That  can  or  difinherit  her  own  iffue, 
Or  fears  the  voice  of  Rumour  for  a  ftranger. 
Madam,  you  have  confefs'd  my  father  was 
A  fervant  to  your  lord  and  you  :  By  intereft 
Of  being  his  fon,  I  cannot  but  claim  juftly 
The  honour  of  continuing  ftill  my  fervice 
To  you  and  yours ;  which  granted,  I  beg  leave 
I  may  for  this  time  be  difmifs'd. 

Duke.  Bold  fpirit ! 

Bapt.  I  love  thee  now  with  pity. 

Duke.  Go  not  yet ! — 

A  fudden  tempefl  that  might  fhake  a  rock, 
Yet  he  Hands  firm  againft  it ;  much  it  moves  me  I— 
He  not  Alberto's  fon,  and  Ihe  a  widow  ? 
And  fhe  a  widow  ?  Lords,  your  ear  ! 

Omnes.  Your  pleafure  ?  \Wbifyer. 

Duke.  So,  lady ;  what  you  have  avouch'd  is  truth  ? 

Mar.  Truth  only,  gracious  Sir. 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  fentence  : 

*7    i    »  of  what  greut  brave 

-.    ••  .     of  that  once  I ]  Corrcfted  by  Seward. 

Since 
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Since  from  his  cradle  you  have  fed  and  fofter'd 
Cefario  as  your  fon,  and  train'd  him  up 
To  hopes  of  greatnefs,  which  now  in  a  moment 
You  utterly  again  have  ruin'd,  this  way 
We  with  our  counfel  are  refolv'd  j  you  being 
A  widow,  fhall  accept  him  for  a  hufband. 

Mar.  Hufband  to  me,  Sir? 

Duke.  'Tis  in  us  to  raife  him  • 
To  honours ;  and  his  virtues  will  deferve  'em. 

Mar.  But,  Sir,  'tis  in  no  prince,  nor  his  prerogative, 
To  force  a  woman's  choice  againft  her  heart. 

Duke.  True;  if  then  you  appeal  to  higher  juftice, 
Our  doom  includes  this  claufe  upon  refufal; 
Out  of  your  lord's  revenues  ihall  Cefario 
AfTure  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  wife3 
Th'  inheritance  of  three  parts  j  the  lefs  remainder 
Is  dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a  daughter; 
And  we,  by  our  prerogative,  which  you  queftion, 
Will  publicly  adopt  him  into  th'  name 
Of  your  deceas'd  Alberto,  that  the  memory 
Of  fo  approv'd  a  peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preferve  his  memory  :  'Lefs  you  find  ou{ 
Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  fatisfi 
His  wrong,  our  fentence  ftands  irrevocable. 
What  think  you,  lords  ? 

Omnes.  The  Duke  is  juft  and  honourable. 

Bapt.  Let  me  embrace  Cefario !  henceforth  ever 
I  vow  a  constant  friendlhip. 

Ment.  I  remit 
All  former  difference. 

Cef.  I  am  too  poor 

In  words  to  thank  this  juftice. — Madam,  always 
My  ftudies  fliall  be  love  to  you,  and  duty. 

Duke.  Replies  we  admit  none.  Cefario,  wait  on  us! 

[Exeunt. 

Manent  Mentivole,  Baptfftay  Mariana,  and  Clari/a, 

Baft.  Mentivole ! 
Ment.  My  lord. 

B  b 


390     THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN. 

Bapt.  Look  on  Clariffa  j 
She's  noble,  rich,  young,  fair. 
Ment.  My  lord,  and  virtuous, 
Bapt.  Mentivole,  and  virtuous. — Madam  ! 
Mar.  Tyranny 

Of  jufticej  I-fhall  live  Report's  derifion, 
That  am  compell'd  t'  exchange  a  graceful  widowhood 
For  a  continual  martyrdom  in  marriage, 
With  one  fo  much  beneath  me. 

Bapt.  I'll  plead  for  ye 

Boldly  and  conftantly,  let  your  daughter  only 
Admit  my  fon  her  fervant :   At  next  vifit, 
Madam,  I'll  be  a  meiTenger  of  comfort ! 
Mentivole,  be  confident  and  earneit !  [£>//, 

Mar.  Married  again  ?  to  him  too  ?  better  it  had  been 
The  young  man  fhould  have  ftill  retain'd  the  honours 
Of  old  Alberto's  fon,  than  I  the  fhame 
Of  making  him  fuccefibr  of  his  bed ; 
I  was  to  blame. 

Ment.  Indeed,  without  offence, 
Madam,  I  think  you  were. 
•Clar.  You  urge  it  fairly, 
And  V.te  a  worthy  friend. 

Mar.  Can  you  fay  any  thing 
In  commendation  of  a  mufhroomj  wither'd 
As  foon  as  ftarted  up  ? 

Ment.  You  fcorn  an  innocent 
Of  noble  growth ;  for  whiles  your  hufband  liv'd 
I've  heard  you  boaft,  Cefario  in  all  actions 
Gave  matter  of  report,  of  imitation, 
Wonder,  and  envy ;  let  not  difcontimiance 
Of  fbme  few  days  eilrange  a  fweet  opinion 
Of  virtue,  chiefly  when  in  fuch  extremity  ! 
Your  pity,  not  contempt,  will  argue  goodnefs, 
Mar.  Qhi  Sir  ! 

Qar.  Jf  you  would  ufe  a  thriving  courtfliip^ 
You  cannot  utter  a  more  powerful  language, 
That  I  ihall  liflen  to  with  greater  greedinefs, 
Than  r.h'  argiament  you  profecutc :  This  fpeaks  you 
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A  man  complete  ^nd  excellent. 

Ment.  I  Ipeak  not; 
They  are  his  own  defcrts. 

Mar.  Good  Sir,  forbear! 
I  am  now  fully  fenfible  of  running 
Into  a  violent  lethargy,  whofe  deadlinefs 
Locks  up  ail  reafon :  I  fhall  never  henceforth 
Remember  my  pad  happinefs  ! 

Ment.  Thefe  clouds 
May  be  difpers'd. 

Mar.  I  fear  continual  night 

Will  overfhroud  me!  Yet,  poor  youth,  his  trcfpafs 
Lies  in  his  fortune,  not  the  cruelty 
Of  the  Duke's  fentence. 

Clar.  I  dare  think  it  does, 

Mar.  If  all  fail,  I  will  learn  then  to  conquer 
Adverfity  with  fufferance. 

Ment.  You  refolve  nobly.  \_Eteunt. 


IV. 

Enter  Cefario  and  a  Servant. 
Cef.  T     E  T  any  friend  have  entrance. 
JL/     Serv.  Sir,  a'  fliall. 

Cef.  Any  j  I  except  none. 

Serv.  We  know  your  mind,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Cef.  Pleafures  admit  no  bounds.  I'mpitch'd  fohigh, 
To  fuch  a  growth  of  full  profperities, 
That  to  conceal  my  fortunes  were  an  injury 
To  gratefulnefs,  and  thofe  more  liberal  favours 
By  whom  my  glories  profper.     He  that  flows 
In  gracious  and  fwoln  tides  of  bleft  abundance*8, 
Yet  will  be  ignorant  of  his  own  fortunes, 
Deferves  to  live  contemn'd,  and  die  forgotten  : 

28  Tides  of  belt  abundan(e.~\  Former  tuitions.     Mr.  Sympfon  con 
curred  with  me  in  the  correction.  SewarJ. 

B  b  4  The 
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The  harveft  of  my  hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen'd  and  gather'd ;  I  can  fatten  youth 
With  choice  of  plenty,  and  fupplies  of  comforts; 
My  fate  fprings  in  my  own  hand,  and  I'll  ufe  it. 

Enter  two  Servants  and  Biancha. 

i  Serv.  'Tis  my  place. 

i  Serv.  Yours  ?  Here,  fair  one  -,  I'll  acquaint 
My  lord. 

I  Serv.  He's  here  j  go  to  him  boldly. 

iServ.  Pleafe  you 
To  let  him  underftand  how  readily 
I  waited  on  your  errand  ! 

i  Serv.  Saucy  fellow  ! 
You  muft  excufe  his  breeding. 

Cef.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Biancha?  my  Biancha? — To  your  offices! — \_Exe.Serv, 
This  vifit,  fweet,  from  thee,  my  pretty  dear, 
By  how  much  more  'twas  unexpected,  comes 
So  much  the  more  timely :  Witnefs  this  free  welcome, 
Whate'er  occafion  led  thee  ! 

Bian.  You  may  guefs,  Sir  j 
Yet  indeed  'tis  a  rare  one. 

Cef.  Prithee  fpeak  it, 
My  honeft  virtuous  maid. 

Bian.  Sir,  I  have  heard 
Of  your  misfortunes ;  and  I  cannot  tell  you 
Whether  I  have  more  caufe  of  joy  or  fadnefs, 
To  know  they  are  a  truth. 

Cef.  What  truth,  Biancha  ? 
Misfortunes  ?  how  ?  wherein  ? 

Bian.  You  are  difclaim'd 

For  being  the  lord  Alberto's  fon,  and  publicly 
Acknowledg'd  of  as  mean  a  birth  as  mine  is  : 
It  cannot  chufe  but  grieve  you. 

Cef.  Grieve  me  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Is  this  all  ? 

Bian.  This  all  ? 

Cef.  Thou  art  ferry,  for't, 

I  warrant 
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I  warrant  thee  :  Alas,  good  foul,  Biancha ! 

That  which  thou  call'ft  misfortune  is  my  happinefs ; 

My  happinefs,  Biancha  ! 

Bian.  If  you  love  me, 
It  may  prove  mine  too. 

Cef.  May  it  ?  I  will  love  thee, 
My  good,  good  maid,  if  that  can  make  thee  happy, 
Better  and  better  love  thee. 

Bian.  Without  breach  then 
Of  modefty,  I  come  to  claim  the  interefl 
Your  proteftations,  both  by  vows  and  letters, 
Have  made  me  owner  of:  From  the  firft  hour 
I  faw  you,  I  confefs  I  wilh'd  I  had  been 
Or  not  fo  much  below  your  rank  and  greatnefs, 
Or  not  fo  much  above  thofe  humble  flames 
That  fhould  have  warm'd  my  bofom  with  a  temperate 
Equality  of  defires  in  equal  fortunes. 
Still  as  you  utter'd  language  of  affection, 
I  courted  Time  to  pafs  more  flowly  on, 
That  I  might  turn  more  fool  to  lend  attention 
To  what  I  durft  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for ; 
Yet  flill  as  more  I  heard,  I  wilh'd  to  hear  more. 

Cef.  Didft  thou  in  troth,  wench  ? 

Bian.  Willingly  betray'd 
Myfelf  to  hopelefs  bondage. 

Cef.  A  good  girl ! 
J  thought  I  fhould  not  mifs,  whatever  thy  anfwer  was, 

Bian.  But  as  I  am  a  maid,  Sir,  (and  i'faith 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I  am  a  maid) 
So  dearly  I  refpected  both  your  fame 
And  quality,  that  I  would  firft  have  perilh'd 
In  my  fick  thoughts,  than  e'er  have  given  confent 
To  have  undone  your  fortunes,  by  inviting 
A  marriage  with  fo  mean  a  one  as  I  am : 
I  (hould  have  died  fure,  and  no  creature  known 
The  ficknefs  that  had  kill'd  me. 

Cef.  Pretty  heart ! 
Good  foul,  alas,  alas! 
.  Bian.  Now  fmce  I  know 

There 
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There  is  no  difference  'twixt  your  birch  and  mine, 
Not  much  'twixt  our  eftates,  (if  any  be> 
The  advantage  is  on  my  fide)  I  come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  firft-fruits  of  my  heart, 
And  am  content  t'  accept  you  for  my  hufband, 
Now  when  you  are  at  lowefl. 

CeJ.  For  a  hufband  ? 
Speak  fadly  *9  j  doft  thoti  mean  fo  ? 

Bian.  In  good  deed,  Sir, 
"Tis  pure  love  makes  this  proffer. 

CeJ.  I  believe  thee. 

What  counfel  urg'd  thee  on  ?  tell  me ;  thy  father  ? 
My  worfhipful  fmug  Hoft  ?  Was't  not  he,  wench  ? 
Or  mother  Hoftefs  ?  ha  ? 

Elan.  D'  you  mock  my  parentage  ? 
I  do  not  fcorn  yours  :  Mean  folks  are  as  worthy 
To  be  well  fpoken  of,  if  they  deferve  well, 
As  fome  whofe  only  fame  lies  in  their  blood. 
Oh,  you're  a  proud  poor  man !  all  your  oaths  falfhood, 
Your  vows  deceit,  your  letters  forg'd  and  wicked  \ 

Cef,  Thoud'ft  be  my  wife,  I  dare  fwear. 

Bian.  Had  your  heart, 

Your  hand  and  tongue  been  twins,  you  had  reputed 
This  courtefy  a  benefit. 

CeJ.  Simplicity, 

How  prettily  thou  mov'ft  me  !  Why,  Biancha, 
Report  has  cozen'd  thee  ;  I  am  not  fallen 
From  my  expected  honours  or  pofTefTions, 
Tho'  from  the  hope  of  birth-right, 

Bian.  Are  you  not  ? 

Then  I  am  loft  again  !  I  have  a  fuit  too  \ 
You'll  grant  it,  if  you  be  a  good  man. 

CeJ.  Any  thing. 

Bian,  Pray  do  not  talk  of  aught  what  I  have  faid  t'ye. 

Cef.  As  I  wifli  health,  I  will  not ! 

*9  Speak  ladly  ;]  i.  c.  Serioufly.  So  i:i  Mucn  Acio  about  Nothing, 
?£t  ii.  fcene  iii.  f  This  can  be  no  trick  :  The  conference  was  Jadly 
*  borne.'  Again,  in  Promos  and  O;fi'mdra,  1578,  quoted  by  Mr. 
&eevens,  *  Tfie  king  feigneth  to  izlk/aa'Sj  with  lame  of  hiscounfel.' 

R. 

Bian. 
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Bian.  Pity  me ; 
But  never  love  me  more  ! 

Cef.  Nay,  now  you're  cruel : 
Why  all  thefe  tears  ? — Thou  lhalt  not  go. 

Bian.  I'll  pray  for  you, 

That  you  may  have  a  virtuous  wife,  a  fair  one  5 
,/Vnd  when  I'm  dead 

Ctf.  Fy,  fy! 

Bian.  Think  on  me  feme-times, 
With  mercy  for  this  trefpafs  ! 

Cef.  Let  us  kifs 
At  parting,  as  at  coming  ! 

Bian.  This  I  have 
As  a  free  dower  to  a  virgin's  grave, 
AH  goodnefs  dwell  with  you  !  \Extf-. 

Cef.  Harmlefs  Biancha  ! 
Unfkiird !  whathandfome  toys  are  maids  to  play  with  J 

Enter  Mariana  and  ClariJJa, 

How  innocent ! — But  I  have  other  thoughts 
Of  nobler  meditation. — My  felicity, 
Thou  com'ft  as  I  could  wifh  :  Lend  me  a  lip 
AS  foft,  as  melting,  as  when  old  Alberto, 
After  his  firft  night's  trial,  taking  farewell 
<Of  thy  youth's  conqueft,  tafted  ! 

Mar.  You're  uncivil ! 

Cef.  I  will  be  lord  of  my  own  pleafures,  madam ; 
You're  mine,  mine  freely:  Come,  no  whimpering 

henceforth ! 

Kew  con  the  leffons  of  Love's  bed  experience, 
That  our  delights  may  meet  in  equal  meafurc 
Of  refolutions  and  defires  !  this  fullennefs 
Is  fcnrvy  ;  I  like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  modeft ; 

And  do  not  learn,  Cefario,  how  to  proftitute 
The  riot  of  thy  hopes  to  common  folly. 
Take  a  fad  woman's  word  !  howe'er  thou  dot'ft 
Upon  the  prefent  graces  of  thy  greatnefs, 
Yet  I'm  not  fallen  fo  below  my  conftancy 

TO 
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To  Virtue,  nor  the  care  which  I  once  tender'd 
For  thy  behoof,  that  I  prefer  a  fentence 
Of  cruelty  before  my  honour. 

Cef.  Honour  ? 

Mar.   Hear  me:    Thou  feeft  this  girl,  now  the 

.    .  comfort 

Of  my  laft  days  !  fhe  is  the  only  pledge 
Of  a  bed  truly  noble :  She  had  a  father 
(I  need  not  fpeak  him  more  than  thou  remember'ft) 
Whom  to  dilhonour  by  a  meaner  choice 
Were  injury  and  infamy. 

Clar.  To  goodnefs, 
To  time,  and  virtuous  mention. 

Mar.  I  have  yow'd, 

(Obferve  me  now,  Cefario  !)  that  howe'er 
I  may  be  forc'd  to  marry,  yet  no  tyranny, 
Perforations,  flattery,  gifts,  entreats,  or  tortures. 
Shall  draw  me  to  a  fecond  bed. 

Clar.  'Tis  jufl  too. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  'tis  juft,  Clarifla.     I  allow 
The  Duke's  late- fentence,  am  refolv'd,  young  man, 
To  be  thy  wife ;  but  when  the  ceremony 
Of  marriage  is  perform'd,  in  life  I  will  be, 
Tho'  not  jn  name,  a  widow. 

Cef.  Pray  a  word  t'  you  ! 
Shall  I  in  earner!  never  be  your  bedfellow  ? 

Mar.  Never,  oh,  never !  and  'tis  for  your  good  too, 
...  Cef.  Prove  that. 

Mar.  Alas,  too  many  years  are  number'd 
In  my  account  to  entertain  the  benefit 
Which  youth  in  thee,  Cefario,  and  ability 
Might  hope  for  and  require  :  It  were  injuftice 
To  rob  a  gentleman  deferving  memory, 
Of  iflue  to  preferve  it. 

Cef.  -  No  more  !  Herein 
You  are  an  excellent  pattern  of  true  piety. 
Let  me  now  turn  your  advocate.     Pray  look  into 
The  order  of  the  Duke  enjoin'd ;  admit 
I  fatisfy  the  fentence,  without  marriage 

With 
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With  you  !  how  then  ? 

Mar.  Cefario ! 

Cef.  If  I  know 

How  to  acquit  your  fears,  yet  keep  th'  injunction 
In  every  claufe  whole  and  entire,  your  charity 
Will  call  me  flill  your  fervapt  ? 

Mar.  Still  my  fon. 

Cef.  Right,  madam,  now  you  have  it,  flill  your  fon : 
The  genius  of  your  bleffings  hath  inftructed 
Your  tongue  oraculoufly :  We'll  forget 
How  once  I  and  ClarifTa  interchang'd 
The  ties  of  brother  and  of  filler  -,  henceforth 
New  flile  us  man  and  wife. 

Clar.  By  what  authority  ? 

Cef.  Heav'n's  great  appointment.     Yet  in  all  my 

dotage 

On  thy  perfections,  when  I  thought,  Clarifla, 
We  had  been  pledges  of  one  womb,  no  loofe, 
No  wanton  heat  of  youth  defir'd  to  claim 
Priority  in  thy  affections,  other 
Than  Nature  might  commend  j  chaflely  I  tender'd 
Thy  welfare  as  a  brother  ought :  But  fmce 
Our  bloods  are  flrangers,  let  our  hearts  contract 
A  long  life-lafling  unity  !  for  this  way 
The  fentence  is  to  be  obferv'd,  or  no  way. 

'Mar.  Then  no  way  ! 

.Cef.  I  expected  other  anfwer, 
Madam,  from  you. 

Mar.  No  •,  every  age  fhal.l  curfe  me, 
The  monftcr  and  the  prodigy  of  Nature ! 
Horrors  beyond  extremity 

Clar.  Pray,  mother, 
Confine  the  violence  of  grief! 

Cef.  Yes,  mother, 
Pray  do ! 

Mar.  Thus  fome  catch  at  a  matron's  honour 
By  flying  Lufl,  to  plot  inceftuous  witchcrafts, 
More  terrible  than  whoredoms. ;  Cruel  mercy! 
When  to  preferve  the  body  from  a  'death 

The 
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The  foul  is  ftrangled  ! 

Cef.  This  is  more  than  pafllon  j 
It  comes  near  to  diffraction. 

Mar.  I  am  quieted. 

Cefario,  thou  mayft  tell  the  Duke  fectirely, 
Alberto's  titles,  honours,  and  revenues, 
The  Duke  may  give  away,  enjoy  them  thou  ! 
Clarifia's  birth-right,  Mariana's  dower, 
Thou  malt  be  lord  of-,  turn  us  to  the  world 
Unpitied  and  unfriended  ;  yet  my  bed 
Thou  never  fleep'ft  in.     As  for  her,  (me  hears  me) 
If  me  as  much  as  in  a  thought  confent, 
That  thou  mayft  call  her  wife,  a  mother's  curfe 
Shall  never  leave  her. 

Clar.  As  a  brother  once 

I  lov'd  you,  as  a  noble  friend  yet  honour  you ; 
But  for  a  hufband,  Sir,  1  dare  not  own  you : 
My  faith  is  giv*n  already. 

Cef.  To  a  villain  j 
I'll  cut  his  throat. 

Mar.  f  Why  this  is  more  than  paflion ; 
*  It  comes  near  a  diftraction.' 

Clar.  Call  to  mind,  Sir, 
How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  goodnefs 
Which  once  reign'd  in;  you,  which  appear'd  fo  lovely, 
That  fuch  as  friendfhip  led  to  obfervation, 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Menthols. 

Courted  the  great  example ! 

Cef.  Left,  a-nd  fiatter'd 
Into  a  broad  derifion  * 

Mar.  Why  d'ye  think  fo  ? 
My  lord  Baptifta,  is  your  fon  grown  cold 
In  hafling  on  the  marriage,  which  his  vows 
Have  feal'd  to  my  wrong'd  daughter  ? 

Bapt.  We  come,  lady, 
To  confummate  the  contract. 

Cef.  With  Mentivole  ? 
Is  he  the  man  ? 
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Ment.  Clarifia's  troth  and  mirre, 
Cefario,  are  recorded  in  a  character 
So  plain  and  certain,  that  except  the  hand 
Of  Heav'n,  which  writ  it  fi  rft,  would  blot  it  out  again, 
No  human  power  can  raze  it. 

Cef.  But  lay  you 
So  too,  young  lady  ? 

Clar.  I  fhould  elfe  betray 
My  heart  to  falmood,  and  my  tongue  to  perjury, 

Cef.  Madam,  you  know  the  fentence. 

Bapt.  From  the  Duke 
I  have  particular  comforts,  which  require 
A  private  ear. 

Mar.  I  mail  approve  it  gladly. 
We  are  refolv'd,  Cefario. 

Bapt.  Be  not  infolent 
Upon  a  prince's  favour  ! 

Clar.  Lofe  no  glory, 
Your  younger  years  have  purchas'd ! 

Ment.  And  defer v'd  too  ; 
You've  many  worthy  friends. 

Baft.  Preferve  and  ufe  them !  [Exeunt.  Manet  Cef. 

Cef.  Good,  -very  good  !  why  here's  a  compliment 
Of  mirth  in  defperation  !  I  could  curfe 
My  fate :  Oh,  with  what  fpeed  men  tumble  down 
From  hopes  that  foar  too  high !  Biancha  now 
May  fcorn  me  juflly  too  ;  Clarifla  married, 
Alberto's  widow  refolute,  Biancha 
Refus'd,  and  I  forfaken.     Let  me  ftudy  ! 
I  can  but  die  a  batchelor,  that's  the  worft  on't.  [Exit. 

Enter Hofty  Taylor,  Mulelteer,  Dancer ',  Ped'ant>  Coxcomb* 

Hoft.  Come,  gentlemen ; 
This  is  the  day  that  our  great  artift  hath 
Promis'd  to  give  all  your  feveral  fuits  fatisfaction. 

Dancer.  Is  he  ftirring  ? 

Hoft.  He  hath  been  at  his  book 
Theie  two  hours. 

Pedant.  He's  a  rare  phyfician. 

Hoft. 
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Hoft.  Why,  I'll  tell  you  \  were  Paracelfus  the  Ger 
man  now 

Living,  he  would  take  up  his  fingle  rapier 
Againft  his  terrible  long  iword :  He  makes  it 
A  matter  o'  nothing  to. cure  the  gout;   fore  eyes 
He  takes  out  as  familiarly,  wafhes  them, 
And  puts  them  in  again,  as  you'd  blanch  almonds. 

Taylor.  They  fay  he  can  make  gold. 

Hoft.  Ay,  ay,  he  learnt  it 

Of  Kelly  in  Germany ;o.     There's  not  a  chemift 
In  Chriftendom  can  go  beyond  him 
For  multiplying. 

Pedant.  Take  heed  then  he  get  not 
Up  your  daughter's  belly,  my  Hoft ! 

Hoft.  You  are 

A  merry  gentleman,  and  the  man  of  art 
Will  love  you  the  better. 

Dancer.  Does  he  Ipve  mirth  and  crotchets  ? 

Hoft.  Oh,  he's  the  rnoft  courteous  phyfician  !  you 
May  drink  or  drab  in's  company  freely  ;  the  better 
He  knows  how  your  difeafe  grows,  the  better  he 
Knows  how  to  cure  it. 

Dancer.  But  I  wonder,  my  Hoft, 
He  has  no  more  refort  of  ladies  to  him. 

Hoft.  Why,  Sir? 

Dancer.  Oh,  divers  of  'em  have  great  belief 
In  conjurors  :  Lechery  is  a  great  help 
To  th'  quality. 

Hoft.  He's  fcarce  known  to  be 
In  town  yet !  ere  long  we  fhall  have  'em  come 

30  Kelly.]  Ed-ward  Kelly,  otherwife  Talbot,  an  intimate  friend  of 
the  famous  Dr.  John  Dee,  and  concerned  with  him  in  his  chemical 
proceffes  and  experiments.  It  is  faid  they  were  in  pofleffion  of  the 
elixir,  and  actually  made  projection  upon  feveral  metals,  and  con 
verted  them  into-  gold.  His  Hiftory  may  be  met  with  in  Wood's 
Athens  Oxon.  vol.  i.  p.  279,  and  in  Weaver's  Funeral  Monuments, 
p.  45,  where  are  fome  incredible  ftories  about  him.  He  is  mentioned 
by  Ben  Jonfon,  in  the  Alchemiir.,  act  iv.  fc.  i. 

<   _  A  man  the  emp'ror 

'  Has  courted  above  Kelly  ;  fent  his  medals 
*  And  chains  t'  invite  him.'  R. 

Hurrying 
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tiurrying  hither  in  feather-beds.. 

Dancer.  How  !   bedridden  ? 

Ploft.  No,  Sir  ;  in  feather  beds  that  move  upori 
Four  wheels,  in  Spahifll  caroches. 

Pedant.  Pray  acquaint  him 
We  give  attendance. 

Hqft.  I  Ihall,  gentlemen,  —  - 
I'd  fain  be  rid  o'  thcfe  raicals^  but  that  they 
Raife  profit  to  my  wine-cellar.     When  I  have 
Made  ufe  of  them  fufficiently,  I'll  entreat 
The  conjuror  to  tie  crackers  to  their  tails, 
And  fend  them  packing. 


Enter  Forobofco  as  in 

For.  Come  hither,  mine  Hoft  ! 
Look  here. 

Hoft.  What's  that  ? 

For.  A  challenge  from  my  man; 

Hoft.  For  breaking's  pate? 

For.  He  writes  here$  if  I  meet  him  not  i'th'  field 
Within  this  half-hour,  I  ilia!!  hear  more  from  him. 

Hoft.  Oh,  Sir,  mind  your  pro!"  t; 
Ne'er  think  of  the  rafcal  :  Here  are  the  gentlemen; 

For.  'Morrow,  my  worthy  clients  ! 
What,  are  you  all  prepared  of  your  queftions, 
That  I  may  give  my  refolution  upon  them  ? 

Omnes.   We  are,  Sir; 

Pedant.  And  have  brought  our  money; 

For.  Each  then 
In  order  !  and  differ  not  for  precedency. 

Dancer.  I'm  buying  of  an  office^  Sirj  and  to  thai 

purpofe 
I  would  fain  learn  to  diflemble  cunningly. 

For.  Do  you  come  to  me  for  that  ?  you  mould  rather 

have  gone 
To  a  cunning  womam 

Dancer.  Ay,  Sir,  but  their  inftructiorts 
Are  but  like  women  ;  pretty  well,  but  not 
To  th'  depth  j  as  I  would  have  it  :  You're  a  conjuror, 
The  devil's  matter^  and  I  would  learn  it  from 

VOL.  IX.  G  e  Tod 
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You  fo  exaftly - 

For.  That  the  devil  himfelf 
Might  not  go  beyond  you  ? 

Dancer.  You  are  i'th'  right,  Sir. 

For.  And  fo  your  money  for  your  purchafe  might 
Come  in  again  within  a  twelvemonth  ? 

Dancer.  I 
Would  be  a  graduate,  Sir,  no  frem-man, 

For.  Here's  my  hand,  Sir  : 
I'll  make  you  diffemble  fo  methodically, 
As  if  the  devil  mould  be  fent  from  the 
Great  Turk,  i'th'  fhape  of  an  ambaflador, 
To  fet  all  the  Chriflian  princes  at  variance. 

Dancer.  I. can't  with  any  modefty  dcfire  any  more. 
There's  your  money,  Sir ! 

For.  For  thfc  art  of  diflembling. 

Coxc.  My  fuit,  Sir,  will  be  news  to  you  when  I  tell  it. 

For.  Pray,  on ! 

Coxc.  I  would  fet  up  a  prefs  here  in  Italy, 
To  write  all  the  coranto's  for  Chriftendom. 

For.  That's  news  indeed ; 
And  how  would  you  employ  me  in  it  ? 

Coxc.  Marry,  Sir,  from  you  1  would  ga*in  my  intel 
ligence. 

For.  I  conceive  you  :  You  would  have  me 
Furnifh  you  with  a  fpirit  to  inform  you. 

Coxc.  But  as  quiet  a  devil  as  the  woman 
The  firft  day  and  a  half  after  fhe's  married ; 
I  can  by  no  means  endure  a  terrible  one. 

For.  No,  no,  I'll  qualify  him ;  he  fha'n't  fright  you : 
Jt  (hall  be  the  ghoft  of  fome  lying  ilationer,  a  fpirit 
Shall  look  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in's  mouth  i 
A  new  Mercurius  Gallo-Belgicus JI  / 

Coxc.  Oh,  there  was  a  captain  was  rare  at  it. 

31  Mercurius  Gallo  Belgicus.]  This  was  one  of  the  firft  news 
papers  which  appeared  in  England.  It  is  frequently  mentioned  by 
contemporary  writers  ;  among  others,  by  Thomas  May,  in  act  i.  fc.  i. 
of  his  comedy  of  the  Heir,  1633  : 

«  _ 'Tis  believ'd, 

'  And  told  for  news,  with  as  much  confidence 

'  As  if  'twere  writ  in  Gallo  Belgicut.''  P.  . 

for. 
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For.  Ne'er  think  of  him. 
Tho'  that  captain  writ  a  full  hand-gallop,  and 
Wafted  indeed  more  harmlefs  paper  than 
Ever  did  laxative  phyfic,  yet  will  I 
Make  you  t'  out-fcribble  him  •,  and  fet  down  what 
You  pleafe,  the  world  fhall  better  believe  you. 

Coxc.  Worthy  Sir,  I  thank  you  ;  there  is  money  ! 

For.  A  new  office  for  writing  pragmatical  coranto's* 

Pedant.  I  am  a  fchoolmafter,  Sir,  and  would  fain 
Confer  with  you  about  creeling  four 
New  feds  of  religion  at  Amfterdam J1. 

For.  What  the  devil  fhould  new  feels  of  religion 
Do  there  ? 

Pedant.  I  afTure  you  I'd  get  a  great  deal 
Of  money  by  it. 

For.  And  what  are  the  four 
Newfects  o'  religion  you  would  plant  there  ? 

Pedant.  Why,  that's  it  I  come  about,  Sir ;  'tis  a  devil 
Of  your  railing  muft  invent  "'cm  j  I  confefs 
I  am  too  weak  to  compafs  it. 

For.  So,  Sir! 

Then  you  make  it  a  matter  of  no  difficulty 
To  have  them  tolerated  ? 

Pedant.  Trouble  not 

Yourfelf  for  that  ;  let  but  your  devil  fet  them 
Afoot  once,  I  have  weavers,  and  gingerbread-makersj 
And  mighty  aquavitas-men,  fhall  fet  them 
A-going. 

For.  This  is  fomewhat  difficult ; 
And  will  afk  fome  conference  with  the  devil* 

Pedant.  Take 

Your  own  leifure,  Sir.     I  have  another  bufmefs  too> 
Becaufe  I  mean  to  leave  Italy,  and  bury  rnyielf  in 
Thofe  nether  parts  the  Low-Countries  "* 

?i  Amsterdam.}  At  the  time  our  Authors  wrote,  dmfterdzm  a{v 
pears  to  have  been  the  place  of  refuge  for  feftitries  of  all  denomi 
nations.  See  Ben  Jonfon's  Alchemilh  R.  • 

35  Thofe  nether  parts  of  the  Low- Countries."]  Forrner  editions* 
The  Poets  meant  to  call  the  LO-TM -Countries  the  nether  pnrts  of  thrf 
world.  ScnvarJ. 

C  c  a  For. 
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For.  What's  that,  Sir  ? 

Pedant.  Marry,  I  would  fain  make  nine  days  to  tb* 

week, 
For  the  more  ample  benefit  of  the  captain. 

For.  You  have  a  fhrewd  pate,  Sir  ! 

Pedant.  But  how  this  might 
Be  compafs'd 

For.  Compafs'd  eafily  ;  it  is  but  making 
A  new  almanack,  and  dividing  the  compais 
Of  the  year  into  larger  penny-worths, 
As  a  chandler  with  his  compafs  makes 
A  geometric  proportion  of  the  Holland  cheefe 
He  retails  by  ftivers.     But  for  getting  of  it  licens'd  ? 

Pedant.  Trouble  not  yourielf  with  that,  Sir  j  there's 
your  money. 

For.  For  four  new  feft&of  religions, 
And  nine  days  to  the  week. 

Pedant.  To  be  brought  m 
At  general  pay-days,  write,  I  befeech  you. 

For.  At  general  pay-days. 

Baylor.  I  am  by  profeflion 
A  taylor ;  you  have  heard  of  me. 

For.  Yes,  Sir, 

And  will  not  fteal  from  you  the  leaft  part  of 
That  commendation  I've  heard  utter 'd. 

Taylor.  I 

Take  meafure  of  your  worth,  Sir ;  and  becaufe 
I  will  not  afflict  you  with  any  large  bill 
Of  circumftances,  I'll  fnip  off  particulars  : 
I'd  fain  invent  fome  flrange  and  exquifite 
New  fafhions. 

For.  Are  you  not  travell'd,  Sir  ? 

Taylor.  Yes,  Sir, 

But  have  obferv'd  all  we  can  fee,  or  invent, 
Are  but  old  ones  with  new  names  to  'em ;  now1 
I  would  fome  way  or  other  grow  more  curious. 

For.  Let  me  fee ;  todevifenewfaihions! — Were  you 
Ne'er  in  the  moon  ? 

Taylor.  In  the  Moon-tavern  ?  Yes3  Sir, 
Often. 

For. 
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For.  No,  I  do  mean  in  the  new  world, 
In  th'  world  that's  in  the  moon  yonder. 

'Taylor.  How  ! 
A  new  world  i'th'  moon  ? 
For.  Yes,  I  allure  you. 
Taylor.   And  peopled? 
For.  Oh,  moft  fantaftically  peopled. 
Taylor.  Nay,  certain  then  there's  work  for  taylors  ? 
For.  That 
There  is,   I  afliire  you. 

Taylor.  Yet  I  have  talked 
With  a  Scotch  taylor  that  never  difcover'd 
So  much  to  me,  tho'  he  has  travell'd  far, 
And  was  a  pedlar  m  Poland. 

For.  That 

Was  out  of  his  way;  this  lies  beyond  China. 
You'd  fhidy  new  fafhions,  you  fay  ?  Take 
My  counfel,  make  a  voyage,  -and 
Difcover  that  new  world. 

Taylor.  Shall  I  be  a  moon-man  ? 
For.  I'm  of  opinion,  the  people  of  that  world, 
If  they  be  like  the  nature  of  that  climate 
They  live  in,  do  vary  the  fafliion  of  their  cloaths 
Oft'ner  than  any  cjuick-filvcr'd  nation 
In  Europe. 

Taylor.  Not  unlikely;  but  what  fhould  that  be 
We  call  the  man  i'  th'  moon  then  ? 

For.  Why,  it  is 

Nothing  but  an  Englifhman  that  ftands  there 
Stark-naked,  with  a  pair  of  fheers  in  one  hand, 
And  a  great  bundle  of  broad-cloth  in  t'other, 
(Which  refembles  the  bulh  of  thorns)  cutting  out  of 
New  fafhions  5+. 


?*  An  Enil'ijbman  that  Jlandetb  there  ftark  naked,  with,  &C.J 
Andrew  Borck,  a  phyfician,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  publifhed 
a  book  inticled,  '  The  Introduction  of  Knowledge,  the  whiche  doth 

*  reache  a  Mm  to  Speake  Part  of  all  Maner  of  Language?,  and  to 
4  know  the  Ufage  and  FaQiion  of  all  Maner  of  Countries.  Dedycated 

*  to  the  Right  Honourable  and  Gracious  Lady  Mary,  Daughter  of 

*  King  Henry  tue  EygQt.'  B.  L.  printed  by  VV.  Coplandc.  No  date. 


Befor« 
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Taylor.  1  have  heard  fomewhat  like 
This ;  but  how  fhail  I  get  thither  ? 

For.  I  will 
Make  a  new  compafs  fhall  direct  you. 

Taylor.  Certain  ? 

For.  Count  me  elfe  for  no  man  of  direction. 

Taylor.  There's  twenty  ducats  in  hand;  at  my  return 
I'll  give  you  a  hundred. 

For.  A  new  voyage  to  difcover 
New  faihions. 

Mulet.  I've  been  a  traveller  too,  Sir ; 
That  have  fliew'd  llrange  beafts  in  Chriftendom, 
And  got  money  by  them ;  but  I  find  the  trade  to  decay ; 
Your  came!ic3n,    or  Haft-Indian  hedgehog, 
Gets  very  little  money  ;  and  your  elephant 
Devours  fo  much  bread,  brings  in  fo  little  profit, 
His  keeper  were  better  every  morning 
Cram  fifteen  taylors  with  white  manchet : 
I  would  have  fome  new  fpectacle,  and  one 
That  might  be  more  attractive. 

For.  Let  me  lee  ! 
Were  you  ever  in  Spain  ? 
Mulet.  Not  yet,  Sir. 
For.  I  would  have  you 

Go  to  Madrid;  and  againft  fome  great  feflival, 
When  the  court  lieth  there,  provide  a  great 
And  fpacious  Englifh  ox,  and  roail  him  whole, 
Wi'  a  pudding  in's  belly  ;  that  would  be  the  eighth 
Wonder  of  the  world  in  thofe  parts,  I  affure  you. 
Mulet.  A  rare  project  without  quefrion  ! 
Fcr.  Go  beyond  all  their  garlick  olla  podridas, 

Before  the  firii  chapter,  in  which  he  has  characterized  an  Englifhman, 
is  a  wooden  print  of  a  naked  ITMII,  with  a  piece  of  cloth  hanging  on 
his  right  arm,  and  a  pair  c;f  (beers  in  his  left-hard:    Under  the  print 
ii  an  u,fcripcion  in  verfe,  of  which  the  following  are  thefirll  four  lines: 
'   I  am  an  Ergiilhrmn,  and  naked  I  iland  hne, 
•   Mufyng  in  my  ruytide  what  raiment  I  ihnil  were  j 
'  For  now  I  were  ihys,  and  now  I  will  were  that, 
'  Afid  now  I  will  were  I  cannot  tell  what,  &c.' 
This  is  evidently  the  print  alluded  to  by  ouf  Author.  7?. 

TfiQ' 
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Tho' yon  fod  one  in  Garguantua's  cauldron"! 
Bring  in  more  money  than  all  the  monfters  of  Africk! . 
Hoft.  Good  Sir,  do  your  beft  for  him  j  he's  o'  my 
acquaintance, 

And  one  if  you  knew  him 

For.  What  is  he  ? 
Heft.  He  was  bnce 
A  man  of  infinite  letters. 
For.  A  fcholar  ? 
Hoft.  No,  Sir, 

A  packet-carrier,  which  is  always  a  man 
Oi  many  letters,  you  know ;  then  he  was 
A  mule-driver;  now  he's  a  gentleman, 
And  feeds  monfters. 

For.  A  moft  ungrateful  calling  ! 

Mulet,  There's  money  for  your  direction !  The 

price  of  the  ox,  Sir  ? 

For.  A  hundred  French  crowns,  for  it  muft  be 
A  Lincolnfhire  ox,  and  a  prime  one.     For 
A  rare  and  monftrous  fpectacle,  to  be  feen 
At  Madrid. 

Enter  Clow-n^  Hoftefs,  and  Biancha. 

Hoftefs.  Pray  forbear,  Sir !   We  {hall  have  a  new 
quarrel. 

Clown.  You  durft  not 
Meet  me  in  the  field  !  I  am  therefore  come 
To  fpoil  your  market. 

For.  What's  the  news  with  you,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither  to  be 
Moft  abominably  cheated,  liften,  and  be  as  wife 
As  your  planet  will  fuffer  you  :  Keep  your  money,' 
Be  not  gull'd,  be  not  laugh'd  at ! 

Pedant.  What  means  this  ? 
'Would  I  had  my  money  again  in  my  pocket ! 

Hoft.  The  fellow's  full  of  malice;  do  not  mind  him, 

Clown.  This   profefs'd,  cheating  rogue   was    my 
mafter,  and  I  confefs  myfelf 

3*  In  Garguantua'i  cauldron.']  See  Rabelais. 

Cc  Amorc 
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A  more  preternotorious  rogue  than  himfelf, 
In  fo  long  keeping  his  villainous  counfel. 

For.  Come,  come,  I'll  not  hear  you. 

Clown.  No,  coz'ner,  thou'ft  not  hear  me  ;  I  do  but 
Dare  thee  to  furler  me  to  fpeak,  and  then  thou 
And  all  thy  devils  fpit  fire,  and  fpout  aquafortis  ! 

For.  Speak  on  -,  I  freely  permit  thee. 

Clown.  Why  then, 

Knew,  all  you  fimple  animals,  you  whofe  purfes 
Are  ready  to  cafl  the  calf,  if  they  have  not 
C  aft  it  already,  if  you,  give  any  credit 
To  this  jug.gllng  rafcal,  you  are  worfe 
Than  fimple  widgeons,  and  \v.    r-e  drawn  into 
The  net  by  this  decoy-duck,  this  tame  cheater. 

Per.  Ha,  h-2,  ha!   Pray  mark  him  ! 

r,-'!'  K.  He  docs  profefs  phync,  and  conjuring  j 

:.his  ;-:  yfiCj  he  has  but  two  medicines 
For  all  manner  of  difeafes  -,  when  he  was 
In  the  Lew  Countries,  he  us'd  npthing 
But  biurer'd  beer,  colour'd  with  allegant, 
For  all  kind  of  maladies,  and  that  he  call'd 
His  C'acholic  med'cine  :  Sure  the  Dutch  fmelt  out 
'Twas  bntter'd  beer  i6,  elfe  they  v/ould  never  have 
Endur'd  it  for  the  name's  fake  !  Then  does  he  minifies 
A  grated  dog's  turd  'Mead  of  rhubarb,  many  times 
Of  unicorn's  horn,  which  working  fr.ror.gly  with 
The  conceit  of   the  patient,    would    make   thenti 

befcu-mmer 
To  th'  height  of  a  mighty  purgation. 

Per.  The  rogue  has  ftudied  this  inveflive. 

Clo-ivx.  Now 
his  conjuring,  the  witches  of  Lapland  are 


fmcli  out 


'  Tivas  butter'  d  Le»r  ]  Mr.  Ss  mpfon  feems  to  have  rnifcken 
the  d/ollciy  of  this  p:  fi'a^o.  i^e  fays,  that  the  re*  Ton  given  requiies 
ys  to  read  -  Jnett  t.f.t  r,»t.  Lot  ti-.e  ;rue  intent  of  Uic  p^.fiage  ict'ms 
plainly  this.  M  he  Dutch  would  rK.vtr  liave  endur'd  a  nieriicinpc  il'rd 
Carhi'Hc^,  for  the  «ntip;iihy  they  bore  to  the  moil  Caibdick  Kirg,  as 
yell  as  the  religion  falfly  fo  c.iil'u,  had  not  they  by  forne  inlui;A 
Illicit  out  the  buttered  veer  which  they  are  fo  fund  of.  Si"wa^t/ 

the. 
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The  devil's  chairwomen  to  him,  for  they 
Will  fell  a  man  a  wind  to  fome  purpofe  ;  he 
§ells  wind,  and  tells  you  forty  lies  over 
And  over. 

Ho.fiefs.  I  thought  what  we  fhould  find  of  him. 

Ho/}.  Hold  your  prating;   be  not  you  an  heretick! 

Clown.  Conjure  ?  I'll  tell  you  ;  all  th'  devils'  names 

he  calls  upon  are 

Put  fuftian  names,  gather'd  out  of  Welch  heraldry; 
Jn  brief,  he  is  a  rogue  of  fix  reprieves, 
Four  pardons  o'  courfe,  thrice  pilloried,,  twice  fung 


To  th'  virginals  of  a  cart's  tail,  h'  has  five  times 

Been  in  the  gallics,  and  will  never  truly 

Run  hirnfeif  out  of  breath,  'till  he  comes  to  th'  gallows. 

For.  You  have  heard,  worthy  gentlemen,  what  this 
Lying,  detracting  rafcal  has  vomited. 

Taylor.  Yes,  certain  ;  but  we've  a  better  truft  in  you  j 
For  you  have  ta'en  our  money, 

For.  I  have  fo. 

Truth  is,  he  was  my  fervant,  and  for  fome  chaftifement 
I  gave  him,  he  does  praftife  thus  upon  me. 
Speak  truly,  firrah,  are  you  certain  I  can't  conjure? 

Clown.  ^  Conjure  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

•For.  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  fure  of  it. 

Clown.Sure  of  it?  why,!'!!  make  a  bargain  with  thee, 
Before  all  thefe  gentlemen,  ufe  all  thy  art 
AH  thy  roguery,  and  make  me  do  any  thing 
Before  all  this  company  I've  not  a  mind  to, 
I'll  firft  give  thee  leave  to  claim  me  for  thy  bond-flave, 
And  when  thou  haft  done  hang  me  ! 

For.  'Tis  a  match  ; 
Sirrah,  I'll  make  you  caper  i'th'  air  prefently, 

Clown.  I  have  too  folid  a  body;  and  my  belief 
Is  like  a  Puritan's  cm  Good-Friday,  too  high-fed 
With  capon. 

Fcr.  I  will  firft  fend  thee  to  Greenland 
for  a  haunch  of  yenifon,  juft  of  the  th.ickncfs 

f  thine  own  tallow. 
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Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha!   I'll  not  ftir  an  inch  for  thee  ! 

For.  Thence  to  Amboyna  i'th'  Eail-Indies,   for 

pepper 
To  bake  it. 

Clown.  To  Amboyna  ?  fb  I  might 
Be  pepper 'd 17. 

For.  Then  will  I  convey  thee  ftark 
Naked  to  Dev'ling  to  beg  a  pair  of  brogs, 
To  hide  thy  mountainous  buttocks. 

Clown.  And  no  doublet 
To  'em  ? 

For.  No,  Sir ;  I  intend  to  fend  you  of 
A  fleevelefs  errand  ^  But  before  you  vanifh, 
In  regard  you  fay  I  cannot  conjure,  and  are 
So  ftupid  and  opinionated  a  Have, 
That  neither  I  nor  my  art  can  compel  you  to 
Do  any  thing  that  is  beyond  your  own  pleafure, 
The  gentlemen -fhall  have  fome  fport :  You  cannot; 
Endure  a  cat,  firrah38! 

Clown.  What's  that  to  thee, 
Juggler  ? 

For.  Nor  you'll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty  ? 

Clown.  I'll  be  hang'd  firft. 

For.  Sit,  gentlemen  j 
And  whatfoever  you  fee,  be'not  frighted. 

Hoftejs.  Alas,  I  can  endure  no  conjuring; 

Hoft.  Stir  not,  wife  ! 

Bian.  Pray  let  me  go,  Sir ; 
I'm  not  fit,  for  thefe  fooleries. 
,  Hc/l.  Move  not,  daughter ! 

'7  TV  Amboyna  ?  fo  I  might  be  pepper '//.]  Alluding  to  ti'.e  maflacre  of 
the  Englifh  in  the  fettlement  of  Amboyna  in  the  Ea(t  Indies,  in  the  yeas 
1622,  by  the  Dutch.  See  '  A  True  Relation  of  the  unjuft,  cruel,  and 

*  barbarous  Proceedings  agairit  the  Englifh  at  Atr.boyna  in  the  Hait- 

*  Indks,  by  the  Netherlandifh  Governor  there  i'  410.    Mr.  Drydea 
has  written  a  play  upon  this  event.  R. 

?8   • cannot 

Endure  a  cat,  ferraJy?~\  One  would  think  from  the  fequel  that 
eat  here  fhould  huve  been_//-c^  :  I  have  known  feveiai  chant1  t-b  as  great 
as  this.  ~&eivanl. 

i  *  For. 
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For.  I  will  make  you  dance  a  new  dance  call'd 

leap-frog. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
For.  And  as  naked  as  a  frog. 
Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  defy  thee  ! 
\For.  looks  in  a  book,  ftrikes  with  his  wand, 


Enter  four  boys  Jhaped  like  frogs,  and  dance. 

Pedant.  Spirits  of  the  water  in  the  likenefs  of  frogs  ! 
Baylor.  He  has  fifh'd  fair,  believe  me. 
Mulet.  See,  fee  !  he  fweats  and  trembles. 
For.  Are  you  come  to  your  quavers. 
Cloivn.  Oh,  ho,  ho  ! 

For.  I'll  make  you  run  divifion  on  thofe  O's, 
Ere  I  leave  you  39  !  Look  you,  here  are  the  play-fellows 
That  are  fo  endear'd  to  you  :  Come,  Sir  ;  firft  uncafe, 
And  then  dance  ;  nay,  I'll  make  him  dance  ftark  naked. 
Hoft.  Oh,  let  him  have  his  fhirt  on,  and  his  mogul's 
Breeches  ;  here  are  women  i'th'  houfe. 
For.  Well,  for  their  fakes  he  {hall. 

[Clown  tears  off  his  doublet,  making  ftrange  faces 
as  if  compelled  to  it,  falls  into  the  dance. 
Baylor.  He  dances  !  what  a  lying  rogue  was  this 
To  fay  the  gentleman  could  not  conjure  ! 

For.  He  does 

Prettily  well  ;  but  it  is  voluntary,  I  allure  you,  c 
I've  no  hand  in't. 

Clown.  As  you  are  a  conjurer, 
And  a  rare  artift,  free  me  from  thefe  couplets  ! 
Of  all  creatures  I  cannot  endure  a  frog. 

For.  But  your  dancing's  voluntary  -,  I  can  compel  you 
To  nothing'. 

'9  Til  make  you  run  divifion  on  that  or  eer  1  leave  you.]  The  neg- 
Jedl  of  meafure  here  has  made  the  Editors  drop  a  monofyhable  equally 
necefiary  to  the  fenfe.  What  is  —  run  di-vifion  on  that  or  ier  —  It  is 
an  anfwer  to  the  Clown's  roar,  Ob,  bo,  bo,  one  of  which  fliould  be 
inferred,  which  juit  completes  the  verfe. 

r  II  make  you  run  di*vifion  on  that  oh, 

Or  ier  I  leave  you.  -  SeivarJ. 

Firft  folio  exhibits,  that  o's  ere  I  leave  you  i  we  have  therefore 
altered  that  to  tbofe. 

'Kofi  eft, 
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Hoftefs.  Oh,  me,  daughter,  let's  take  heed  of 
This  fellow !  he'll  make  us  dance  naked,  an  we  vex 
him.  [Exeunt  Hoftefs  and  Eian. 

For.  Now  cut  capers,  firrah ;  I'll  plague  that  chine 
of  yours. 

Clown.  Ho,  ho,  ho !  my  kidnies  are  roafted  ! 
I  drop  away  like  a  pound  of  butter  roafted ! 

'Taylor.  He'll  dance  himfelf  to  death. 

For.  No  matter  -, 

I'll  fell  his  fat  to  the  apothecaries, 
And  repair  my  injury  that  way. 

Hqft.  Enough  in  confcience  ! 

For.  Well,  at  your  entreaty — Vanifh  !  And  now  I'll 
only  [Exeunt  boys. 

Make  him  break  his  neck  in  doing  a  fomerfault, 
And  that's  all  the  revenge  I  mean  to  take  of  him. 

Clcmn.  Oh,  gentlemen, 

What  a  rogue  was  I  to  belie  fo  an  approv'd  mafler 
In  th"  noble  dark  fcience  !  You  can  witnefs, 
This  I  did  only  to  fpoil  his  practice,  and 
Deprive  you  of  the  happinefs  of  enjoying 
His  worthy  labours :  Rogue  that  I  was  to  do  it ! 
Pray,  Sir,  forgive  me ! 

For.  With  what  face  canil  thou 
Afk  it  ? 

Clown.  With  fuch  a  face  as  I  deferve, 
With  a  hanging  look,  as  all  -here  can  teftify. 

For.  Well,  gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive 
The  goodnefs  of  my  temper,  I  will  entertain 
This  rogue  again,  in  hope  of  amendment ; 
For  ihould  I  turn  him  off,  he  would  be  hang'd. 

Clown.  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  copy. 

For.  Only  with  thfs  promife ; 
YOU  fliall  ne'er  cozen  any  of  my  patients. 

Clown.  Never. 

For.  And  remember  henceforward, 
That  tho'  I  cannot  conjure,  I  can  make  you 
Dance,  firrah.     Go,  get  yourfdf  into 


The  cottage  again. 


Enter 
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Enter  Cefario. 

Clown.  I  will  ne'er  more  dance  leap-frog. — Now 
I  have  got  you  into  credit,  hold  it  up, 
And  cozen  them  in  abundance. 

For.  Oh,  rare  rafcal !  [Exit  Clown. 

Cef.  How   now  ?   a  Frankford  mart  here  J9  ?   a 

mountebank 
And  his  worfhipfnl  auditory  ? 

Hoft.  They  are  my  guefts,  Sir. 

Cef.  A  pox  upon  them !  fhew  your  juggling  tricks  ia 
Some  other  room. 

Hoft.  And  why  not  here,  Sir  ? 

Cef.  Hence, 

Or,  firrah,  I  fhall  fpoil  your  figure-flinging, 
And  all  their  radical  queflions ! 

Omnes.  Sir,  we  vanifh.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Hoft  and  Cefario. 

Hoft.  Signor  Cefario,  you  make  bold  with' me, 
And  fomewhat  I  muft  tell  you  to  a  degree  of 
Ill-manners  :  They're  my  guefts,  and  men  I  live  by, 
And  I  would  know  by  what  authority  you 
Command  thus  far. 

Cef.  By  my  intereft  in 
Your  daughter. 

Hoft.  Intereft,  do  you  call't  ?  As  I  remember, 
I  never  put  her  out  to  ufury 
On  that  condition. 

Cef.  Pray  thee  be  not  angry; 

Enter  EiancToa  and  Hoftefs. 

I'm  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy^ 
She's  here :  Alas,  my  pretty  foul !  I'm  come 

39  A  Frankford  martj\  /U  Frankford,  in  Germany,  two  famom 
marts  or  fairs  were  held  every  year,  which  ufed  to  be  reforted  to  by 
trading  people  and  others,  from  every  part  of  Europe :  One  was 
kept  in  the  month  of  March,  the  other  in  September,  and  they  each 
continued  fourteen  days.  It  happened  that  the  famous  Thomas  Coriat 
was  thereat  the  autumnal  fair,  in  1608,  and  he  has  very  particu 
larly  defcribed  it  in  his  Crudities,  p.  561.  /?. 

To 
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To  give  aiTurance  that's  beyond  thy  hope, 
Or  thy  belief;  I  bring  repentance  'bout  me, 
And  fatisfaftion  :  I  will  marry  thee. 

Stan.  Ha! 

Cef.  As  I  live,  I  will ;  but  do  not  entertain't 
With  too  quick  an  apprehenfion  of  joy, 
For  that  may  hurt  thee  j  I  have  heard  fome  die  oft. 

Blan.  Don't  fear  me. 

Cef.  Then  thou  think'ft  I  feign 
This  proteftation  ?  I  v/ill  inflantly 
Before  thefe  teftify  my  new  alliance, 
Contract  myfelf  unto  thee ;  then  I  hope 
We  may  be  more  private. 

Hoft.  But  thou  fhalt  not,  Sir ; 
For  fo  has  many  a  maidenhead  been  loft, 
And  many  a  baftard  gotten. 
•    Cef.  Then  to  give  you 
The  beft  of  any  affurance  in  the  world, 
Entreat  thy  father  to  go  fetch  a  prieft, 
We  will  inflantly  to  bed,  and  there  be  married, 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yet  forfaken  you  I  fee, 
Tho1  profperity  has. 

Hoft.  Sir,  you're  too  confident 
To  fafhion  to  yourfelf  a  dream  of  purchafe, 
When  you're  a  beggar. 

Cef.  You  are  bold  .with  me  ! 

Hoftejs.  Do  we  not  know  your  value  is  cried  down 
Fourfcore  i'  th'  hundred  ? 

Elan.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  love  you 
With  fuch  a  fix'd  heart,  that  in  that  minute 
Wherein  you  flighted,  or  contemn'd  me  rather, 
I  took  a  vow  to  obey  your  lafl  decree, 
And  never  more  look  up  at  any  hope 
Should  bring  me  comfort  that  way ;  and  tho'  fince 
Your  fofter-mother,  and  the  fair  ClarifTa 
Have  in  the  way  of  marriage  defpis'd  you, 
That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  revenge, 
But  compaflion  rather.     I  have  found  fo  much 
Sorrow  in  the  way  to  a  chafte  wedlock, 

That 
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That  here  I  will  fit  down  and  never  wifh 

To  come  to  th'  journey's  end  :  Your  fuit  to  me 

Henceforth  be  ever  filenc'd ! 

Cef.  My  Biancha ! 

H0/?g/jr.Henceforward  pray  forbear  her  and  my  houlc! 
She's  a  poor  virtuous  wench  -y  yet  her  eftatc 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a  gold  balance. 

Ho/}.  Yes,  and  her  birth  in  any  herald's  office 
In  Chriftendom. 

Hoflefs.  It  may  prove  fo  j  when  you'll  fay, 
You've  leap'd  a  whiting.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Cefario.    Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Cef.  How  far  am  I 
Grown  behind-hand  with  fortune  ! 

Bapt.  Here's  Cefario  ! 
My  fon,  Sir,  is  tomorrow  to  be  married 
Unto  the  fair  Clarifla. 

Cef.  So! 

Ment.  We  hope 
You'll  be  a  gueft  there. 

Cef.  No ;  I  will  not  grace 
Your  triumph  fo  much. 

Bapt.  I'll  not  tax  your  breeding, 
But  it  alters  not  your  birth,  Sir ;  fare  you  well ! 

Ment.  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  grieve  him  j 
He  has  too  much  affliction  already.  \Exewt. 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Cef.  Every  way  fcorn'd  and  loft !  Shame  follow  you ! 
For  I  am  grown  moil  miferable. 

Sailor.  Sir,  do  you  know 
A  lady's  fon  in  town  here  they  call  Cefario  ? 

Cef.  There's  none  fuch,  I  aflure  thee. 

Sailor.  I  was  told 
You  were  the  man. 

Cef.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Sailor.  A  pox  on't ! 
You're  melancholy ;  will  you  drink,  Sir  ? 
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Cef.  With  whom  ? 

Sailor.  With  me,  Sir;  defpife  not  this  pitch'd  canvas! 
The  time  was,  we  have  know  them  lin'd  with  Spanilh 
Ducats.  I've  news  for  you. 

Cef.  For  me  ? 

Sailor.  Not  unlefs 

You'll  drink :  We  are  like  our  Tea  provifion, 
Once  out  of  pickle,  we  require  abundance 
Of  drink.  I've  news  to  tell  you,  that  were  you  prince^ 
Would  make  you  fend  your  mandate 
To  have  a  thoufand  bonfires  made  i'  th'  city, 
And  pifs'd  out  again  with  nothing  but  Greek  wine. 

Cef.  Come,  I  will  drink  with  thee  howfoever. 

Sailor.  And  upon  thefe  terms  I  will  utter  my  mind 
to  you.  [Exeunt* 


ACT  V. 

Enter  Albert  us,  Profperoy  Juliana)  and  Sailors. 

Sailor.  O  H  ALL  we  bring  your  neceffaries  afhore> 
^  my  lord  ? 

Alb.  Do  what  you  pleafejl'm  land-fick  worfe  by  faf 
Than  e'er  I  was  at  fea. 

Prof.  Colleft  yourfelf. 

Alb.  Oh,  my  moft  worthy  Profpero,  my  beft  friend. 
The  noble  favour  I  receiv'd  from  thee, 
In  freeing  me  from  the  Turks,  I  now  account 
Worfe  than  my  death  ;  for  I  fhall  never  live 
To  make  requital. — What  do  you  attend  for  ? 

Sailor.  To  understand  your  pleafure. 

Alb.  They  do  mock  me  ! — 
I  do  proteft  I  have  no  kind  of  pleafure 
In  any  thing  i'th*  world*  but  in  thy  friendfhipj 
I  mufl  ever  except  that. 

Prof,  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him  !     \_Exe.  Sailors'* 
The  news  I  heard  related  Once  my  landing, 

Of 
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Of  the  divifion  of  my  family, 
How  is  it  pofilble  for  any  man 
To  bear't  with  a  fet  patience  ? 

Prof.  You  have  fuffer'd, 
Since  your  imprifonment,  more  weighty  forrows. 

Alb.  Ay,  then  I  was  a  man  of  flefh  and  blood  j 
Now  I'm  made  up  of  fire,  to  the  full  height 
Of  a  deadly  calenture  :  Ohj  thefe  vile  women, 
That  are  fo  ill  prefervers  of  mens'  honours, 
They  Cannot  govern  their  own  honeflies  ! 
That  I  fhonld  thirty  and  odd  winters  feed 
My  expectation  of  a  noble  heir, 
And  by  a  woman's  falfliood  find  him  now 
A  fiction)  a  mere  dream  of  what  he  was  ! 
And  yet  I  love  him  ftill. 

Prof.  In  my  opinion 

The  fentence",  on  this  trial,  from  the  Duke 
Was  noble,  to  repair  Cefario's  iofs 
With  th'  marriage  of  your  wife,  had  you  been  deadi 

All.  By  your  favour,  but  it  was  not!  I  conceive  'twas 
Difparagement  to  my  name,  to  have  my  widow 
Match  with  a  falconer's  fon  :  And  yet,  believ't, 
I  love  the  youth  ftiil,  and  much  pity  him. 
I  do  remember,  at  my  going  to  fea, 
Upon  a  -quarrel,  and  a  hurt  receiv'd 
From  young  Mentivole,  my  rage  fo  far 
O'er-topt  my  nobler  temper,  I  gave  charge 
To.  have  his  hand  cut  off  j  which  fmce  I  heard, 
And  to  my  comfort,  brave  Gefario 
Worthily  prevented. 

Prof.  And  'twas  nobly  done. 

Alb.  Yet  the  revenge  for  this  intent  of  mine 
Hath  bred  much  (laughter  in  our  families; 
And  yet  my  wife  (which  infinitely  moans  me  4I  ) 
Intends  to  marry  my  fole  heir, 


+1  (Which  infinitely  moans  me).  ]  Moans  here  is  ufed  atf  ivel}',  eaufri 
ine  to  moan,  as  grieves,  a  word  of  the  like  import,  often  is  ;  btt 
perhaps  this  is  a  fingle  inftance  of  ufing  moans  in  this  manner  ;  fcr 
which  reafon  Mr.  Symplon  propofes  to  read,  mj<ves  me.  Stivard. 

VOL*  IX.  D  d  Td 
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To  the  head  branch  of  the  other  faction. 

Prof.  It  is  the  mean  to  work  reconcilement. 

Alb.  'Tween  whom  ? 

Prof.  Yourfelf  and  the  worthy  Baptifta. 

Alb.  Never. 

Prof.  Oh,  you  have  been  of  a  noble  and  remark 
able  friendfhip  j 

And  by  this  match  'tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop'd,  will  fully  be  reconcil'd;  to  me 
'Twould  be  abfolute  content. 

Jul.  And  to  myfelf  j 
I  have  main  intereft  in  it. 

Alb.  Noble  Sir, 

You  may  command  my  heart  to  break  for  you , 
But  never  to  bend  that  way.     Poor  Cefario, 
When  thou  put'ft  on  thy  mournful  willow  garland, 
Thy  enemy  fhall  be  fuited,  I  do  vow, 
In  the  fame  livery  !  My  Cefario, 
Lov'd  as  my  fofter-  child,  tho'  not  my  fon, 
Which  in  fome  countries  formerly  not  barbarous  *% 
Was  a  name  held  moft  affectionate ;  thou  art  loft, 
Unfortunate  young  man  !  not  only  flighted 
Where  thou  receiv'dft  thy  breeding,  but  fmce  fcorn'd 
I'th'  way  of  marriage,  by  the  poor  Biancha, 
The  innkeeper's  daughter. 

Prof.  I  have  heard  of  that  too ; 
But  let  not  that  afflict  you  !  for  this  lady 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  leifure 
A  circumfcance  may  draw  a  fair  event, 
Better  than  you  can  hope  for.     For  this  prefent, 
We  mn ft  leave  you,  and  fhall  vilit  you  again 
Within  thefe  two  hours. 

4i   Whicb  in  fame  countries  formerly  were  barbarous, 

Was  a  name  held  mojl  ajfeflionate.']  Tt  would  be  a  poor  reafon 
For  Alberto's  love  of  Cefario  as  a  fofttr-ebilj,  becnufa  barbarous  na 
tions  held  adopted  children  in  the  moft  affectionate  tfteem.  Neither  it 
the  feft  true.  The  adoption  of  children  was  a  thing  extremely  ufuul 
in  ancient  Rome,  but  I  don't  at  leait  remember  any  inftance  of  it 
recorded  amongit  barbarians.  Steward. 

<i 

Enter 


Enter  Cefario. 

Alb.  Ever  to  me  moil  welcome  ! — 
Oh,  my  Cefario ! 

Cef.  I  am  none  of  yours,  Sir, 
So  'tis  protefted ;  and  I  humbly  begj 
Since  'tis  not  in  your  power  to  preferve  me 
Any  longer  in  a  noble  courfe  of  life, 
Give  me  a  worthy  death  ! 

Alb.  The  youth  is  mad. 

Cef.  Nay,  Sir,  I  will  inf^rucl:  you  in  a  way 
To  kill  me  honourably. 

Alb.  That  were  mod  ftrange. 

Cef.  I'm  turning  pirate ;  you  may  be  employ'd 
By  th'  Duke  to  fetch  me  in,  and  in  a  fea- fight 
Give  me  a  noble  grave. 

Alb.  Queftionlefs  he's  mad ! 
I  would  give  any  dodlor  a  thoufarx!  crowns 
To  free  him  from  this  forrow. 

Cef.  Here's  the  phyfician.  [Stews  a  poniard. 

Alb.  Hold,  Sir;  I  did  fay 
To  free  you  from  the  forrow,  not  from  life. 

Cef.  Why,  life  and  forrow  are  unfeparable. 

Alb.  Be  comforted,  Cefario  !  Mentivole  {hall  not 
Marry  ClarifTa. 

Cef.  No,  Sir;  ere  he  {hall, 
I'll  kill  him. 

Alb.  But  you  forfeit  your  own  life  then. 

Cef.  That's  worth  nothing. 

Alb.  Cefario,  be  thyfelf ;  be  mine,  Cefario! 
Make  not  thyfelf  uncapable  of  that  portion 
I  have  full  purpofe  to  confer  upon  thee, 
By  falling  into  madnefs ;  bear  thy  wrongs 
With  noble  Patience,  the  afflicted's  friend, 
Which  ever  in  all  actions  crowns  the  end ! 

Cef.  You've  well  awak'd  me,  nay,  recovered  me 
Both  to  fenfe  and  full  life.     Oh,  moft  noble  Sir, 
Tho'  I  have  loft  my  fortune,  and  loft  you 
For  a  worthy  father;  yet  I  will  not  lofe 

Dd  2  My 
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My  former  virtue  ;  my  integrity 

Shall  not  yet  forfake  me  :  But  as  the  wild  ivy 

Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  fome  piteous  ruirr 

Of  tower,  or  defac'd  temple,  than  it  does 

Planted  by  a  new  building,  fo  fhall  I 

Make  my  adverfity  my  inftrument 

To  wind  me  up  into  a  full  content. 

Alb.  'Tis  worthily  refolv'd  !  Our  firft  adventure's- 
To  flop  the  marriage :  For  thy  other  lofies, 
Pra<5Us'd  by  a  woman's  malice,  but  account  them 
Like  conjurers'  winds,  rais'd  to  a  fearful  blaft, 
And  do  fome  mifchief,  but  do  never  laft  I     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Forobofco  and  Clown. 

Clown.  Now,  Sir,  won't  you  acknowledge  that  I 

have 
Mightily  advanc'd  your  practice  ? 

For.  'Tis  confefs'd  j 
And  I  will  make  thee  a  great  man  for  it. 

Clown.  I  take  a  ccnirfe  to  do  that  rnyfelf,  for 
I  drink  fack  in  abundance. 

For.  Oh,  my  rare  rafcal  1 
We  muft  remove. 

Clown.  Whither  ? 

For.  Any  whither ; 

Europe's  too  little  to  be  cozen'd  by  us : 
I  am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  Fad-Indies, 
Thou  and  I  to  ride  upon  our  brace  of  elephants. 

Clown.  And  for  my  part  I  long  to  be  in  England 


You'll  ne'er  get  fo  much  as  in  England  j  we 
Have  fhifted  many  countries,  and  many  names, 
But  trace  the  world  o'er  you  fhall  never  purfe 
Up  fo  much  gold  as  when  you  were  in  England, 
And  call'd  yourfelf  doctor  Lambftones. 

For.  It  was 

An  attractive  name,  I  confefs  j  women  were  then 
My  only  admirers. 

Clown.  And  all  their  vifita 

Were 
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Were  either  to  further  their  luft,  or  revenge  injuries. 

For.  You  fliould  have  forty  in  a  morning  beleaguer 
My  clofet,  and  flrive  who  fhould  be  cozen'd  firft: 
'Mongitfourfcore  love-fick  waiting-women  that  have 

come 

To  me  in  a  morning  to  learn  what  fortune  fhould 
Betide  'em  in  their  firft  marriage,  I  have  found 
'JBcve  ninety-foui  to've  loft  their  maidenheads.    ; 

Clown.  By  their  own  confefTion  ; 
But  I  was  fain  to  be  your  male-midwife, 
And  work  it  out  of  them  by  circumftance. 

For.  Thou  waft ;  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent  refort 
Of  women,  and  thy  handling  of  their  urinals 
And  their  cafes,  thou'rt  not  given  to  lechery; 
What  fhould  be  th'  reafon  of  it?  Th'haft  wholfome 

flefli 

Enough  about  thee;  and  methinks  the  devil 
Should  tempt  thee  to  it. 

Clown.  What  need  he  do  that  ? 
When  he  makes  me  his  inftrument  to  tempt  others. 

For.  Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  utter  thy  rare  good 

parts  ? 
Thou  waft  an  excellent  bawd,  I  acknowledge. 

Clown.  Well, 

And  what  I  have  clone  that  way — I'll  fpare  to  fpeak 
Of  all  you  and  I  have  done,  Sir;  and  tho'  we  fhould — 

For*  We  will  for  England,  that's  for  certain. 

Clown.  We 
Shall  never  want  there. 

For.  Want  ?  their  Court  of  Wards 
Shall  want  money  firft ;  for  I  profefs  myfelf 
Lord  paramount  o'er  fools  and  mad  folks, 

Clown.  Do 

But  ftore  yourfelf  with  lies  enough  againft 
You  come  thither. 

For.  Why,  that  is  all 
The  familiarity  I  ever  had  with  the  devil, 
My  gift  of  lying;  they  fay  he's  the  father  of  lies; 
And  tho'  I  cannot  conjure,  yet  I  profefs 

D  d  3  Myfelf 
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Myfelf  to  be  one  of  his  poor  gofiips.     I  will 
Now  reveal  to  thee  a  rare  piece  of  fervice. 

Clown.  What  is  it,   my  moft  worfiiipful  doctor 

Lambftones  ? 

For.  There  is  a  captain  come  lately  from  fea, 
They  call  Profper ;  I  faw  him  this  morning, 
Thro'  a  chink  of  wainfcot  that  divides  my  lodging 
And  the  Hoft  of  the  houfe,  withdraw  my  Hoft  anc$ 

Hoftefs, 

The  fair  Biancha,  and  an  ancient  gentlewoman, 
Into  their  bedchamber: 
I  could  not  over-hear  their  conference, 
But  I  faw  fuch  a  mafs  of  gold  and  jewels  ! 
And  when  he  had  done  he  lock'd  it  up  into  a  cafket. 
Great  joy  there  was  amongft  them,  and  forth  they're 

gone 

Into  the  city,  and  my  Hoft  told  me 
At's  going  forth  he  thought  he  fhould  not  return 
'Till  after  fupper :  Now,  Sir,  in  their  abfenee 
Will  we  fall  to  our  picklocks,  enter  the  chamber, 
Seize  the  jewels,  make  an  efcape  from  Florence, 
And  we  are  made  for  ever  I 

Clown.  But  if  they 

Should  go  to  a  true  conjurer,  and  fetch  us 
Back  in  a  whirlwind  ? 

For.  Don't  believe  there  is 
Any  fuch  fetch  in  aftrology  !  And  this  may  be 
A  means  to  make  us  live  honeft  hereafter. 

Clown.  'Tis 

But  an  ill  road  to't,  that  lies  thro* 
The  highway  of  thieving. 

For.  For  indeed  I'm  weafy  of 
This  trade  of  fortune-telling,  and  mean  to  give 
All  over,  v/hen  I  come  into  England  j  for 
It  is  a  very  ticklifli  quality. 

Clown.  And  in  the  end  will  hang  by  a  twine  thread. 
Per.  BefideSjtheiflandhastoomanyoftheprofeflion ; 
They  hinder  one  another's  market.. 
Clown.  No,  no, 

The 
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The  pillory  hinders  their  market. 

For.  You  know  there 
The  juggling  captain. 

Clown.  Ay;  there's  a  lure  card! 

For.  Only 

The  foreman  of  their  jury's  dead;  but  he 
Died  like  a  Roman. 

Clown.  Elfe  'tis  thought  he  had 
Made  work  for  the  hangman. 

For.  And  the  very  Ball 4* 
Of  your  falfe  prophets,  he's  quauYd  too, 

Clown.  He  did 

Meafure  the  ftars  with  a  falfe  yard,  and  may  now 
Travel  to  Rome,  with  a  mortar  on's  head,  to  fee 
If  he  can  recover  his  money  that  way.  . 

For.  Come,  come, 
jLet's  fifh  for  this  cafket,  and  to  fea  prefently ! 

Clown.  We  fhall  never  reach  London,  I  fear;  rny 

mind 
Jluns  fo  much  of  hanging,  landing  at  Wapping. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Mariana. 

Mar.  This  well  may  be  a  day  of  joy  long-wifh'd-for 
To  my  Clarifia;  fhe  is  innocent, 
Nor  can  her  youth  but  with  an  open  bofom 
Meet  Hymen's  pleafing  bounties  :  But  to  me, 
That  am  environ'd  with  black  guilt  and  horror, 
It  does  appear  a  funeral 4J :  Tho'  promifing  much 
In  the  conception  were  hard  to  manage, 

41  Ball.']  i.  e.  Baal.  The  juggling  captain  fo  much  fpoke  of  in 
this  play,  as  a  news-writer  and  conjurer,  Mr.  Sympfon  takes  to  be 
pne  Banks,  whom  Ben  Jonfon  ludicrftufly  calls  the  £nglifh  Pythagoras. 

SewarJ. 

45    //  does  appear  a  funeral;  though  froniifing-much 
In  the  concept  ion  nuere  hard  to  manqge 

But  jad  in  the  event.}  A  whole  line  feren-.s  to  have  been  loll 
here  ;  the  intention  of  the  paffage  may  be  eaftiy  gathered.  '  Her 
*  fcheme,  which  promis'd  much  in  the  conception,  proved  h^jd  to 
'  manage,  and  fad  in  the  event.'  I  (hall  not  venture  my  conjecture 
into  the  text,  but  propofe  it  as  the  belt  that  yet  occim : 
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But  fad  in  the  event.     It  was  not  hate, 
But  fond  indulgence  in  me,  to  preferve 
Cefario's  threaten'd  life,  in  open  court 
That  forc'd  me  to  di-fclaim  him,  chufing  rather 
To  rob  him  of  his  birth-right,  and  honour, 
Than  fuffer.  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 
Enrag'd  Baptifla's  fury  :  While  he  lives, 
I  know  I  have  a  fon  \  and  the  Duke's  fentence 
Awhile  deluded,  and  this  tempeft  over, 
Whcp  he  allures  himfelf  defpair  hath  feiz'd  him, 

[Knock 

Enter  Eaptifta, 

I  can  relieve  and  raife  him. — Speak,  who  is  it 
That  prefks  on  my  privacies  ? — Sir,  your  pardon  ! 
You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  tho'  it  were 
To  read  my  fecret  thoughts. 

Baft.  Lady,  to  you 
Mine  fhall  be  ever  open  :  Lady,  faid  I  ? 
That  name  keeps  too  much  diltance  \  fifter  rather 
I  mould  have  llil'd  you  j  and  I  now  may  claim  it, 
Since  our  divided  families  are  made  one 
By  this  blefs'd  marriage  ;  to  whofe  honour  comes 
The  Duke  in  perlbn,  waited  on  by  all 
The  braveries  of  his  court,  to  vvitnefs  it, 
And  then  to  be  our  guefts.     Is  the  bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Mar.  She  attends 
The  coming  of  your  fon. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 
The  Duke's  at  hand  :  Mufic,  in  her  loud  voice, 
Speaks  his  arrival. 

Mar.  She's  prepar'd  to  meet  it.  [Exit* 

It  dues  appear  a  funeral.  IVly  dciign 
'Tho'  promjuto  much  in  the  conception 
Was  hir  too  hard  to  manage,  aiid  doth  prove 
But  fad  in  the  event :  It  was  not  hate,  &c. 


Enter 
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JLnter  Mariana,  Clariffa  led  by  two  maids ;  at  the  other 
door,  Baptifta  meets  with  Mentivole  led  by  two 
courtiers  \  the  Duke,  Bi/bop,  and  divers  attendants, 
A  Jong)  whilft  theyfalute. 

Duke,  It  were  impertinent  to  wlfh  you  joy, 
Since  all  joys  dwell  about  you  ;  Hymen's  torch 
Was  never  lighted  wiih  a  luckier  omen, 
Nor  burnt  with  fo  much  fplendor.     To  defer 
With  fruitlefs  compliment  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  pleasures  lawful  to  fhe  world, 
(Since  in  the  union  of  your  hearts  they  are 
Connrm'd  already)  w.ould  but  argue  us 
A  boafler  of  our  favours  :  To  the  temple! 
And  there  the  facred  knot  once  tied,  all  triumphs 
Our  dukedom  can  afford  (hall  grace  your  nuptials, 

Enter  Albertus  and  Cefario. 

Bapt.  On  there ! 

Ment.  1  hope  it  is  not  in  the  power. 
Of  any  to  crofs  us  now. 

Alb.  But,  in  the  breath 
Qf  a  vvrong'd  father,  I  forbid  the  bans  \ 

CeJ.  What,  do  you  {land  at  gaze? 

Bapt.  Ris'n  from  the  dead  ? 

Mar.  Aitho'  the  fea  had  vomited  up  the  figure 
In  which  thy  better  part  liv'd  long  irnprifon'd, 
True  love,  defpifing  fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Clar.  In  duty  I  kneel  to  it. 

Alb.  Hence,  vile  wretches  ! 
To  you  I  am  a  jubilance  incorporeal, 
And  not  to  be  profan'd  wich  your  vile  touch, 
That  could  fo  foon  forget  me  ;  but  fuch  things 
Are  neither  worth  my  anger,  nor  reproof. 
To  yon,  great  Sir,  I  turn  myfelf,  and  thefe 
Immediate  minifters  of  your  government ; 
_4nd  if  in  rny  rude  language  I  tranfgrefs, 
Afcribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 
Jvly  fervices,  and  not  my  rugged  temper ! 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Speak  freely;  be  thy  language  ne'er  fo  bitter, 
To  fee  thee  fafe,  Alberto,  figns  thy  pardon. 

Alb.  My  pardon  ?  I  can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 
Receiv'd  for  an  offence  j  I  tamely  bear 
Wrongs, which  a  flave-bornMufcovi  te  would  check  at. 
Why,  if  for  treafon  I  had  been  deliver'd 
Up  to  the  hangman's  axe,  and  this  dead  trunk, 
Unworthy  of  a  Chriftian  fepulchre, 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  vulture, 
The  memory  of  the  much  I  oft  did  for  you, 
(Had  you  but  any  touch  of  gratitude, 
Or  thought  of  my  defervings)  would  have  ftopp'd  you 
From  thefe  unjuft  proceedings. 

Duke.  Hear  the  motives, 
That  did  induce  us. 

Alb.  I  have  heard  them  all ; 
Your  highnefs'  fentence,  the  whole  court  abus'd, 
By  th'  perjuries  and  practice  of  this  woman ; 
(Weepeft  thou  4*,  crocodile  ?)  my  hopeful  fon, 
•Whom  I  dare  fwear  mine  own,  degraded  of 

*  O 

The  honours  that  defcend  to  him  from  me  ; 

And  from  that,  in  his  love  fcorn'd  by  a  creature 

Whofe  bafe  birth,  tho'  made  eminent  by  her  beauty, 

Might  well  have  mark'd  her  out  Cefario's  fervant ! 

All  this  I  could  have  pardon'd  and  forgot : 

But  that  my  daughter,  with  my  whole  eftate 

(So  hardly  purchas'd),  is  aflign'd  a  dower, 

To  one  whofe  father  and  whofe  family 

I  fo  deteft  that  I  would  lofe  my  efTence, 

And  be  transformed  to  a  bafilifk 

To  look  them  dead,  to  me's  an  injury 

Admits  no  fatisfaction  ! 

Bapt.  There's  none  offer'd. 

Alb.  Nor  would  it  be  accepted,  tho'  upon 
Thy  knees 'twere  tender'd. 

Mar.  Now  the  florm  grows  high. 

Bapt.  But  that  I  thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thy  death 
The  briny  ocean  had  entomb'd  thy  name, 

+*  Wee  pelt  thw.  ]  Correde^  r?y  Seward. 
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I  would  have  fought  a  wife  in  a  bordello 
For  my  Mentivole,  and  gladly  hugg'd 
Herfpurious  ifTue  as  my  lawful  nephews, 
Before  his  blood  fliould  e'er  have  mix'd  with  thine; 
So  much  I  fcorn  it. 

Alb.  I'll  not  bandy  words ; 
But  thus  difiblve  the  contract. 

Bap!.  There  I  meet  thee  j  . 

And  feize  on  what's  mine  own. 

Alb.  For  all  my  fervice, 

Great  Sir,  grant  me  the  combat  with  this  wretch, 
That  I  may  fcourge  his  infolence  ! 

Bapt.  I  kneel  for  it. 

Cef.  And  to  approve  myfelf  Alberto's  fon, 
I'll  be  his  fecond  upon  any  odds, 
'Gainft  him  that  dare  moft  of  Baptifta's  race. 

Ment.  Already,  upon  honourable  terms, 
In  me  th'  haft  met  thy  better  j'  for  her  fake 
I'll  add  no  more. 

Alb.  Sir,  let  our  fwords  decide  it ! 

Mar.  Oh,  ftay,  Sir;  and  as  you  would  hold  the  title 
Of  a  juft  prince,  ere  you  grant  licence  to 
Thefe  madmens'  fury,  lend  your  private  ear 
To  the  moft  diftrefs'd  of  women  ! 

Duke.  Speak ;  'tis  granted.    [He  takes  Mar.  afide. 

Clar.  In  the  mean  time,  let  not  Clariffa  be 
A  patient  looker-on  !  Tho'  as  yet  doubtful 
To  whom  to  bend  her  knee  firft,  yet  to  all 
I  ftoop  thus  low  in  duty,  and  would  wafh 
The  duft  of  fury,  with  my  virgin  tears, 
From  his  blefs'd  feet 45,  and  make  them  beautiful, 
That  would  move  to  conditions  of  peace, 
Tho'  with  a  fnail-like  pace  j  they  all  are  wing'd 
To  bear  you  to  deftruftion  !  Reverend  Sirs, 
Think  on  your  ancient  friendfhip,  cemented 

45  From  bis  blefs'd  feet,  and  make  them  beautiful,  feV.J  The  image 
in  this  line  feems  built  on  a  paflage  in  fcripture  :  '  How  beautiful  aie 
'  the  feet  of  him  that  bringeth  glad  tidings  !'  The  fimHarity  of  ex- 
prtj/ijn,  as  K  ell  as  fentiment,  ilrongly  denotes  imitation. 

With 
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With  fo  much  blood,  but  flied  in  noble  action, 
Divided  now  in  paflion  for  a  brawl 
The  makers  blufti  to  own  !  Much-lov'd  Cefarlo, 
Brother,  or  friend,  (each  title  may  prevail) 
Remember  with  what  tendernefs  from  our  childhood 
We  lov'd  together,  you  preferring  me 
Before  yourfelf,  and  I  fo  fond  of  you 
That  it  begot  fufpicion  in  ill  minds, 
That  our  affection  was  inceftuous : 
Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I  know- 
That  with  your  deareft  blood  you  had  prevented 
This  fhower  of  tears  from  me !  Mentivole, 
My  hufband,  regi'fler'd  in  that  bright  ftar-chainber, 
Tho'  now  on  earth  made  ftrangers,  be  the  example  ! 
And  offer  in  one  hand  the  peaceful  olive 
Of  concord  ;  or,  if  that  can  be  denied, 
By  powerful  interceflion,  in  the  other 
Carry  the  Hermian  rod,  and  force  atonement ! 
Now  we  will  not  be  all  marble ;  death's  the  word  then, 
And  he  fhalTbe  my  bridegroom.  \Qfers  to  kill  herjelf* 

Ment.  Hold,  Clariffa  ! 
This  loving  violence  I  needs  inuft  offtrr  : 

Jn  fpite  of  honour *6 

\Hefnatches  away  her  knife,  and  Jets  it  to  his  oivn 
brenfl ;  jbe  Kays  his  band. 

Duke.  Was  it  to  that  end  then  ? 
On  yonr  religion  ? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  Heaven,  Sir! 

Duks.  ¥7e  then  will  leave  entreaties,  and  make  uie 
Of  our  authority.     Mud  I  cry  aim  47 
To  this  unheard-of  infolence  ?  in  my  prefence 
To  draw  your  fwords,  and,  as  all  reverence 
That's  due  to  majefty  were  forfeited, 
Cherifh  this  wildnefs  ?  Sheath  them  inflantly, 
And  fhew  an  alteration  in  your  looks ; 
Or,  by  my  power 

46  Ment.  He'd,   Clariffa, ^^  his  loving  violence  needs  mujt 

OJfer  i»f[>itc  of  honour."]   Former  editions.     Stward. 

*7  Muji  1  crj:  aiai.]  See  note  71  on  the  Faiie  One. 

Alb: 
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Alb.  Cut  off  my  head  ! 

Bapt.  And  mine  ! 

Rather  than  hear  of  peace  with  this  bad  man, 
I'll  not  alone  give  up  my  throat,  but  fuffer 
Your  rage  to  reach  my  family. 

Enter  Profpero,  Jtiliana,  and  Biancha* 

Alb.  And  my  name 
To  be  no  more  remember'd. 

Duke.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Csf.  Biancha  ?  'tis  Biancha,  ftill- Biancha! 
But  ftrangely  alter'd. 

Bapt.  If  that  thirteen  years 
Of  abfence  could  raze  from  my  memory 
The  figure  of  my  friend,  I  might  forget  dice; 
But  if  thy  image  be  graven  on  my  heartj, 
Thou  art  my  Profpcro. 

Prof.  Thou  my  Baptifta. 

Duke.  A  fudden  change  ! 

Bapt.  I  dare  not  afk,  dear  friend, 
If  Juliana  live ;  for  that's  a  bleffing 
I  am  unworthy  of !  but  yet  deny  not 
To  let  me  know  the  place  fne  hath  made  happy, 
By  having  there  her  fepulchre. 

Prof.  If  your  highnefs 
Pleafe  to  vouchfafe  a  patient  ear,  we  fhall 
Make  a  true  relation  of  a  ftory 
That  fhall  call  on  your  wonder. 

Duke.  Speak  ;  we  hear  you. 

Prof.  Baptifta's  fortune  in  the  Genoa  court, 
His  banishment,  with  his  fair  wife's  reftraint, 
You  are  acquainted  with  ;  what  fince  hath  follow'd 
•I  faithfully  will  deliver.     Ere  eight  moons 
After  Baptifta's  abfence  were  complete, 
Fair  Juliana  found  the  pleafures,  that 
They  had  enjoy 'd  together,  were  not  barren, 
And,  blufhing  at  the  burden  of  her  womb, 
No  father  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
A  violent  ficknefs,  which  call'd  down  companion 

Frcm 


430    THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INK. 
From  the  angry  Duke;  then,  careful  of  her  health^ 
Phyftcians  were  enquir'd  of,  and  their  judgment 
Prefcrib'd  the  baths  of  Lucca  as  a  means 
For  her  recovery  :  To  my  charge  it  pleas'd  her 
To  be  committed  ;  but  as  on  the  way 
Wejournied,  thofe  throes,  only  known  to  women> 
Came  thick  upon  her  :  In  a  private  village 

Bapt.  She  died  ? 

Prof.  Have  patience  !  She  brought  to  the  world 
A  hopeful  daughter:  For  her  body's  ficknefs, 
It  foon  decay'd ;  but  the  grief  of  her  mind 
Hourly  encreas'd,  and  life  grew  tedious  to  her ; 
And,  deiperate  e'er  to  fee  you,  fhe  enjoin'd  me 
To  place  her  in  a  Greekifti  monaftery, 
And  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  daughter. 

Baft.  What  monaftery  ?  as  a  pilgrim  bare-foot, 
I'll  fearch  it  out. 

Prof.  Pray  you  interrupt  me  not. 
Now  to  my  fortunes  !  The  girl  well  difpos'd  of 
With  a  faithful  friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  fate 
Made  me  a  prifoner  to  the  Turkifh  gallies, 
Where  for  twelve  years  thefe  hands  tugg'd  at  the  oar ; 
But  Fortune  tir'd  at  length  with  my  afflictions, 
Some  mips  of  Malta  met  the  Ottoman  fleet, 
Charg'd  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me  freedom. 
With  my  deliverers  I  ferv'd,  and  got 
Such  reputation  with  the  Great-Mafter, 
That  he  gave  me  command  over  a  tall 
And  lufty  fhip,  where  my  firft  happy  fervice 
Was  t,o  redeem  Alberto,  rumour' d  dead, 
But  was,  like  me,  furpriz'd  by  Cortugogly. 

Alb.  I  would  I  had  died  there ! 

Prof.  And  from  him  learning 
Baptifta  liv'd,  and  their  diflblved  friendmip, 
I  hois'd  up  fails  for  Greece,  found  Juliana 
A  votary  at  her  beads  :  Having  made  known 
Both  that  you  liv'd,  and  where  you  were,  fhe  borrowed 
So  much  from  her  devotion,  as  to  wilh  me 
To  bring  her  to  you.     If  the  objed  pleafe  you, 

With 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN.    4jf 
With  joy  receive  her  ! 

Bapt.  Rage,  and  fury,  leave  me! 

[Throws  away  hisjword. 
I  am  fo  full  of  happinefs,  there's  no  room  lefc 
To  entertain  you.     Oh,  my  long-loft  jewel, 
Light  of  mine  eyes,  my  foul's  ftrength  ! 

Jul.  My  beft  lord  ! 
Having  embrac'd  you  thus,  death  cannot  fright  me. 

Bapt.  Live  long  to  do  fo,  tho'  I  fhould  fix  here  !— • 
Pardon  me  *8,  Profpero,  tho'  I  enquire 
My  daughter's  fortune ! 

Prof.  That  your  happinefs 
May  be  at  all  parts  perfeft,  here  fhe  is ! 

Cef.  Biancha  daughter  to  a  princefs  ? 

Prof.  True. 

Wi'  my  faithful  Hoft  I  left  her,  and  with  him 
*Till  now  fhe  hath  refided,  ignorant 
Both  of  her  birth  and  greatnefs. 

Bapt.  Oh,  my  bleft  one ! 
Joy  upon  joy  o'erwhelms  me  ! 

Duke.  Above  wonder ! 

Alb.  I  do  begin  to  melt  too  j  this  ftrange  ftory 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleas'd  Heav'n 
To  grace  us  with  this  miracle,  I  that  am 
Heav'n's  inftrument  here,  determine  thus :   Alberto, 
Be  not  unthankful  for  the  blefllngs  fhewn  you, 
Nor  you,  Baptifta  !  Difcord  was  yet  never 
A  welcome  lacrificej  therefore,  rage  laid  by, 
Embrace  as  friends,  and  let  pafs'd  difference 

&  Pardon  me,  Profpeto,  tho'  1  enquire.']  I  fee  no  reafon  for  a/king 
Profpero's  pardon  for  enquiring  after  his  daughter  ;  he  might  think 
Juliana  might  expert  to  engtofs  his  whole  thoughts,  and  would 
tlierefoje  naturally  alk  her  pardon  for  taking  them  from  her;  efpe- 
cially  as  he  had  juft  before  laid,  that  he  could  even  fix  himfelf  for 
«ver  to  the  fpot  where  (he  flood.  I  therefore  put  into  the  text  what 
feems  a  more  natural  reading.  SeivarJ. 

Reward  reads, 

But  pardon  me,  tho'  of  Profpero  I  enquire  ; 

but  furely  there  is  no  impropriety  in  civilly  defiring  Jordan  for  the 
flt  of  encreafing  fo  long  a  ftorjr. 

Be 
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Be  as  a  dream  forgotten  ! 

Bapt.  'Tis  to  me. 

Alb.  And  me  •,  I  thus  confirm  it. 

Duke.  And  to  tie  it 

In  bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  marriage 
Of  young  Mentivole  and  fair  Clariffa, 
So  you  confent,  great  lady,  your  Biancha 
Shall  call  Cefario  hufband. 
•     Jul.  'Tis  a  motion 
I  gladly  yield  to. 

Cef.  One  in  which  you  make 
A  fad  man  happy.  [Offers  to  kneel. 

Bian.  Kneel  not !   all  forgiven. 

Duke.VJi'  th'  dukeyour  uncle  I  will  make  atonement^ 
And  will  have  no  denial. 

Enter  Hoft>  Forobofco,  Clbwn,  and  officers. 

Mar.  Let  this  day 
Be  dill  held  facred  ! 

Heft.  Now  if  you  can  conjure, 
Let  the  devil  unbind  yon. 

Per.  We  are  both  undone  ! 

Clown.  Already  we  feel  it. 

Heft.  Juftice,   Sir! 

Duke.  What  are  they  ? 

.    Prof.  I  can  refolve  you  •,  flaves  freed  from  the  galliea 
By  the  viceroy  of  Sicilia. 

Duke.  What's  their  offence  ? 

Hoft.  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  plate  and  jewels  5 
I  mean,  the  attempting  of  it. 

Clown.   Pleafe  your  Grace, 
I'll  now  difcover  this  varlec  in  earned  ; 
This  honeft  peftilent  ron;ue  profefs'd  the  art 
Of  conjuring;  but  all  the  (kill  that  e'er 
He  had  in  the  black  art,  was  in  making 
A  fea-eoal  fire ;  only  with  wearing 
Strange  fliapes,  he  begot  admiration 
'Mongft  fools  and  women. 

Fcr.  Wilt  thou  ptach,  thou  varlet  ? 
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Duke.  Why  does  he  goggle  with  his  eyes,  and  ftalk  fo? 

Clown.  This  is  one  of  his  magical  raptures. 

For.  I  do  vilify49 

Your  cenfure  !   You  demand,  if  I  am  guilty; 
Whir — lays  my  cloak,  by  a  trick  of  legerdemain  ! 
Now  I'm  not  guilty  ;  I  am  guarded  with 
Innocence,  pure  lilver  lace,  I  allure  you. 

Cloivn.  Thus  have  I  read  to  you  your  virtues,  which 
Notwithstanding  I  would  not  have  you  proud  of. 

For.  Out,  thou  concealment  of  tallow,  and  coun? 
terfeit  mummy  ! 

Duke.  To  th'  gallies  with  them  both  ! 

Clown.  The  only  fea-phyfic 
For  a  knave,  is  to  be  bailed  in  a  galley, 
With  the  oil  of  a  bull's  pizzle. 

For.  And  will  not  you 

Make  a  four  face  at  the  fame  fauce,  firrah  ?  I  hope 
To  find  there  fo  lean  in  one  fortnight,  thou 
Mayft  be  drawn  by  the  ears  thro'  the  hoop  of  a  firkin. 

Duke.  Divide  them,   and  away  with  them  to  the 
gallies ! 

Clown.  This  will  takedown  your  pride,  juggler. 

Duke.  This  day, 

That  hath  giv'n  birth  to  bleflings  beyond  hope, 
Admits  no  criminal  fentence.     To  the  temple, 
And  there  with  humblenefs,  praife  Heaven's  bounties! 
For  blefiings  ne'er  defcend  from  thence,  but  when 
A  facrifice  in  thanks  afcends  from  men. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 

*9  Vilify  \\  i.e.  Hold  cheap.  ^ 
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DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONA, 

MEN. 

Cupid. 

Leontius,  the  old  duke  of  Ljda, 
Leucippus,  Jon  to  the  duke. 
Ifmenus,  nephew  to  the  duke. 
Telamon,  a  Lycian  lord. 

Dorialus, 

i 

courtiers. 


Dorialus,  "] 
Agenor,  p 
Nifus,  J 


Timantus,  a  villainous  Jycophant. 

Zoilus,  Leucippus'  s  dwarf. 

Nilo,  Jent  In  commi/wn  to  pull  down  Cupid's  images* 

Prieft  to  Cupid.. 

Four  young  Men  and  Maids. 

Four  Citizens. 

WOMEN, 

Hidafpes,  daughter  to  the  duke. 

3    >   her  attendants, 
Hero,          3 

Bacha,  aftrumpet. 
Urania,  her  daughter  f 
Bacba's  Maid. 
Urania's  Maid. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 


U  P  I  D'S 


•  <//i/ /t¥r-fr/N?,d/M*  /.i  rr// , i  fr// .>//?,>'/ jit  ,K-/'ffw.j;  *S 
m/.t  tcti 


ACT         t 

Enter  Dona/us,  Agenor^  and  Nifut. 
Agenor.  f  ft  "^RUS  T  me,  my  lord  Dorialus,  1  had 
mifs'd  ofthis^ifyou  had  not  call'd  mc| 
I  thought  theprincefs's  birth-day  had 
been  tomorrow. 

Nifus.  Why^  did  your  lordfhip  deep  out  the  day  ? 

Dor.  I  marvel  what  the  duke  meant  to  make  fuch 
an  idle  vow. 

Nifus.  Idle?  why? 

Dor.  Is't  not  idle,  tofwear  to  grant  his  daughter  any 
thing  fhe  fhall  afk  on  her  birth-day  ?  (he  may  afk  an  im- 
pofiible  thing;  and  I  pray  Heav'nihe  do  not  afk  an  un 
fit  thing,  atone  time  or  other:  'Tis  dangerous  trufting 
a  man's  vow  upon  the  difcretion  of  his  daughter. 

Age.  I  wonder  moft  at  the  marquis  her  brother, 
•who  is  always  vehemently  forward  to  have  her  defires 
granted. 

Dor.  He's  acquainted  with  'em  before. 

Age.  She's  doubtlefs  very  chafie  and  virtuous. 

Dor.  So  is  Leucippus  her  brother. 

Nifus.  She's  tv/enty  years  old  j  I  wonder 
She  afk  not  a  hufband. 

Dor.  That  were  a  folly  in  her,  having  refus'd 
All  the  great  princes  in  one  part  of  the  world; 

E  e  3  She'll 
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She'll  die  a  maid. 

Age.  She  may  afk  but  once,  may  fhe  ? 

Nifus.  A  hundred  times  this  day,  if  fhe  will : 
And,  indeed,  every  day  is  fuch  a  day  j  for  tho' 
The  duke  has  vow'd  it  only  on  this  day, 
He  keeps  ip  every  day  j  he  can  deny 
Her  nothing. 

Cornets.  Enter  Hidafpes,  Leucippus,  Leontuts,  Timantus, 
and  Telamon. 

Leon.  Come, fair  Hidafpes !  thou  art  duchefs  to-day. 
Art  thou  prepar'd  to  afk  ?  thou  know'fl  my  oath 
Will  force  performance.     And,  Leucippus,  if 
She  now  afk  aught  thatlhall  or  would  have  performance 
After  my  death,  when  by  the  help  of  Heav'n 
This  land  is  thine,  accurfed  be  thy  race, 
May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  fon, 
And  fo  their  own  obedience 

Leuc.  Mighty  Sir, 

I  do  not  \vifh  to  know  that  fatal  hour, 
That  is  to  make  me  king :  But  if  I  do, 
I  lhall  moft  heartily,  (and  like  a  fon) 
Perform  your  grants  to  all,  chiefly  to  her. — 
Remember  that  you  afk  what  we  agreed  upom 

Leon.  Are  you  prepar'd  ?  then  fpeak. 

Hid.  Moft  royal  Sir, 
I  am  prepar'd,  nor  fhall  my  will  exceed 
A  virgin's  bounds ;  what  I  requefl  lhall  both 
At  once  bring  me  a  full  content  \ 

Leon.  So't  ever  does. 
Thou  only  comfort  of  my  feeble  age, 
Make  known  thy  good  defire  !  for  I  dare  fwear 
Thou  lov'ft  me. 

Hid.  This  is  it  I  beg, 
And  on  my  knees  :  The  people  of  your  land, 

*  p — What  1  requtjlfoail  both 

At  once  tiring  me  a  full  content.  \  From  the  anfwer  of  I  eontius,, 
it  is  plain  fonie  \voids  are  dropt  here,  fignifying  tii.it  her  re'qyelt  lhall 
content  her /at  her  as  well  as  hcrfeif. 

The 
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The  Lycians,  are,  thro'  all  the  nations 

That  know  their  name,  noted  to  have  in  ufe 

A  vain  and  fruit] efs  fuperftition ; 

So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  fhow 

Of  true  religion,  and  is  nothing  elfe 

But  a  felf-pleafing  bold  lafcivioufnefs. 

Leon.  What  is  it  ? 

Hid.  Many  ages  before  this, 
When  every  man  got  to  himfelf  a  trade, 
And  was  laborious  in  that  chofen  courfe,  ^ 
Hating  an  .idle  life  far  worfe  than >  death, 
Some  one  that  gave  himfelf  to  wine  and  floth, 
Which  breed  lafcivious  thoughts,  and  found  himfelf 
Contemn'd  for  that  by  every  painful  man  % 
To  take  his  ftain  away,  fram'd  to  himfelf 
A  god,  whom  he  pretended  to  obey, 
In  being  thus  difhoneft ;  for  a  name 
He  call'd  him  Cupid.     This  created  god 
(Man's  nature  being  ever  credulous 
Of  any  vice  that  takes  part  with  his  blood) 
Had  ready  followers  enow ;  and  fmce 
In  every  age  they  grew,  efpecially 
Amongft  your  fubjefts,  who  do  yet  remain 
Adorers  of  that  drowfy  deity, 
Which  drink  invented ;  and  the  winged  boy 
(For  fo  they  call  him)  has  his  facrifices 5, 

*  4nd  found  himfe'f  conjoin*  o. 

For  that  by  every  painful  man]  I  know  no  meaning  of  the  word 
conjoin  d  that  wiil  fait  the  context,  condemn  dis  the  natural  word.  Our 
Poct>'  fcheme  in  this  Play  (which  has  many  excellent  things  in  it) 
feems  to  me  quite  am'azing.  That  this  jutt  fpeech  fliould  beelteemed  fuch 
an  act  of  real  impiety,  as  to  receive  the  molt  fhocking  punifhmenc 
ending  in  the  murder  and  utter  extirpation  of  the  whole  family,  is 
furely  a  ftrange  outrage  on  poetical  jultice,  as  well,  as  on  all  the 
circle  of  moral  virtues.  I  find  Mr.  Theobald  has  prevented  me  in  the 
correction  above,  and  Mr.  Symplon  has  fmce  fent  me  his  reading, 
fontemnd.  Seivard. 

The  next  line  rather  warrants  Contemn'd  than  condemn*  d. 

*   and  the  winged  boy, 

(For  fo  they  call  him)  hat  his  facrificef , 
Ihefe  loofe  naked ftatues  through  the  /and, 
And  in  every  village,  nay  the  palace 

E  e  4.  ft 
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And  thefe  loofe  naked  flatues  thro'  the  land, 

In  every. village;  nay  the  palace*  felf 

Is  not  free  from  'em.    This  is  my  requeft, 

That  thefe  erected  obfcerie  images 

May  be  pluck'd  down  and  burnt,  and  every  man 

That  offers  to  'em  any  facrince 

May  lofe  his  life. 

Lecn.  But  be  advis'd, 
My  faireft  daughter !  if  he  be  a  god, 
He  will  exprefs  it  upon  thee,  my  child ; 
Which  Heaven  avert ! 

Leuc .  There  is  no  fuch  power ; 
But  the  opinion  of  him  fills  the  land 
With  luitful  fins  :  Every  young  man  and  maid, 
That  feel  the  leaft  cjefire  to  one  another, 
Dare  not  fupprefs  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  Cupid's  motion  ;  and  he  is  a  god  ! 

Leon.  This  makes  our  youth  unchaite:  I  am  refolv'c!. 
Nephew  Ifmenus,  break  the  ftatues  down 
Here  in  the  palace,  and  command  the  city 
To  do  the  like :  Let  proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  haftily  fent  thro'  the  land, 
To  the  fame  purpofe ! 

Ifm.  Sir,  I'll  break  down  none 
Myfelf,  but  I'll  deliver  your  command : 
Hand  I'll  have  none  in't,  for  I  like  it  not. 

Leon.  Go,  and  command  it. — Pleafure  of  my  life, 
Wouldft  thou  aught  elfe  ?  Make  many  thoufand  fuits  > 
They  muft  and  (ball  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  elfe.  [Exit  IJmenus. 

Leon.  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  fuits : 
Some  fix  days  hence  I'll  give  thee  audience  again, 
And,  by  a  new  oath,  bind  myfelf  to  keep  it. 
Afk  largely  for  thyfelf :  Dearer  than  life," 

Is  not  free  from 'em. — ]  Here  are  cerainiy  deficiencies  both  in  mea- 
fureand  fenfe  :  The  change  of  points,  the  removal  of  the  #?/</ from  the 
beginning  of  one  line  to  the  line  above  it,  and  the  addition  of  a  par 
ticle  that  adds  flrength  to  the  fentiment  fcems  the  molt  probable  me 
thod  of  rclioring  the  original.  SewarJ. 

IK 
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In  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  call  myfelf 
More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  age, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing  ! 

Leuc.  'Twas  well  done,  lifter. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  three  lords. 

Nifus.  How  like  you  this  requeft,  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  I  know  not  yet,  I  am  fo  full  of  wonder ! 
We  fhall  be  gods  ourfelves  fhortly, 
An  we  pull  'em  out  of  Heav'n  o'  this  fafhion. 

Age.   We  fhall  have  wenches  now  when  we  can 

catch  'em, 
An  we  tranfgrefs  thus. 

Nifus.  An  we  abufe  the  gods  once, 
'Tis  a  juftice  we  fhould  be  held  at  hard  meat.     For 

my  part, 

I'll  e'en  make  ready  for  mine  own  affection ; 
I  know  the  god  incens'd  muft  fend  a  hardnefs 
Thro'  all  good  womens'  hearts,  and  then  we  have 
Brought  our  eggs  and  mufcadine  to  a  fair  market : 
'Would  I  had  given  an  hundred  pound  for  a  toleration, 
That  I  might  but  ufe  my  confcience  in  mine  own  houfe ! 

Dor.  The  duke,  he's  old  and  paft  it;  he  would  never 
Have  brought  fuch  a  plague  upon  the  land  elfej  'tis 

worfe 

Than  fword  and  famine !  Yet,  to  fay  truth, 
We  have  dtferv'd  it,  we  have  liv'd  fo  wickedly, 
Every  man  at  his  livery ;  and  'would  that 
Would  have  fufficed  us  !  we  murmur'd  at 
This  blefiing,  that  was  nothing  j  and  cried  out 
To  th'  god  for  endlefs  pleafures  :  He  heard  us,  and 
Supplied  us,  and  our  women  were  new  ftill, 
As  we  needed  'em  j  yet  we,  like  beads, 
Still  cried,  f  Poor  men  can  number  their  whores4; 


*  Poor  mm  can  number  their  woers.]  ff'oers  for  mljlreffti  is  un«, 
common,  bat  a  word  very  near  it  is  quite  fuitable  to  the.charafter  of 
tl,e  fpeaker,  ivbores.  After  I  had  iaferted  this  in  the  text,  I  found 
jn  Mr.  Theobald's  margin  another  conjedure,  ivtatbers  for  users, 
urith  a  L/uin  quotation,  fau^iris  eft  numerare  fectts,  as  a  proof  or  jt. 
.But  my  cyrsje&ure  is  wach  nearer  the  truce  of  fhp  letlert,  as  well  as 

a  more 
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*  Abundance !'  we  had  it,  and  this  curfe  withal. 
Age.  By'rlady,  we  are  like  to  have  n.  long  Lent  on't; 

Flefh  fhall  be  flefh  now !  Gentlemen,  I  had  rather 
Have  anger'd  all  the  gods  than  that  blind  gunner. 
I  remember,  once  the  people  did  but  flight  him 
In  a  facrifice,  and  what  follow'd  :  Women  kept 
Theirhoufes ,  and  grew  goodhufwives,  honed  forfooth! 
Was  not  that  fine  ?  wore  their  own  faces  5,  nay, 
They  let  us  wear  gay  cloaths  without  furveying  -,  and, 
Which  was  moil  lamentable,  they  lov'd  their  hufbands. 
Nifus.  I  do  remember  it  to  my  grief,  young  maids 
Were  as  cold  as  cucumbers,  and  much  of  that 
Complexion  ;  bawds  were  abolifh'd ;  and  (to  which 
Mifery  it  muft  come  again)  there  were  no  cuckolds. 
Well,  we'd  need  pray  to  keep  thefe  devils  from  us ; 
The  times  gnxwmifchievous. — There  he  goes !  Lord ! 

Enter  one  with  an  image. 

This  is  a  facrilege  I  have  not  heard  of! 

*  Would  I  were  gelt,  that  1  might  not  feel  what  follows ! 

Age.  And  I  too.  You  lhall  fee  within  thefe  few  years, 
A  fine  confufion  i'  th*  country ;  mark  it ! 
Nay,  an  we  grow  for  to  depofe  the  powers, 
And  fet  up  Chaftity  again — Well,  I  have  done  ! 
A  fine  new  goddefs  certainly,  whofe  bleflings 
Are  hunger  and  hard  beds ! 

Nifus.  This  comes  of  fullnefs, 
A  fin  too  frequent  with  us ;  I  believe  now 
We  fhall  find  fhorter  commons. 


a  more  natural  expreffion  ;  for  nuecubers  being  of  the  mafculine  gen- 
tier  will  never  fuit  this  place,  though  pecus  might.  Seward. 

s  II ore  thtiroivn faces, 

Tho'  they  wear  gay  cloatht  without  fur<ueyin?t 

Jlnd-ivbich  ivastnoft  lamentable, 

Ibty  lovd  their  hujlands.]  The  reader  will  find  the  metre 
here  eafiiy  reilored,  but  the  fcnfe,  which  fcems  quite  loft  in  the  fccond 
hnc,  is  not  fo  readily  recovered.  The  only  conjedme  that  feems  tole 
rable  is  what  I  venture  into  the  text  with  great  diffidence,  but  the 
leader  had  better  have  even  a  fclfe  reading  with  fenfe,  than  one 
Without  it.  Seiuard. 

Dor. 
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"Dor.  'Would  I  were  married !  fomewhat  has  feme 

favour ; 

The  race  of  gentry  will  quite  run  out  now, 
'Tis  only  left  to  hufbands ;  if  younger  fillers 
Take  not  the  greater  charity,  'tis  lawful. 

slge.  Well,  let  come  what  will  come,  I  am  but  one, 
And  as  the  plague  falls,  I  will  fhape  myfelf : 
If  women  will  be  honeft,  I'll  be  found.  t 
If  the  god  be  not  too  unmerciful, 
I'll  take  a  little  ftill,  where  I  can  get  it, 
And  thank  him,  and  fay  nothing. 

JV/^J.  This  ill  wind  yet  may  blow  the  city  good, 
And  let  them  (if  they  can)  get  their  own  children, 
They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt :  But,  how- 
foe  ver, 
The  old  way  was  the  furer ;  then  they  had  'em. 

Dor.  Farewell,  my  lords!  I'll  e'en  takeupwhat  rent 
I  can  before  the  day  ;  I  fear  the  year 
Will  fall  out  ill. 

Age.  We'll  with  you,  Sir.  And,  Love,  fo  favour  us, 
As  we  are  ftill  thy  fervants  !  Come,  my  lords  -, 
Let's  to  the  duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  folly 
His  doting  now  has  brought  him.  \_Exeunt. 

.  JiMter  Pricft  of  Cupid,  with  four  young  men  and  maids. 

Prieft.  Come,  my  children,  let  your  feet 
In  an  even  meafure  meet ! 
And  your  chearful  voices  rife, 
^To  prefent  this  facriiice 
To  great  Ciipid  I  in  whofe  name, 
I  his  pried  begin  the' fame. 
Young  men,  take  your  loves,  and  kifs; 
Thus  our  Cupid  honour'd  is. 
Kifs  again,  and  in  your  kitting 
Let  no  promifes  be  milling  ! 
Nor  let  any  maiden  here 
Dare  to  turn  away  her  ear.. 
Unto  the  whifper  of  her  love ; 
But  give  bracelet,  ring,  or  glove, 

As 
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As  a  token  to  her  Tweeting, 
Of  an  after  fecret  meeting  ! 
Now.  boy,  fing,  to  ftick  our  hearts 
Fuller  of  great  Cupid's  darts  ! 

SONG, 

Lovers,  rejoice !  your  pains  fhall  be  rewarded^ 
The  god  of  love  himfelf  grieves  at  your  crying: 
No  more  fhall  frozen  honour  be  regarded, 
Nor  the  coy  faces  of  a  maid  denying 6. 
No  more  fhall  virgins  figh,  and  fay  c  We  dare  not, 
f  For  men  are  falfe,  and  what  they  do  they  care  not/ 
All  fhall  be  well  again ;  then  do  not  grieve  •, 
Men  fhall  be  true,  and  women  fhall  believe. 

Lovers,  rejoice  !  what  you  fhall  fey  henceforth, 
When  you  have  caught  your  fweethearts  in  your  arms^ 
It  fhall  be  accounted  oracle,  and  worth  : 
No  more  faint-hearted  girls  fhall  dream  of  harms, 
And  cry  f  They  are  too  young :'  The  god  hath  faid> 
Fifteen  fhall  make  a  mother  of  a  maid  : 
Then,  wife  men,  pull  your  rofes  yet  unblown ! 
Love  hates  the  too-ripe  fruit  that  falls  atone. 

After  a  meafure,  enter  Nilo  and  others. 

7V7/0.Nomorcofthis!  here  breakyour  rites  for  ever  j 
The  duke  commands  it  fb.     Prieft,  do  not  ftare  ! 
I  muft  deface  your  temple,  tho'  unwilling, 
And  your  god  Cupid  here  mufl  make  a  fcarecrow, 
For  any  thing  I  know,  or,  at  the  bell, 
Adorn  a  chimney-piece. 

Prieft.  Oh,  facrilege  unheard-of ! 

Nito.  This  will  not  help  it.  Take  down  their  images, 
And  away  with  'em  ! 

Prieft,  change  your  coat,  you  had  bert  j  all  fervice  now 
Is  given  to  men  :  prayers  above-their  hearing 
Will  prove  but  babblings ;  learn  to  lie  and  thrive, 

6  Kor  tie  cay  /.ices   of  a  mr.ids  denying.}   Mr.  Sympfon  has  im 
proved  tliii  line  by  linking  off  ti:e  $  from  maids.  $  sward. 

'Twill 


CUPID'S    REVENGE.     445 

'Twill  prove  your  beft  profeflion  :  For  the  godsj    • 
He  that  lives  by  'em  now  muft  be  a  beggar. 
There's  better  holinefs  on  earth,  they  fay  j 
Pray  God  it  afk  not  greater  facrifice  !  Go  home  j 
And  if  your  god  be  not  deaf  as  well  as  blind, 
He  will  rnalce  fome  frnoke  for  it. 

Gent.  Sir 

Nilo.  Gentlemen, 

There  is  no  talking ;  this  muft  be  done  and  fpeedily : 
I  have  commiffion  that  I  muft  not  break. 

Gent.  We're  gone,  to  wonder  what  lhall  follow. 

Nilo.  On 
To  the  next  temple !  [Exeunt. 

Cornets.     Cupid  dejcends. 

Cupid.  Am  I  then  fcorn'd  ?  is  my  all-doing  will 
And  power,  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none, 
J^ow  look'd  inW)  by  lefs  than  gods,  and  weaken'd  ? 
Am  I,  whofe  bow  ftruck  terror  thro'  the  earth 
No  lefs  than  thunder,  and  in  this  exceeding 
Even  gods  themfelves,  whofe  knees  before  my  altars^ 
Now  Ihook  off7  ?  and  contemn'd  by  fuch,  whole  live? 
Are  but  my  recreation  ?  Anger,  rife ! 
My  fuffcrance  and  myfelf  are  made  the  fnbje<5fc 
Of  fins  againft  us.     Go  thou  out,  difpleafure ! 
Difpleafure  of  a  great  god  8,  fly  thyfelf 
Thro*  all  this  kingdom  ;  low  whatever  evils 
Proud  flefli  is  taking  of,  amongft  thefc  rebels ; 
And  on  the  firft  hearts  that  defpife  my  greatnefs 
Lay  a  ftrange  mifery,  that  all  may  know 
Cupid's  Revenge  is  mighty  !   With  this  arro^, 

7  •          ivhofe  knees  before  my  altars 

Now  Jhook  of.]  There  is,  as  Seward  obferves,  «  a  great  defi- 
*  ciency  here  both  in  grammar  and  fenfe,  and  reafon  to  fufpeft  a 
.*  whole  line  to  have  been  loll ;'  which  he  fuppofes  might  have  been 
like  the  following  ; 

.1  ivbofe  knees  before  my  alt  an 

In  zealous  (application  oft  have  bent. 

8  Difpleafure  of  a  great  god,  fly  thyfelf. .]  Sa  quarto ;  other  copies, 
;  and  Seward,  irom  1'heobaid's  conjedure,  reads  fiing. 

Hotter 
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Hotter  than  plagues  of  mine  own  anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  myfelf ;  nor  fhall  the  prayers, 
Norfweet  fmokes  on  my  altars,  hold  my  hand, 
Till  I  have  left  this  a  moil  wretched  land.    \AJcends, 

Enter  Hidafyes  and  Cleophila. 

Hid.  Cleophila,  what  was  he  that  went  hence  ? 

Cleo.  What 
Means  your  Grace  now  ? 

Hid.  I  mean  that  handfome  man, 
That  fomething  more  than  man,  I  met  at  door, 

Cleo.  Here  was  no  handfome  man. 

Hid.  Come,  he's  fome  one 
You  would  preferve  in  private ;  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  eyes  are  fharper 
Than  yours,  and  can  with  one  neglecting  glance 
See  all  the  graces  of  a  man.     "Who  was  it  ? 

Cleo.  That  went  hence  now  ? 

Hid.  That  went  hence  now  ?  ay,  he ! 

Cleo.  Faith,  here  was  no  fuch  one  as  your  Grace 

thinks  : 
Zoilus,  your  brother's  dwarf,  went  out  but  now. 

Hid.  I  think  'twas  he :  How  bravely  he  pais'd  by  ! 
Is  he  not  grown  a  goodly  gentleman  ? 

Cleo.  A  goodly  gentleman,  madam  ? 
He's  the  moft  deformed  fellow  in  the  land. 

Hid.  Oh,  blafphemy !  he  may  perhaps  to  thec 
Appear  deformed,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a  man  :  His  fhape  and  colours  are 
Beyond  the  art  of  painting ;  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  feen,  yet  doth  refemble 
Apollo,  as  I  oft  have  fancied  him, 
."When  riling  from  his  bed  he  ftirs  himfelf, 
And  makes  day  from  his  hair  9. 

9  When  rijlng  from  his  ltd,  &c.]     Similar  to  this  nobly-poetical 
paffage  is  the  following,  in  the  Marriage- Night,  by  Lord  Falkland  : 
'  So  breaks  the  morning  forth  of  a  cryftal  cloud, 
'  And  fo  the  fun  afcends  his  glittering  chair, 
'  And  from  his  burnffid  locks Jhakes  day  aleut?  R. 
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Cleo.  He  refembles  Apollo's  recorder. 

Hid.  Cleophila,  go  fend  a  page  for  him, 
And  thou  {halt  fee  thy  error,  and  repent.   [Exit  Cleo. 
Alas,  what  do  I  feel  ?  My  blood  rebels, 
And  1  am  one  of  thofe  I  us'd  to  fcorn : 
My  maiden-thoughts  are  fled13;  againft myfelf 
I  harbour  traitors  ;  my  virginity, 
That  from  my  childhood  kept  me  company, 
Is  heavier  than  I  can  endure  to  bear. 
Forgive  me,  Cupid  !  for  thou  art  a  god, 
And  I  a  wretched  creature :  I  have  finn'd ; 
But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 
I  may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me  love11 ! 

Enter  Ckophila  and  Zoilus, 

Cleo.  Zoilus  is  here,  madam. 

Hid.  He's  there  indeed. 

Now  be  thine  own  judge  !  fee,  thou  worfe  than  mad, 
Is  he  deformed  ?  Look  upon  thofe  eyes, 
Th.it  let  all  pleafure  out  into  the  world, 
Unhappy  that  they  cannot  fee  themfelves  ! 
Look  on  his  hair,  that  like  fo  many  beams, 
Streaking;  the  Eaft,  {hoot  light  o'er  half  the  world  \ 

•*j        .  '  o 

Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 

As  if  two  natures  had  contention 

About  their  {kill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him ! 

Zoilus.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Madam,  tho'  Nature  hath  not  given  me 
So  much  as  others  in  my  outward  {how, 
I  bear  a  heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  uhfightly  body  (which  you  pleafe 
To  make  your  mirth)  as  many  others  do 
That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  births. 

10   My  maiden-thoughts  are  fled  againft  myjelf; 

1  harbour  traitors  in  my  virginity.]  Corrected  by  Sevvard. 

"  I  way  enjoy  ivhat  thou  <u>ift  have  me,  Love.]  As  the  addrefs  is 
to  Lwe.  a  comma  and  a  great  letter  was  a  material  corruption  here  : 
To  afk  Cupid  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her  enjoy  was  a 
rid.cul.ius  re-quell,  hut  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her  love- 
is  the  common  prayer  of  all  woiihippers  of  Cupid.  Sewarti. 

Yet 
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Yet  I  could  wim  my&lf  much  more  deform'd 
Than  yet  I  am,  fo  I  might  make  your  Grace 
More  merry  than  you  are. — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hid.  Befhrevv  me  then 
If  I  be  merry  !  but  I  am  content 
Whilft  thou  art  with  me;  thou  that  art  my  faint ;   • 
By  hope  of  whofe  mild  favour  I  do  live 
To  tell  thee  fo :  I  pray  thee,  fcorn  me  net ! 
Alas,  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a  maid 
Without  deceit  ?  whofe  heart  doth  guide  her  tongue  ? 
Drown'd  in  my  paffions  ?  Yet  I  will  take  leave 
To  call  it  reafon,  that  I  dote  on  thee. 

Cleo.  The  princefs  is  befide  her  Grace,  I  think, 
To  talk  thus  with  a  fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i'th*  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 

Hid.  What  anfwer  wilt  thou  give  me  ? 

Zoilu's.   If  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  jcft  on,  I  can 
abide  it. 

Hid.  If  it  bejeft1*,  not  toefteem  my  life 
Compar'd  with  thee  ;  if  it  bejeft  in  me, 
To  hang  a  thoufand  kifies  in  an  hour 
Upon  thofe  lips,  and  take  'em  off  again  -, 
If  it  be  jefl  for  me  to  marry  thee, 
And  take  obedience  o-n  rne  whilft  I  live-. 
Then  all  I  fay  is  jeft ; 
For  every  part  of  this,  I  fwe.ar  by  thofe 
That  fee  my  thoughts,  I  am  refolv'd  to  do ! 
And  I  beleech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  hand, 
(Which,  pardon  me  that  I  am  bold  to  kifs 
With  fo  unworthy  lips)  that  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  marry  me,  as  I  do  here  to  thee, 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven  ! 

Zciliis.  Marry  you  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hid.  Kill  me,  or  grant !  Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  at  s!l  ? 

Zoilus.  Why,  I  will  do  your  will  for  ever. 

Hid.  I  afk  no  more  :  But  let  me  kifs  that  mouth 

11  If  it  be  jefl,  &V.]    Tins   is  very  like  the  iuiii  of  a  fpeech  in 
Philafter,  If  it  bt  Iwc,  &c. 

That 
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That  is  fo  merciful !   that  is  my  will : 
Next,  go  with  me  before  the  king  in  hafte, 
That  is  my  will  •,  where  I  will  make  our  peers 
Know,  that  thou  art  their  better. 

Zoilus.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
That  is  fine  !   ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Cleo.  Madam,  what  means  your  Grace  ? 
Confider,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  to  what 
You  run  madly  !   will  you  take  this  viper 
Into  your  bed  P 

Hid.  Away  !   hold  off  thy  hands ! 
Strike  her,  fweet  Zoilus  -,  for  it  is  my  will, 
Which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do. 

Zoilus.  Away,*  for  fhame  ! 
Know  you  no  manners  ? — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  [fe  with  Hid. 

Cleo.  Thou  know'fl  none,  I  fear. 
This  is  juft  Cupid's  anger  :  Venus,  look 
Down  mildly  on  us  !  and  command  thy  fon 
To  fpare  this  lady  once,  and  let  me  be 
In  love  with  all  j  and  none  in  love  with  melj !  \Exiti 

Enter  IJmenus  and  tfimantus. 

I'm.  Is  your  lordfhip  for  the  wars  this  fummer  ? 

Ifm.  Timantus, 
"Wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Tim.  If  I  had  a  company^ 
My  lord. 

Ifm.  Of  fidlers  ?  Thou  a  company  ? 
No,  no-,  keep  thy  company  at  home,  and  caufe  cuckolds; 
The  wars  will  hurt  thy  face  :   There  are  no  femiters, 
Shoemakers, nor  taylors, nor  almond-rn  ilk  i'th'morningi 
Nor  poach'd  eggs  to  keep  your  worlhip  foluble, 

13  And  let  me  be  in  love  ivitb  all ;  and  none  in  lo<Je  with  me."} 
The  meafure  in  this,  as  in  all  ocher  plays^  has  been  greatly  negleded* 
It  is  generally  reilor'd  here  as  well  as  in  the  rrft  ;  and  the  reader  will 
find  even  rhirae  as  well  as  meafure  had  been  overlook'd  in  this  pnfftge. 

Seivard. 

The  fenfe  is  furely  corrupt ;  the  condufion  of  this  prayer  is  very 
flfange  ;  it  is  rhime  without  reafon. 

VOL,  IX.  F  f  NO 
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No  man  to  warm  your  fhirt,  and  blow  your  rofes  u  ^ 
Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  breeches. 
If  thou  wilt  needs  go,  and  go  thus,  get  a  eafe 
For  thy  captainmip  !  a  fliower  will  fpoil  thee  elfe. 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

Tim.  Your  lordfhip's  wondrous  witty ; 
Very  pleafant,  believe't. 

Enter  Telamon,  Donahs,  Agenor,  Nifus,  and  Leontius. 

Leon.  No  news  yet  of  my  fon  ? 

Tel.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  fearch ;  no  doubt, 
They'll  bring  the  truth  where  he  is,  or  the  eccafion 
That  led  him  hence. 

Tim.  They  muft  have  good  eyes  then. 

Leon.  The  gods  go  with  them ! — Who  are  thofe 
that  wait  there  ? 

TW.The  lord  Ifmenus,  your  general,  for  his  difpatch. 

Leon.  Oh,  nephew,  we've  no  ufe  to  employ  your 

virtue 

In  our  war;  now  the  province  is  well  fettled. 
Hear  you  aught  of  the  marquis  ? 

Ifm.  No,  Sir. 

Leon.  'Tis  ftrange  he  mould  be  gone  thus; 
•Thefe  five  days  he  was  not  feen. 

Tim.  I'll  hold  my  life, 
I  could  boult  him  in  an  hour. 

Leon.  Where  is  my  daughter  ? 

Dor.  About  the  purging  of  the  temples,  Sir. 

Leon.  She's  chafte  and  virtuous.    Fetch  her  to  me, 
And  tell  her  I  am  pleas'd  to  grant  her  now 
Her  laft  requeft,  without  repenting  me,  [Exit  Nifus. 
Be  it  what  it  will.     She's  wife,  Dorialus, 
And  will  not  prefs  met further  than  a  father. 

Dor.  I  pray  the  beft  may  follow  !  yet,  if  your  Grace 
Had  taken  the  opinions  of  your  people, 
At  lead  of  fuch  whofe  wifdoms  ever  wake 
About  yourfafety,  I  may  fay  it,  Sir, 

4  Rofes. ]  Ribands,  in  the  form  of  ro/es,  were  formerly  worn  ifl 
the  (hoes  of  both  gentlemen  and  ladies.  R. 

Under 
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* 

Under  your  noble  pardon,  that  this  change 
Kither  had  been  more  honour  to  the  gods, 
Or  I  think  not  at  all.     Sir,  the  princels. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Nifus^  and  Zoilus* 

Leon*  Oh,  my  daughter,  my  health ! 
And,  did  I  fay  my  foul,  I  lied  not, 
Thou  art  fo  hear  me  !   Speak,  and  have  whatever 
Thy  wife  will  leads  thee  to  !  Had  I  a  Heaven, 
It  were  too  poor  a  place  for  fuch  a  goodnefs  ! 

Dor.  What's  here? 

Age.  An  ape's  (kin  ftuff'd  I  think, 
It  is  fo  plump. 

Hid.  Sir,  you  have  paft  your  word  j 
Still  be  a  prince,  and  hold  you  to  it.     Wonder 
Not  I  prefs  you  j  my  life  lies  in  your  word ; 
If  you  break  that,  you've  broke  my  heart !   I  mufi: 
Afk  that's  my  fhame,  and  your  will  mult  not  deny  mej 
Now,  for  Heaven,  be  not  forfworn  ! 

Leon.  By  th'  gods, 

I  will  not !  I  cannot,  were  there  no  other 
Pow'r  than  my  love  calPd  to  a  witnefs  of  it. 

Dor.  They  have  much  reafon  to  truftj  you  have 

forfworn 
One  of  'em  out  o'th'  country  already. 

Hid.  Then  this  is  my  requeft :  This  gentleman— < 
Be  not  afham'd,  Sir  ;  you  are  worth  a  kingdom. 

Leon.  In  what  ? 

Hid.  In  the  way  of  marriage. 

Leon.  How  ? 

Hid.  In  the  way  of  marriage ;  it  muft  be  fo ! 
Your  oath  is  tied  to  Heaven,  as  my  love 
To  him. 

Leon.  I  know  thou  doll  but  try  my  age  •, 
Come,  afk  again  ! 

Hid.  IfM  mould  afk  all 

My  life-time,  this  is  all  ftill.     Sir,  I*m  ferious ;  I 
Muft  have  this  worthy  man,  without  enquiring  why  ; 
And  fuddenly,  and  freely  :  Do  not  took 

F  f  2  For 
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For  reafon  or  obedience  in  my  words ; 

My  love  admits  no  wifdom  ;  only  hafte 

And  hope  hangs  on  my  fury.     Speak,  Sir,  fpeak  \ 

But  not  as  a  father;  I'm  deaf  and  dull  to  counfel  ; 

Inflamed  blood  hears  nothing  but  my  will. 

For  God's  fake,  fpeak  ! 

Dor.  Here's  a  brave  alteration  f 
Nifus.  This  comes  of  chaftity. 
Hid.   Will  you  not  fpeak,  Sir  ? 
Age.  The  god  begins  his  vengeance :  What  a  fweef 
Youth  he  has  fent  us  here,  with  a  pudding  in's  belly  ! 

Leon.  Oh,  let  me  never  fpeak, 
Or  with  my  words  let  me  fpeak  out  my  life ! 
Thou  pow'r  abus'd,  great  Love,  whole  vengeance  now 
We  feel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  land  ! 
Nifus.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 
Leon.  Sick;  very  fick,  I  hope. 
Dor.  Gods  comfort  you  ! 

Hid.  Will  not  you  fpeak  ?  is  this  your  royal  word  ? 
Do  not  pull  perjury  upon  your  foul ! 
Sir,  you  are  old,  and  near  your  punilhment ; 
Remember ! 

Leon.  Away,  bafe  woman ! 
Hid.  Then  be  no  more  my  father,  but  a  plague 
I'm  bound  to  pray  againft !  be  any  fin 
May  force  me  to  defpair,  and  hang  myfelf ! 
Be  thy  name  never  more  rerriember'd,  king, 
But  in  example  of  a  broken  faith, 
And  curs'd  ev'n  to  forgetfulnels  !  may  thy  land 
Bring  forth  fuch  monfters  as  thy  daughter  is  ! — 
I'm  weary  of  my  rage.     I  pray  forgive  me, 
And  let  me  have  him  !  will  you,  noble  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Mercy,  mercy,  Heav'n  ! 
Thou  heir  of  all  difhonour,  fham'ft  thou  not 
To  draw  this  little  moifture  left  for  life, 
Thus  rudely  from  me  ? — Carry  that  flave  to  death  ! 

Zoilus.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir !  it  is  no  fault  of  mine 
That  (he  will  love  me. 

Leon.  To  death  with  Kim,  I  fay  I 

Hid. 
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Ulld.  Then  make  hafte,   tyrant,  or  I'll  be  before 

him15! 
This  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Leon.  Hold  fa  ft,  I  charge  you  ! 
Away  with  him ! 

Hid.  Alas,  old  man,  death  hath  more  doors  than  one, 
And  I  will  meet  him.  [Exit. 

Leon,  Dorialus,  pray 

See  her  i'  her  chamber,  and  lay  a  guard  about  her. 
The  greateft  curfe  the  gods  lay  on  our  frailties 
Is  will  Iu  and  difobedience  in  our  ifiues, 
Which  we  beget,  as  well  as  them,  to  plague  us, 
With  our  fond  loves.     Beads,  you  are  only  bleft 
That  have  that  happy  dulnefs  to  forget 
What  you  have  made  \  your  young  ones  grieve  not 

you; 

They  wander  where  they  lift,  and  have  their  ways 
Without  difhonour  to  you  ;  and  their  ends 
Fall  on  'em  without  forrow  of  their  parents, 
Or  after  ill  remembrance'  '7.     Oh,  this  woman ! 
'Would  I  had  made  myfelf  a  fepulchre, 
When  I  made  her  i — Nephew,  where  is  the  prince  ? 
Pray  God  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  bafenefs  • 
Than  of  her  blood  about  him  !  Gentlemen, 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ifm.  I  know  not,  Sir.  H'has  his  ways  by  himfelf^ 
Ts  too  wife  for  my  company. 

Lecn.  I  don't  like 
This  hiding  of  himfelf,  from  fuch  fociety 

IJ  Or  JLs  be  for  him.']  The  princefs  here  attempts  to  ki'l  herfelf, 
and  the  natural  reading  is  equally  neceflary  to  the  meafure.  Mr. 
Theobald  concurs  with  me  in  this  correction,  as  does  Mr.  Symplon 
too.  Seward. 

We  hive  adopted  the  alteration,  though  perhaps  the  original  rat* 
(which  feenis  more  in  our  Authors'  ftile), 

•: or  I  will  BEFORE  him! 

16  WHl.~\   i.  e.   Wtlfulnefs,  perverfeneft. 

17  Or  afrer   ill   remembrance.]   Sewards   rea^s,  after-ill;  but  the 
hyphen    makes  it  very   very  hard,  and  the  j-a(l   £t  is  clear  enough 
\vitliout  it. 

Ff3  As 
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As  fits  his  perfon  '3;  fome  of  you  needs  muft  know, 
IJm.  I'm  fure  not  I,  nor  have  known  twice  theie 

ten  days ; 

Which,  if  I  were  as  proud  as  fome  of  'em, 
I  fhould  take  fcurvily  :  But  he's  a  young  man, 

Let  him  have  his  fwinge  !  'twill  make  him • 

[Timantus  'ivhijpers  to  tbe  duke, 
There's  fome  good  matter  now  in  hand  : 
How  the  (lave  jeers  and  grins  !  the  duke  is  pleas'd ; 
There's  a  new  pair  of  fcarlet  hofe  now,  and  as  much. 
Money  to  fpare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn, 
A  hat  and  a  cloak  to  go  out  tomorrow  ! 
Garters  and  dockings  come  by  nature, 
Leon.  Be  fure  of  this ! 
$im.  I  durft  not  fpeak  elfe.  Sir,  [Exeunt, 


ACT         II. 

Cornets.      Cupid  dejcends. 
Cupid.  T    EUCIPPUS,  thou  art  Ihot  thro'  with 


T 
JL/ 


That  will  not  rankle  long,  yet  (harp  enough 

To  fow  a  world  of  helplefs  mifery 

In  this  unhappy  kingdom  :  Doit  thou  think, 

Becaufe  thou  art  a  prince,  to  make  a  part19 

Againft  my  power  ?  But  it  is  all  the  fault 

Of  thy  old  father,  who  believes  his  age 

Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  darts  ; 

But  he  lhall  know  ere  long,  that  my  dart  loofe 

18  From  fuch  focicty  as  his  perjont 

Some  of  it  ye  needs  mujt  kno-M.']  Former  editions.  The  changes 
row  introduced  render  both  the  fenie  and  meafure  tolerably  eafy.  I 
find  Mr.  Theobald's  conjeclure  on  the  pafliige  fo  near  mine,  that  it 
is  of  no  confequence  which  is  inferted  :  He  reads, 

•  -  •  as  fits  his  perfon..  Seaward. 

9  To  make  a  part.]  Symplon  reads  party  -,  but  the  old  reading  is 
much  more  in  our  Poets'  ftile. 

Can 
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Can  thaw  ice,  and  inflame  the  wither'd  heart 
Of  Neftor  :  Thou  thyfelf  art  lightly  ftruck  ; 
But  his  mad  love  fhall  publifh,  that  the  rage 
Of  Cupid  has  the  power  to  conquer  age. 


Enter  Leucippus  and  Bacha. 

Leuc.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  fpoil 
You  thirfled  for  ?  Oh,  tyranny  of  men  ! 

Leuc.  I  pray  thee  leave  ! 

Bacha.  Your  envy  is,  Heav'n  knows, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  fex  : 
What  pain,  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you, 
If  I  had  kept  mine  honour  ?  You  might  ftill 
Have  been  a  prince,  and  ftill  this  country's  heir. 
That  innocent  guard  which  I  till  now  had  kept, 
For  my  defence,  my  virtue,  did  it  feem 
So  dangerous  in  a  Hate,  that  you  yourfelf 
Came  to  fupprcfs  it  ? 

Leuc.  Dry  thine  eyes  again  ; 
I'll  kifs  thy  tears  away:  This  is  but  folly; 
'Tis  paft  all  help. 

Bacha.  Now  you  have  won  the  treafure, 
*Tis  my  requeft  that  you  would  leave  me  thus, 
And  never  fee  thefe  empty  walls  again  : 
I  know  you  will  do  fo  ;  and  well  you  may, 
For  there  is  nothing  in  'em  that  is  worth 
A  glance  :  I  loath  myfclf,  and  am  become 
Another  woman  !  one,  methinks,  with  whom 
I  want  acquaintance. 

Leuc.  If  I  do  offend  thee, 
1  can  be  gone  :    And  tho'  I  love  thy  fight, 
So  highly  do  I  prize  thine  own  content, 
That  I  will  leave  thee. 

Bacha.  Nay,  you  may  flay  now  ; 
You  fhould  have  gone  before  :  I  know  not  now 
Why  I  fhould  fear  you  :   All  I  fhould  have  kept 
Is  ftol'n  ;  nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
To  rob  me  further.     If  you  can  invent, 

F  f  4  Spare 
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Spare  not !  No  naked  man  fears  robbing  lefs 
Than  I  do  ;  now  you  may  for  ever  flay. 

Leuc.  Why,  I  could  do  thee  further  wrong. 
Bflcha..  You  have 

A  de  >per  reach  in  evil  than  I  -,  'tis  paft 
Ivy  -.noughts.  . 

Lcuc.  And  paft  my  will  to  act ; 
But  truft  ir.e  I  could  do  it. 

Bacha.  Good  Sir,  do ; 
That  I  m-sy  know  there  is  a  wrong  beyond 
What  you  have  done  me. 

Leuc.  I  could  tell  all  the  world 
What  thou  hail  done. 

Bacba.  Yes,  you  may  tell  the  world  ; 
And  do  you  think  I  am  fo  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ?  You  can  tell  the  world  but  this, 
That  I'm  a  widow,  full  of  tears  in  fhow, 
(My  hufband  dead,  and  one  that  lov'd  me  fo, 
Hardiy  a  week)  forgot  my  modefty, 
And,  caught  with  youth  and  greatnefs,  gave  myfelf 
To  live  in  fin  with  you  :  This  you  may  tell$ 
And  this  I  do  deftrve  ! 

Leuc.  Why,  dolt  thou  think  me 
So  bafe  to  tell  ?  Thefe  limbs  of  mine  fhall  part 
From  one  another  on  a  rack, 
Ere  I  difclofe.     But  thou  dolt  utter  words 
That  much  afflict  me ;  you  did  feem  as  ready, 
Sweet  Bacha,  as  myfelf. 

Bacha.  You  are  right  a  man  j 
When  they  have  'witch'd  us  into  mifery, 
Poor  innocent  fouls,  they  lay  the  fault  on  us. 
•But,  be  it  fo  !  for  prince  Leucippus*  fake, 
I  will  bear  any  thing. 

Leuc.  Come,  weep  no  more  ! 
I  wrought  thee  to  it;  it  was  my  fault. 
Nay,  fee  if  thou  wilt  leave  !  Here*  take  this  pearl  1 
Kifs  me,  fweet  Bacha,  and  receive  this  purfe. 

Bacha.  What  fhould  I  do  with  thefe  ?  they  will 
not  deck 

My 
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My  mind. 

Leuc.  Why,  keep  'em  to  remember  me. 
I  muft  be  gone;  I  have  been  abfent  long: 
I  know  the  duke  my  father  is  in  rage, 
But  I  will  fee  thee  fuddenly  again. 
Farewell,  my  Bacha  ! 

,Bacha.  Gods  keep  you  !—  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
Pray  give  me  a  point  to  wear. 

Leuc.  Alas,  good  Bacha, 
Take  one,  I  pray  thee,  where  thou  wilt. 

Bacha.  Coming 

From  you,  this  point  is  of  as  high  efteem 
With  me,  as  all  pearl  and  gold.     Nothing  but  goo4 
Be  ever  with  or  near  you  ! 

Leuc.  Fare  thee  well, 
Mine  own  good  Bacha  !  I  will  make  all  hafte.  [Exif* 

Bacha.  Juft  as  you  are  a  dozen  I  efteem  you  ; 
No  more  :  Does  he  think  I  would  proftitute 
Myfelf  for  love  ?  It  was  the  love  of  thefe  pearls 
And  gold  that  won  me.     I  confefs  I  luft 
More  after  him  than  any  other, 
And  would  at  any  rate,  if  I  had  flore, 
Purchafc  his  fellow/hip;  but  being  poor, 
I'll  both  enjoy  his  body  and  his  purfe, 
And,  he  a  prince,  ne'er  think  myfelf  the  worfe. 


Leontius,  Leucippus,  Jfmenus^  and  Timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  you  muft  back  and  fhew  us  what  it  is 
That  'witches  you  out  of  your  honour  thus. 

Bacba.  Who's  that  ? 

27;».  Look  there,  Sir  ! 

Leon.  Lady,  never  fly  ; 
You  are  betray'd. 

Bacha.  Leave  me,  my  tears,  a  while, 
And  to  my  juft  rage  give  a  little  place  !  — 
What  faucy  man  are  you,  that  without  leave 
Enter  upon  a  v/idow's  mournful  houfe  ? 
You  hinder  a  dead  man  from  many  tears, 
Who  did  deferve  more  than  the  world  can  fried, 

Thtf 
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Tho'  they  fhould  weep  themfelves  to  images. 
If  not  for  love  of  me,  yet  of  yourfelf, 
Away,  for  you  can  bring  no  comfort  to  me  ! 
But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what : 
Nay,  forrmv  is  infectious. 

Leon.  Thou  thyfelf 

Art  grown  infectious!  Wouldfl  thou  know  my  name? 
I  am  the  duke,  father  to  this  young  man 
Whom  thou  corrupt'ft. 

Bacba  \_<ifide~].  Has  he  then  told  him  all  ? 

Leuc.  You  do  her  wrong,  Sir  ! 

Bacba.  Oh,  he  has  not  told. — 
Sir,  I  befeech  you  pardon  my  wild  tongue, 
Directed  by  a  weak  diftemper'd  head, 
Madded  with  grief !  Alas,  I  did  not  know 
You  were  my  fovereign  ;  but  now  you  may 
Command  my  poor  unworthy  life,  which  will 
Be  none,  I  hope,  ere  long. 

Leen.  All  thy  difFembling 

Will  never  hide  thy  fhaine :  And  wer't  not  more 
Reflecting  woman-hood  in  general, 
Than  any  thing  in  thee,  thou-fhouldfl  be  made 
Such  an  example,  that  poflerity, 
When  they  would  fpeak  mofl  bitterly,  fhould  fay, 
'  Thou  art  as  impudent  as  Bacha  was.' 

Bacba.  Sir,  tho'  you  be  my  king,  whom  I  willferve 
In  all  juft  caufes,  yet  when  wrongfully 
You  feek  to  take  my  honour,  I  will  rife 
Thus,  and  defy  you  j  for  it  is  a  jewel 
Dearer  than  you  can  give,  which  whilfb  I  keep, 
(Tho'  in  this  lowly  houfe)  I  fhall  efleem 
Myfelf  above  the  princes  of  the  earth 
That,  are  without  it.     If  the  prince  your  fon, 
Whom  you  accufe  me  with,  know  how  to  fpeak 
Dilhonour  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it, 
The  plagues  of  Hell  light  on  him,  may  he  never 
Govern  this  kingdom!  Here  I  challenge  him, 
Before  the  face  of  Heav'n,  my  liege,  and  thefe, 
T  p  fpeak  the  worft  he  can !  If  he  will  lie., 

To 
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To  lofe  a  woman's  fame,  I'll  fay  he  is 

Like  you  (I  think  I  cannot  call  him  worfe). 

He's  dead,  that  with  his  life  would  have  defended 

My  reputation,  and  I  forc'd  to  play 

(That  which  I  am)  the  foolifh  woman,  and  ufe 

My  liberal  tongue. 

Leuc.  Is't  pollible  ? 
We  men  are  children  in  our  carriages, 
Compar'd  with  women.     Wake  thyfelf,  for  fhame, 
And  leave  not  her  whofe  honour  thou  fhouldft  keep 
Safe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  herfelf ! 
But  I  am  prefs'd,  I  know  not  how,  with  guilt, 
And  feel  my  confcience  (never  us'd  to  lie) 
Loath  to  allow  my  tongue  to  add  a  lie 
To  that  too  much  I  d?d :  But  it  is  lawful 
To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  love 
Lov'd  evil. 

Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you,  Leucippus, 
Stay  here  fo  long  ? 

Leuc.  If  I  can  urge  aught  frcm  me 
But  a  tri^th,  Hell  take  me  ! 

Leon.  What's  the  matter? 
Why  fpeak  you  not  ? 

'Tim.  Alas,  good  Sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  prince ;  you  fee  his  fhameface'dnefs, 

Eacha.  What  does  he  fay,  Sir?  If  thou  be  a  prince, 
Shew  it,  and  tell  the  truth  ! 

Jfm.  If  you've   lain  with  her, 
Tell  your  father ;  no  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  ill 
Before  now  :  The  gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on't. 

Eacha.  For  God's  fake,  fpeak  ! 

Leuc.  Have  you  done  prating  yet  ? 

Jfm.  Who  prates  ? 

Leuc.  Thou  know'ft  I  do-  not  fpeak 
To  thee,  Ifmenus  :  But  what  faid  you, 
Timantus,  concerning  my  iharneface'dnefs  ? 

Tim,  Nothing,  I  hope,  that  might  difpleafe  youtf 
highnefs. 

Leuc.  If  any  of  thy  great-great-grandmothers, 
This  thoufand  years,  had  been  as  chafte  as  fhe^ 

It 
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It  would  have  made  thee  honefter  :  I  ftay'd 
To  hear  what  you  would  fay.     She  is,  by  Heav'n, 
Of  the  moft  ftric~t  and  blamelefs  chaftity 
That  ever  woman  was: — Good  gods,  forgive  me  I— 
Had  Tarquin  met  with  her,  {he  had  been  kili'd 
With  a  flave  by  her,  ere  fhe  had  agreed. 
I  lie  with  her  ?  'would  I  might  perifh  th<?n  ! 
Our  mothers,  whom. we  all  imift  reverence, 
Could  ne'er  exceed  her  for  her  chaftity, 
Upon  my  foul !  for,  by  this  light,  fhe  is 
A  mofb  obftinate  modeft  creature ! 

Leon.  What  did  you  with  her  then  fo  long,  Len- 
cippus  ? 

Leuc.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir:  You  fee  fhe's  beautiful. 

Leon.  I  fee  it  well. 

Leuc .  Mov'd  by  her  face,  I  came 
With  luftful  thoughts  (which  was  a  fault  in  me; 
But,  telling  truth,  fomething  more  pardonable, 
And  for  the  world  I  will  not  lie  to  you)  : 
Proud  of  myfelf,  I  thought  a  prince's  name 
Had  power  to  blow  'em  down  flat  o'  their  backs  ; 
But  here  I  found  a  rock  not  to  be  (hook  : 
For,  as  I  hope  for  good,  Sir,  all  the  battery 
That  I  could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  perfon, 
My  greatnefs,  or  gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 

Leon.  'Tis  very  ftrange,  being  fo  young  and  fair. 

Leuc.  She's  almoft  thirty,  Sir. 

Lecn.  How'  do  you  know 
Her  age  fo  juft  ? 

Leuc .  She  told  it  me  herfelf 
Once  when  fhe  went  about  to  fhew  by  reafon 
I  fhould  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon.  She  ftains  the  ripeft  virgins  of  her  age. 

Leuc.  If  I  had  fin'd  with  her,  I  would  be  loath 
To  pu'olifh  herdifgrace;  but,  by  my  life, 
I  would  have  told  it  you,  becaufe  I  think 
You  would  have  pardon'd  me  the  rather. 
And  I  will  tell  you,  father40 :  By  this  light,  Sir, 

0  And  I  will  t^ll  you  father.}  Edition  i  7jO, — ««//'//  tell  you 
FARTHSJU 

(But 
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(But  that  I  never  will  bellow  myfelf 

But  to  your  liking)  if  fhe  now  would  have  me, 

I  now  would  marry  her. 

Leon.  How's  that,  Leucippus  ? 

Leuc.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  fault,  which  yet 
I  have  not  done,  but  had  a  will  to  do, 
And  I  will  tell  it  ? 

'  Leon.  Be  it  what  it  will, 
I  pardon  thee. 

Leuc.  I  ofFer'd  marriage  to  her. 

Lecn.  Did  fhe  refufe  it  ? 

Leuc.  With  that  earneftnefs, 
And  almoft  fcorn  to  think  of  any  other 
After  her  loft  mate,  that  fhe  made  me  think 
Myfelf  unworthy  of  her. 

Leon.  You  have  ftay'd 
Too  long,  Leucippus. 

Leuc.  Yes,  Sir. — Forgive  me,  Heav'n, 
What  multitude  of  oaths  have  I  beftow'd 
On  lies  !   and  yet  they  were  officious  lies, 
There  was  no  malice  in  'em. 

Leon.  She's  the  faireft 
Creature  that  ever  I  beheld  ;  and  then 
So  chafte,  'tis  wonderful :  The  more  I  look 
On  her  the  more  I  am  amaz'd.     I've  long 
Thought  of  a  wife,  and  one  I  would  have  had, 
But  that  I  was  afraid  to  meet  a  woman 
That  might  abufe  my  age ;  but  here  fhe  is 
Whom  I  may  truft  to  :  Of  a  chaflity 
Impregnable,  and  approv'd  fo  by  my  fon  ; 
The  meannefs  of  her  birth  will  ftill  preferve  her 
In  due  obedience ;  and  her  beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  youth. 
My  fon  once  fent  away,  whofe  rivalfhip 
I  have  juft  caufe  to  fear,  if  power,  or  gold, 
Or  wit,  can  win  her  to  me,  fhe  is  mine. — 
Nephew  Ifmenus,  I  have  new  intelligence 
Your  province  is  unquiet  ftill. 

Ifm.  I'm  glad  on't. 

Leon. 
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Lean.  And 

So  dangeroufly,  that  I  muft  fend  the  prince 
In  perfon  with  you. 

IJm.  I'm  glad  of  that  too,  Sir : 
Will  you  difpatch  us  ?  we  mall  wither  here 
For  ever. 

Leon.  You  fhall  be  difpatch'd  within 
This  hour  :  Lcucippus,  never  wonder,  nor  afk  5 
It  muft  be  thus. — Lady,  I  afk  your  pardon, 
Whofe  virtue  I  have  flubber'd  with  my  tongue  5 
And  you  mail  ever  be 
Chafte  in  my  memory  hereafter ;  but 
We  old  men  often  dote.     To  make  amends 
For  my  great  fault,  receive  that  ring !  I'm  forry  for 
Your  grief;  may  it  foon  leave  you ! — Come,  my  lords  j 
Let  us  be  gone.  [Exeunt. 

Batba.  Heaven  blefs  your  Grace  ! 
One  that  had  but  fo  much  modefty  left  as  to  blufh,. 
Or  fhrink  a  little  at  his  firft  encounter, 
Had  been  undone  ;  where  I  come  off  with  honour, 
And  gain  too  :  They  that  never  would  be  track'd 
In  any  courfe,  by  the  moft  fubtle  fenfe, 
Muft  bear  it  thro'  with  frontlefs  impudence.     [Exif. 

Enter  Dorialus,  j4genory  and  Nifus. 

Dor.  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  ftrange  piece  of  juftice, 
To  put  the  wretched  dwarf  to  death  b.ecaufe 
She  doted  on  him  :  Is  me  not  a  woman, 
And  fubject  to  thofe  mad  figaries  her  whole 
Sex  is  infected  with  ?  Had  fhe  lov'd  you,  or  you, 
Or  I,  or  all  en's,  (as  indeed  the  more 
The  merrier  ilill  with  them)  muft  we  therefore 
Have  our  heads  par'd  with  a  hatchet  ?  So  fhe  may  love 
All  the  nobility  out  o'th'  dukedom  in 
A  month,  and  let  the  rafcals  in. 

Nifus.  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not,  fee  the  need 
That  makes  this  juft  to  the  world  ? 

Dor.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  would  be  loth  to  feel  it ; 
But,  the  beft  is,  fhe  loves  not  proper  men  j 

We 
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We  three  were  in  wife  cafes  elfe.    But  make  me  know 
T his  need. 

Ntfus.  Why,  yes  :  He  being  taken  away, 
This  bafe  incontinence  dies  preiently, 
And  (he  muft  fee  her  fhame  and  Ibrrow  for  it. 

Dor.  Pray  God  me  do  !  But  was  the  fprat  beheaded  ? 
Or  did  they  fwing  him  about  like  a  chicken,  and 
So  break  his  neck  ? 

Agen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded, 
And  a  folemn  juftice  made  of  it. 

Dor.  That  might 
Have  been  deducted. 

Age.  Why,  how  would  you  have  had  him  die  ? 

Dor.  Faith,  I  would  have  had  him  roaited  like  a 

warden  *', 

In  a  brown  paper,  and  no  more  talk  on't;  or 
A  feather  ftuck  in's  head  like  a  quail ;  or  hang'd  him 
In  a  dog-collar  :  What,  fhould  he  be  beheaded? 
We  (hall  ha'  it  grow  fo  bafe  fhortly,  gentlemen 
Will  be  out  of  love  with  it. 

Ntfus.  I  wonder 
From  whence  this  love  of  the  dwarf  firft  fprung? 

Dor.  From  an  old  lecherous  pair  of  breeches,  that 
Lay  upon  a  wench  to  keep  her  warm;  for  certainly 
They  are  no  man's  work ;  and  I'm  fure  a  monkey 
Would  get  one  of  the  guard  to  this  fellow  ! 
He  was  no  bigger  than  a  fmall  portmanteau, 
And  much  about  that  making,  if 't  had  legs. 

Age.  But,  gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  prince  ? 

Nifus.  Ay,  concerning  his  being  fent  I  know  not 
whither. 

Dor.  Why  then,  he  will  come  home  I  know  not  When. 
You  (hall  pardon  me ;  I  will  talk  no  more 
Of  this  fubjeft,  but  fay,  Gods  be  with  him, 
Where-e'er  he  is,  and  fend  him  well  home  again ! 
For  why  he  is  gone,  or  when  he  will  return, 
Let  them  know  that  directed  him  !  Only  this, 

i!  likt  a  warden.]  A  <warde  n  is  a  fear,  which  is  frequently  men 
tioned  by  Contemporary  writers.  ^- 

There's 
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There's  mad  morifcoes  in  the  ftate; 

But  what  they  are,  I'll  tell  you  when  I  know. 

Come,  let's  go,  hear  all,  and  fay  nothing  ! 

Content.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Timantus  and  Telamon. 

Tel.  Timantus,  is  the  duke  ready  yet  ? 

Tim.  Almoft. 

Tel.  What  ails  him  ? 

Tim.  Faith,  I  know  not;  I  think  he  has  dream'd 
He's  but  eighteen  •,  has  been  worfe  fince  he  fent  you 
Forth  for  the  frizzling-iron. 

Tel.  That  can't  be  ; 

He  lay  in  gloves  all  night,  and  this  morning  I 
Brought  him  a  new  perriwig,  with  a  lock  at  it",  and 
Knock'd  up  a  fwing  in's  chamber. 

Tim.  Oh,  but  fmce, 

His  taylor  came,  and  they  have  fallen  out 
About  the  fafhion  of  his  cloaths  ;  and  yonder's 
A  fellow  come,  has  bor'd  a  hole  in's  ear  "  -, 
And  h'  has  befpake  a  vaulting-horfe.  You  fhall  fee  him 
Come  forth  prefently  :  He  looks  like  Winter, 
Stuck  here  and  there  with  frefh  flowers. 

Tel.  Will  he  not 
Tilt,  think  you  ? 

Tim.  I  think  he  will. 

Tel.  What  does  he  mean  to  do  ? 

Tim.  I  know  not  ; 

But,  by  this  light,  I  think  he  is  in  love  ! 
He  would  ha'  been  fhaved  but  for  me. 

Tel.  In  love  ? 
With  whom  ? 


"  With  a  lock  at  it;]  i.  e.  A  love-lock.  The  allufion  is  (as  I)iV 
Warburton  obferves  in  a  note  on  Much  Ado  About  Nothing)  to  the 
fantaftical  cuftom  in  our  Poets'  days,  of  men  wearing  *  a  favourite 
4  lock  of  hair,  which  was  brought  before,  tied  with  ribands,  and 

•  called  a  love-lock.     Againft  this  falhion,  Prynne  wrote  his  treatife, 

*  called  the  Unlovelinefs  of  Love-Locks.' 

z>  A  hole  ins  ear  ;]  i.e.  For  an  ear-ring^  by  means  of  which  the< 
love -lock  was  brought  If:  fore. 

•    Tim, 
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Tim.  I  could  guefs,  but  you  ihall  pardon  mej 
He  will  take  me  along  with  him  fome  whither. 

Tel.  I  over-heard  him  aik  your  opinion  of 
Somebody's  beauty. 

Tim.  Yes  ;  there  it  goes*  that  makes  him 
So  youthful.     And  he  has  laid  by  his  crutch, 
And  halts  now  with  a  leading  ftaff. 

Enter  Leontius,  with  a  ftaff  and  a  iooking-glafs± 

Leon.  Timantus ! 

I'm.  Sir. 

Leon.  This  feather  is  not  large  enough. 

Tim.  Yes,  faith, 
'Tis  fuch  an  one  as  the  reft  of  the  young  gallants  wean 

Leon.  Telamon,  does  it  do  well  ? 

Tel.  Sir,  it  becomes  you, 
Or  you  become  it,  the  rarelieft 

Leon.  Away  !  doft  think  fo  ? 

Tel.  Think,  Sir  ?  I  know  it.— 
Sir,  the  princefs  is  paft  all  hope  of  life 
Since  the  dwarf  was  put  to  death. 

Leon.  Let  her  be  fo  ; 

I  have  other  matters  in  hand.     But  this  fame  taylof 
Angers  me  ;  he  has  made  my  doublet  fo  wide  ! 
And  fee,  the  knave  has  put  no  points  at  my  arm! 

Tim.  Thofe  will  be  put-to  quickly,  Sir* 
Upon  any  occafion. 

Leon.  Telamon, 
Have  you  bid  this  dancer  come  a-mornings  ? 

Tel.  Yes,  Sir. 

Leon.  Timantus,  let  me  fee  the  glafs  again  ; 
Ltyok  you  how  carelefs  you  are  grown  !  is  this  tooth 
Well  put  in  ? 

Tim.  Which,  Sir? 

Leon.  Thisj  Sir* 

Tim.  It  fhall  be. 

Tel.  Methinks  that  tooth  fhould  put  hirri 
In  mind  on's  years  !  and  Timantus  (lands,-  as  if 
(Seeing  the  duke  in  fuch  a  youthful  habit) 
He  wereloqking  in  his  mouth  how  old  he  were. 

VOL.  IX.  G  g  1*9*. 
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Leon.  So,  fo  ! 

Vel.  Will  you  have  your  gown,  Sir  ? 

Leon.  My  gown  ? 

Why,  am  I  fick  ?  Bring  me  my  fword  !  let  a  couple 
Of  the  great  horfes  he  brought  out  for  us.  [Exit  fel. 

Tim.  He'll  kill  himfdf.— Why,  will  you  ride,  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Ride  ? 
Doft  thou  think  I  cannot  ride  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  yes,  Sir, 

I  know  it :  But,  as  I  conceive  your  journey, 
You'd  have  it  private  ;  and  then  you  were  better  take 
A  coach. 

Leon.  Thefe  coaches  make  me  fick  :  Yet,  'tis 
No  matter ;  let  it  be  fo. 

"Enter  lelamon  iscith  ajwwd. 

Vel.  Sir,  here's  your  fword. 

Leon.    Oh,  well  faid ;    let  me  fee   it !     I    could, 

methinks — 

Why,Telamon,  bi  ing  me  another !  what,  think'ft  thou 
I'll  wear  a  fword  in  vain  ? 

1'el.  He  has  not  ftrength 
Enough  to  draw  it :  \ 

A  yoke  of  fleas  tied  to  a  hair  would  have  drawn  it. 
'Tis  out,  Sir,  now ;  the  fcabbard  is  broke. 

Leon.  Oh,  put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it! 
Methinks,  I'm  not  drefs'd  'till  I  feel  my  fword  on. 
Telamon,  if  any  of  my  council  afk  for  me, 
Say  I  am  gone  to  take  the  air. 

cThn.  He  has  not 

Been  drefs'd  this  twenty  years  thus  **'.     If  this  vein 
Hold  but  a  week,  hc'il  learn  to  play  o'th'  bafe-viol, 
And  fing  to't :  He's  poetical  already  ; 
For  I  have  fpied  a  fonnet  of  his  making 
Lie  by  his  bed's  fide  :  I'll  be  fo  unmannerly 
To  read  it.  [Exeunt. 

Cleopbilay  Hero,  and  Hidafpcs  in  a  led,  difccvered.   ' 
Hid.  He's  dead,  he's  dead,  and  I  am  following  ! 

}  Ibis  twenty  years  \\\m]  former  editions.  Se-ivara. 

Ceo. 
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Cleo.  Afk  Cupid  mercy,  madam ! 
Hid.  Oh,  my  heart ! 
Cleo.  Help  ! 
Hero.  Stir  her ! 
Hid.  Oh,  oh! 

Cleo.  She's  going;  wretched  women  that  we  are! 
Look  to  her,  and  I'll  pray  the  while.         [Sbe  kneels. 

Hero.  Why,  madam 

Cleo.  Cupid,  pardon  what  is  paft, 

And  forgive  our  fins  at  laft; 

Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more, 

But  thy  deity  adore  : 

Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight, 

And  will  tread  a  dance  at  nisht, 

O        ' 

In  the  fields,  or  by  the  fire, 
With  the  youths  that  have  defire — • 
How  does  (he  yet  ? 
Hero.  Oh,  ill! 

Cleo.  Given  ear-rings  we  will  wear, 
Bracelets  of  our  lovers'  hair, 
Which  they  on  our  arms  mail  twift, 
With  their  names  carv'd,  on  ourwrift; 
All  the  money  that  we  owe 
We  in  tokens  will  beftow ; 
And  learn  to  write,  that,  when 'tis  fent, 
Only  our  loves  know  what  is  meant. 
Oh,  then  pardon  what  is  pail, 
And  forgive  our  fins  at  laft  ! 
What,  mends  me  ? 

Hero.  Nothing;    you  do   it  not  wantonly;    you 
mould  fing. 

Cleo.  Why 

Hero.  Leave,  leave  !  'tis  now  too  late  :  She's  dead, 
Her  laft  is  breath'd* 

Cleo.  What  mall  we  do  ? 

Hero.  Go  run,  [Exit  Cleo, 

And  tell  the  duke ;  and,  whilft,  1*11  clofe  her  eyes. 
Thus  1  (hut  thy  faded  light, 
And  put  it  in  eternal  night. 

G  cr  a  Where 
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Where  is  me  can  boldly  fay, 
Tho'  Ihe  be  as  frefh  as  May, 
She  Ihall  not  by  this  corpfe  be  laid, 
Ere  tomorrow's  light  do  fade  ? 
Let  us  all  now  living  be 
Warn'd  by  thy  ftrid  chaftity, 
And  marry  all  fad  as  we  can  ! 
'Till  then  we  keep  a  piece  of  man 
Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it : 
Soon  may  every  maid  beftow  it !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bacha  and  her  Maid. 

Bacha.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid.  Forfooth,  there's  a  gallant  coach  at  the  door,, 
And  the  brave  old  man  in't,  that  you  faid  was  the  duke. 

Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  be  taken  ! 

Maid.  He's  coming  up,  and  looks  the  fwaggering' ft, 
And  has  fuch  glorious  cloaths  ! 

Bacha.  Let  all  the  houfe  feem  fad  u,  and  fee  all 
handfome ! 

Enter  Leontius  and  'Timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  widow,  fly  not  back  -,  we  come  not  now 
To  chide  j  itand  up,  and  bid  me  welcome. 

Bacha.  To  a  poor  widow's  houfe,  that  knows  no  end 
Of  her  ill  fortune,  your  highnefs  is  moft  welcome. 

Z,*0/z.Come,  kifs  me  then !  this  is  but  manners, widow : 
Ne'er  fling  your  head  afide !  1  have  more  caufc 
Of  grief  than  you  •,  my  daughter's  dead  :  But  what  ? 
fTis  nothing. — Is  the  .rough  French  horfe  brought  to 

th'  door  ? 

They  fay  he  is  a  high  goer ;  I  fliall  foon  try 
His  mettle. 

Tim.  He  will  be,  Sir,  and  the  grey 
Barbary  -,  they're  fiery  both. 
^  Leon.  They  are  the  better  : 

a*  Let  all  the  houfe  fee  me/W.]  Both  the  ienle  and  meafure  con 
firm  a  very  juft  emendation  of  Mr.  Theobald's  here  ;  ftem  for  fee  me. 
JVlr.  Sj'inpfon  has  fince  fent  me  the  kme  coneition.  Se^ard. 

Before 
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Before  the  gods,  I'm  lightfome,  very  lightfome  ! 
How  doft  thou  like  me,  widow  ? 

Bacba.  As  a  perfon 
In  whom  all  graces  are. 

Leon.  Come,  come,  you  flatter ! 
I'll  clap  your  cheek  for  that ;  and  you  fhall  not 
Be  angry.     Haft  no  mi1. fie  ?  Now  could  I  cut 
Three  times  with  cafe,  and  do  a  crois  point,  mould 
Shame  all  your  gallants  ! 

Bacha.  I  do  believe  you  \ — and  yourfelf  too  : 
Lord,  what  a  fine  old  zany  my  love  has  made  him ! 
He's  mine,  I'm  fure :  Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for  him! 

Leon.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art,  my  pretty  fweet- 
heart  ? 

Vim.  Your  Grace  will  not  buy  her  ?  {he  may  trip,Sir! 

Bacba.  My  forrow  mews  me  elder  than  I  am 
By  many  years. 

Leon.  Thou  art  fo  witty  I 
Muft  kifs  again. 

Tim.  Indeed  her  age  lies  not 
In  her  mouth  •,  ne'er  look  it  there,  Sir:  She  has 
A  better  regifter,  if  it  be  not  burnt. 

Leon.  I  will  kifs  thee : — I  am  afire,  Timantus ! 

'Tim.  Can  you  chufe,  Sir,  having  fuch  heav'nly  fire 
Before  you  ? 

Leon.  Widow,  guefs  wh^  I  come ;  I  prithee  do. 

Bacha.  I  cannot,  Sir,  unleis  you  be  pleas'd  to  make 
A  mirth  out  of  my  rudenefs  •,  and  that  I  hope 
Your  pity  will  not  let  you,  the  iubject  is 
So  barren. — Bite,  king,  bite!  PI!  let  you  play  a  while. 

Leon.  Now,  as  I'm  an  honed  man,  I'll  tell  thee  truly. 
How  many  foot  did  I  jump  yeiterday, 
Timantus.? 

'Tim.  Fourteen  of  your  own,  and  fomc 
Three  fingers. 

Bacba.  This  fellow  lies  as  lightly, 
As  if  he  were  in  cut  taffata  : 
Alas,  g~>od  almanack,  get  thee  to  bed, 
And  icji  what  weather  we  fhall  have  tomorrow  ! 

G  g  3  Leon. 
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Leon.  Widow,  I'm  come,  in  fhort,  to  be  a  fuitor. 

Bacha.  For  whom  ? 

Leon.  Why,  by  my  troth,  I  come  to  wooe  thee,  wench, 
And  win  thee,  for  myfelf :  Nay,  look  upon  me  ! 
I  have  about  me  that  will  do  it, 

Bacha.  Now  Heaven  defend  me  !  Your  whore i;  ? 
You  mail  never — I  thank  the  gods,  I  have 
A  little  left  me  to  keep  me  warm  and  honefl : 
If  your  Grace  take  not  that,  I  feek  no  more. 

Leon.  I  am  fo  far  from  taking  any  thing, 
I'll  add  unto  thee, 

Bacha.  Such  additions  may 
Be  for  your  eafe,  Sir,  not  my  honefty  ; 
I'm  well  in  being  fingle ;  good  Sir,  feek  another; 
I  am  no  meat  for  money. 

Lecn.  Shall  I  fight  for  thee  ? 
This  fword  mall  cut  his  throat  that  dares  lay  claim 
But  to  a  finger  of  thee,  but  to  a  look  ; 
I  would  fee  fuch  a  fellow  J 

Bacha.  It  would  be 

But  a  cold  fight  to  you  !  This  is  the  father  of 
St.  George  a-footback  :   Can  fuch  dry  mummy  talk  ? 

'Tim.  Before  the  gods,  your  Grace  looks  like  ./Eneas. 

Bacha.  He  looks  like  his  old  father  upon  his  back, 
Crying  to  get  aboard. 

Leon.  How  (hall  I  win  thy  love  ?  I  pray  thee  tell  me, 
I'll  marry  thee,  if  thou  defireft  that : 
That  is  an  honed  courfe,  (I'm  in  good  earned) 
And  prefently  within  this  hour  (I  am  mad  for  thee) : 
Prithee  deny  me  not;  for  as  I  live 
I'll  pine  for  thee,  but  I'll  have  thee  ! 

Bacha.  Now  he  is  in  the  toil,  I'll  hold  him  fall. 

I'm.  You  do  not  know  what  'tis  to  be  a  queen  : 

}  Tour  ivhore  fiall  never.  ]  Thefrnfe  and  meafure  being  both  de- 
feclive,  I  have  put  in  the  nation!  vvpids  that  fupply  both.  Stnvard. 

Seward  reads,  Your  whore  \jjitilibziu--ver'.- — The  quarto  of  1635 
fays,  Tour  whore  you  fiall  m'jf^t  vtftifh  words,  with  the  help  of  a 
point  of  interrogation,  aift^flKjdMf  S3  a  broken  ientence,  make 
much  the  belt  reading. 

Go 
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Go  toi6-,  you're  made!  What  the  old  man  falls  fhort  of, 
There's  others  can  eekout,when  you  pleafeto  call on'em. 

Bacba.  \  underhand  you  hot. — Love,  I  adore  thee  1 — 
Sir,  an  my  knees  I  give  you  hearty  thanks, 
For  fo  much  honouring  your  humble  handmaid 
Above  her  birth,  far  more  her  weak  defervings. 
1  dare  not  trufb  the  envious  tongues  of  all 
That  mull  repine  at  my  unworthy  rifmg ; 
Bcfide,  you've  many  fair  ones  in  your  kingdom, 
Born  to  iuch  worth  :  Oh,  turn  yourfelf  about, 
And  make  a  noble  choice! 

Lewi.  If  I  do,  let  me  familh  !  I  will  have  thee, 
Or  break  up  houfe,  and  board  here. 

Eacha.  Sir,  you  may 

Command  an  unwilling  woman  to  obey  you  : 
But  Heaven  knows 

Leon.  No  more  !  thefe  half-a-dozen  khTes, 
And  this  jewel,  and  every  thing  I  have, 
And  away  with  me,  and  clap  it  up  j  and  have 
A  boy  by  morning  i — Timantus,  let  one  be  fent 
Poll  for  my  fbn  again  -,  and  for  Ifmenus  ! 
They  are  fcarce  twenty  miles  on  their  way  yet : 
By  that  time,  we'll  be  married. 

'Tim.  There  fhall,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


ACT         III. 


Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor*  and 
Nifus.  T  S   not  this  a  fine  marriage  ? 

Age.  Yes,  yes  ;  let  it  alone. 
Dor.   Ay,  ay,  the  king  may  marry  whom  he  lift. 

16  Gn  too  you  mayd  ,  what,  &c.]  The  Editors  of  1750  read, 
Goto,  you're  mad,  ELSE  what,  t5c.  which  Seward  believes  'will 
4  be  affented  to  by  every  Reader.'  As  the  word  elfe  is  not  in  the 
copy  of  1635,  we  fuppoije  it  interpolated  ;  and  may4  furely  is  only  an 
OKiiog:aph:c.;l  error.  So,  in  the  Winter's  Tale, 

'  — —  You'ie  a  made  old  man.'  K. 

G  g  4  Let's 


472     CUPID'S     REVENGE, 

Let's  talk  of  other  matters. 

Nifus.  Is  the  prince 
Coming  home  certainly  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes ;  he  \vas 

Sent  poft  for  yefterday  :  Let's  make  hafte !  we'll  fee 
How  his  new  mother-in-law  will  entertain  him. 

Nifus.  Why,  well,  I  warrant  you  :  Did  you  not  mark, 
How  humbly  flie  carried  herfelf  to  us  on 
Her  marriage-day,  acknowledging  her  own 
Unworthinefs,  and  that  (he  would  be  our  fervant  ? 

Dor.  But  mark  what's  done  ! 

N?fus.  Regard  not  fhqw ! 

Age.  Oh,  God  ! 

I  knew  her  \vhen  I  have  been  ofiPer'd  her 
To  be  brought  to  my  bed  for  five  pounds  ;  whether 
It  could  have  been  perform'd  or  no,  I  know  not. 

Nifus.  Her  daughter  is  a  pretty  lady. 

Dor.  Yes; 

And  having  had  but  mean  bringing  up, 
It  talks  the  prettilieft  and  innocentlieft  ! 
The  queen  will  be  fo  angry  to  hear  her  betray 
Her  breeding  by  her  language  !  But  I'm  periuaded 
She's  well  difpos'd. 

Age.  I  think  better  than  her  mother. 

Nifus.  Come,  we  flay  too  long.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  I/menus.. 

Jfm.  How  now,  man  ?  (truck  deaci  with  a  tale  ? 
Leuc.  No? 
But  with  a  truth. 

Ifm.  Stand  of  yourfelf :  Can  you  endure  blows, 
And  ihrink  at  words  ? 

Leuc.  Thou  know'ft  I've  told  thee  all. 
•  Jfm.  But  that's  all  nothing  to  make  you  thus ;  your 

filler- 
Is  dead. 

Leuc.  That's  much  -,  but  not  the  moft. 
Jfm.  Why,  for  the  other, 
Let  her  marry  and  hang  i  it  is  no  purpos'd  fault 

Of 
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Of  yours  !  and  if  your  father  will  needs  have 
Your  caft  whore,  you  lhall  fhew  the  duty  of 
A  child  better  in  being  contented,  and 
Bidding  much  good  do  his  good  old  heart  with  hera 
Than  in  repining  thus  at  it :  Let  her  go  !  what ! 
There  are  more  wenches,  man ;  we'll  have  another. 
Leuc.  Oh,  thou  art  vain ;  thou  know'ft  I  do  not 

love  her. 

What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  would  my  tongue  had  led  me 
To  any  other  thing,  but  blafphemy, 
So  I  had  rrn'fs'd  commending  of  this  woman, 
Whom  I  mufb  reverence,  now  fhe  is  my  mother ! 
My  fin,  Ifmenus,  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 
And  I  befeech  thee  to  be  warn'd  by  me, 
And  do  not  lie  !  If  any  man  fhould  afk  thee 
But  How  thou  doftj  or  What  o'clock  'tis  now, 
Be  fure  thou  do  not  lie !  Make  no  excufe 
For  him  that  is  moft  near  thee !  never  let 
The  moft  officious  falfliocd ay  'fcape  thy  tongue ! 
For  they  above  (that  are  entirely  truth) 
Will  make  that  feed  which  thou  haft  fown  of  lies, 
Yield  miferies  a  thouiand-fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 

Enter  'Timantus. 

im.  Sir,  your  highnefs  is  welcome  home !  the  king 

queen  will  prefently  come  forth  to  you. 
Lcuc.  I'll  wait  on  them. 
1'im.  Worthy  Ifmenus,  I  pray  you, 
How  have  you  fped  in  your  wars  ? 
IJm.  This  rogue  motks  me  !  — 
Well,  Timantus.     Pray  how  have  you  fped  here 
At  home  at  fhuffleboard  ? 
*Tim.  Faith,  reafonable. 

How  many  towns  have  you  taken  in  this  fummer  ? 
Jfm.  How  many  ftags  have  you  been  at  the  death 
of  this  grafs  ? 

*7  Officious  fal/bood.]  Officious  feems  here  to  relate  to  duty,  office. 
It  ib/imiiariy  ufcd  by  the  fame  fpeaker  in  p.  461, 
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fim..  A  number.  Pray  how  is  the  province  fettled? 

IJm.  Prithee  How  does  the  dun  nag  ? 

Tim.  I  think  you  mock  me, 
:ord. 

IJm.  Mock  thee  ?  Yes,  by  my  troth  do  I ; 
Why,  what  wouldft  thou  have  me  do  with  thee  ? 
Art  good  for  any 'thing  elfe  ? 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacha,  Dorialus,  Agenor>  Ntfus,  c.nd 
Telamon. 

Leuc.  My  good  Ifmenns,  hold  me  by  the  wrifl ! 
And  if  thou  fee'ft  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard, 
For  I  fhall  fwoon  again  elfe  !  [Kneels. 

Leon.  Welcome,  my  fon  !  Rife.  I  did  fend  for  thee 
Back  from  the  province,  by  thy  mother's  counfel, 
Thy  good  mother  here,  who  loves  thee  well : 
She  would  not  let  me  venture  all  my  joy 
Amongil  my  enemies.     I  thank  thee  for  her,1 
And  none  but  thee :  I  took  her  on  thy  word. 

Leuc.  Pinch  harder ! 

,'Leon.  And  (lie  ftiall  bid  thee  welcome.  I  have  now- 
Some  near  affairs,  but  I  will  drink  a  health 
To  thee  anon.     Come,  Telamon  !  I'm  grown 
Lu flier,  I  thank  thee  for  it,  fmce  I  married ; 
Why,  Telamon,  I  can  Hand  now  alone, 
And  never  ftagger.  [Exeunt  Leon,  and  FeL 

Bacha.  Welcome,moft  noble  Sir,whofe  fame  is  come 
Hither  before  you  ! — Out,  alas  !  you  fcorn  me, 
And  teach  me  what  to  do. 

Leuc.  Noj  you  are 
My  mother. 

•Bacha.  Far  unworthy  of  that  name, 
God  knows  !  But  truft  me,  here  before  thefe  lords, 
I  am  no  more  but  nurfe  unto  the  duke ; 
Nor  will  I  breed  a  faction  in  the  ftate  : 
It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I  am  rais'd 
Unto  his  bed,  and  will  remain  the  fervant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leuc.  Madam,  I  will  ferve  you 
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As  (hall  become  me. — Oh,  difTembline;  woman  ! 

*j 

Whom  I  muft  reverence  tho'.  Take  from  thy  quiver, 
Sure-aim'd  Apollo,  one  of  thy  fwift  darts, 
Headed  with  thy  confuming  golden  beams, 
And  let  it  melt  this  body  into  mid, 
That  none  may  find  it ! 

Bacha.  Shall  I  beg,  my  lords, 
This  room  in  private  for  the  prince  and  me  ? 

[Exeunt  all  but  Leuc.  and  Bacha* 

Leuc.  What  will  fhe  fay  now  ? 

Bacha.  I  muft  ftill  enjoy  him  : 
Yet  there  is  ftill  left  in  me  a  fpark  of  woman, 
That  wifhes  he  would  move  it ;   but  he  ftands 
As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  eyes  on  earth. — 
Sir,  you  and  I,  when  we  were  laft  together, 
Kept  not  this  diftance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blafting  by  ourfelves. 

Leuc.  Madam,  'tis  true  ; 
Heay'n  pardon  it ! 

Bacha.  Amen !  Sir,  you  may  think 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  frrange  marriage. 

Leuc.  It  is  paft  now. 

Bacha.  But  'twas  no  fault  of  mine : 
The  world  had  call'd  me'mad,  had  I  refus'd 
The  king  •,  nor  laid  I  any  train  to  catch  him, 
'Twas  your  own  oaths  that  did  it. 

Leuc.  'Tis  a  truth, 

That  takes  my  fleep  away !  But  'would  to  Heav'n, 
If  it  had  fo  been  pleas'd,  you  had  refus'd  him, 
Tho'  I  had  gratified  that  courtefy 
With  having  you  myfelf !  But  fmce  'tis  thus, 
I  do  befeech  you  that  you  will  be  honefl 
From  henceforth ;  and  not  abufe  his  credulous  age, 
Which  you  may  cafily  do.     As  for  myfelf, 
What  I  can  fay,  you  know,  alas,  too  well, 
Js  tied  within  me  ;  here  it  will  fit  like  lead, 
But  fhall  offend  no  other;  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  entrance  into  any  mirth, 
As  if  a  fervant  came,  and  whifper'd  with  me 

Of 
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Of  fome  friend's  death  :  But  I  will  bear  myfelf,. 

To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 

A  fon  owes  to  a  mother :  More  than  this 

Is  not  in  me,  but  I  muft  leave  the  reft 

TTo  the  juft  gods,  who,  in  their  blefied  time, 

When  they  have  given  me  punifhment  enough 

For  my  rafh  fin,  will  mercifully  find 

As  unexpected  means  to  eafe  my  grief, 

As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bacha.  Grown  fo  godly  ? 
This  muft  not  be.     And  I  will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a  natural  mother  ought ; 
And  for  my  honefty,  fo  you  will  fwear 
Never  to  urge  me,  I  fhall  keep  it  fafe 
From  any  other. 

Leuc.  Blefs  me  !  I  fhould  urge  you  ? 

Bacha.  Nay,  but  fwear  then  that  I  may  be  at  peace! 
For  I  do  feel  a  weaknefs  in  myfelf, 
That  can  deny  you  nothing :  If  you  tempt  me, 
I  fhall  embrace  fin  as  it  were  a  friend, 
And  run  to  meet  it. 

Leuc.  If  you  knew  how  far 
If  were  from  me,  you  would  not  uro;e  an  oath ; 
But  for  your  fatisfaction,  When  I  tempt  you — — 

Bacha.  Swear  not. — I  cannot  move  him. — This 

fad  talk, 

Of  things  paft  help,  docs  not  become  u?  well : 
Shall  I  fend  one  for  my  muficians,  and  we'll  dance  ? 

Leuc.  Dance,  madam? 

Macba.  Yes,   a  lavalta. 

Leuc.  I  cannot  dance,  madam. 

Bacba.  Then  let's  be  merry  ! 

Leuc .  I  am  as  my  fortunes  bid  me  j 
Do  not  you  fee  me  fowr  ? 

Bc.cha.  Yes. 
And  why  think  you  I  finile  ? 

Leuc.  I  am  fo  far 

From  any  joy  myfelf,  I  cannot  fancy 
A  qaufe  of  mirth. 
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'Bacha.  I'll  tell  you ;  we're  alone. 

Leuc.  Alone  ? 

Bacha.  Yes. 

Leuc.  'Tis  true ;  what  then  ? 

Bacha.  What  then  ?  you  make  my  fmiling  now 
Break  into  laughter !   What  think  you  is 
To  be  done  then  ? 

Leuc.  We  fhould  pray  to  Heaven 
For  mercy. 

Bacha.  Pray  ?  that  were  a  way  indeed 
To  pafs  the  time  !  But  I  will  make  you  blufh, 
To  fee  a  bafhful  woman  teach  a  man 
What  we  fhould  do  alone  j  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leuc.  I  dare  not  think 
I  underfland  you ! 

Bacba.  I  muft  teach  you  then : 
Come,  kifs  me. 

Leuc.  Kifs  you  ? 

Bacha.  Yes  j  be  not  afham'd ! 
You  did  it  not  yourfelf ;  I  will  forgive  you. 

Leuc.  Keep,  you  difpleafed  gods,  the  due  refpect 
I  ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman, 
As  fhe  is  now  my  mother !  hafte  within  me, 
Left  I  add  fins  to  fins,  'till  no  repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bacha.  Leave  thefe  melancholy  moods, 
That  I  may  fwear  thee  welcome  on  thy  lips 
A  thoufand  times  ! 

Leuc.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk : 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  father's  wrong 
May  urge  me.    '• 

Bacha.  I  am  carelefs,  and  do  weigh, 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  love :  Miftake  me  not; 
Thy  love,  as  I  have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is,  within  itfelf :  What  fay  you  ? 

Leuc.  Nothing. 

Batba*  Pity  me  !  behojd  a  duchefs 

Kneels 
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Kneels  for  thy  mercy;  and  I  fwear  to  you, 
Tho'  I  fhould  lie  with  you,  it  is  no  luftj 
For  it  defires  no  change :  I  could  with  you 
Content  myfelf.     What  anfwer  will  you  give  ? 

Leuc.  They  that  can  anfwer  muft  be  lefs  amaz'd 
Than  I  am  now !  You  fee  my  tears  deliver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Baeba.  Shall  I  be  contemn'd  ? 
Thou  art  a  beaft,  worfe  than  a  favage  beaft, 
To  let  a  lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a  right  man  would  offer. 

Leuc.  'Tis  your  will,  Heav'n  ; 
But  let  me  bear  me  like  myfelf,  however 
She  does ! 

Bacha.  Were  you  made  an  eunuch,  fmce  you  went 

hence  ? 

Yet  they  have  more  defire  than  I  can  find 
In  you.     How  fond  was  I  to  beg  thy  love ! 
I'll  force  thee  to  my  will :  Doft  thou  not  know 
That  1  can  make  the  king  dote  at  my  lift  ? 
Yield  quickly,  or  by  Heav'n  I'll  have  thee  kept 
In  prifon  for  my  purpofe  ! 

Where  I  will  make  thee  ferve  my  turn,  and  have  thee 
Fed  with  fuch  meats  as  bell  fhall  fit  my  ends, 
And  not  thy  health. — Why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? — 
And  when  thou  doft  difpleafe  me,  and  art  grown 
Lefs  able  to  perform,  then  I  will  have  thee 
Kili'd  and  forgotten  ! — Are  you  ftricken  dumb  ? 

Leuc.  All  you  have  nam'd,  but  making  of  me  fin 
With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that, 
Say  what  you  will :  I'll  hear  you  as  becomes  me, 
If  you  fpeak ;  I  will  not  follow  your  counfel, 
Neither  will  I  tell  the  world  to  your  difgrace, 
But  give  you  the  juft-hononr  that  is  due 
From  me  to  my  father's  wife. 

Bacha.  Lord,  how  full 

Of  wife  formality  are  you  grown  of  late  ! — 
But  you  were  telling  me  you  could  have  wifh'd 
That  I  had  married  you  :  If  you  will  fwear  fo  yet, 

I'll 
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I'll  make  away  the  king. 

Leuc.  You  are  a  (trumpet 

Bacha.  Nay,  I  care  not 
For  all  your  railings  ;  they  will  batter  walls 
And  take  in  towns,  as  foon  as  trouble  me : 
Tell  him !  I  care  not  j  I  fhall  undo  you  only, 
Which  is  no  matter. 
•  Ltuc.  I  appeal  to  you 
Still,  and  for  ever,  that  are  and  cannot 
Be  other  ! — Madam,  I  fee  'tis  in  your  power 
To  work  your  will  on  him ;  and  I  defire  you 
To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  my  wifh'd  death, 
But  fuffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave 
In  peace :  Alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong. 
And  further,  I  befeech  you  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  word  I  gave  you ;  for  however 
You  may  deferve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  fo ;  but  pafTion  urges  me 
I  know  not  whither.    My  heart,  break  now, 
And  eafe  me  ever ! 

Bacha.  Pray  yon  get  you  hence 
Wi'  your  goodly  humour  !  I  am  weary  of  you 
Extremely. 

Leuc.  Truft  me,  fo  am  I  of  myfclf  too : 
Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave.  Gods  fet  all  right !  [Exit. 

Bacha.  Amen!  Sir,  get  you  gone! — 
Am  I  denied  ?  It  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I  have  mov'd,  but  that  I  am  refus'd : 
I've  loft  my  patience  !  I  will  make  Kim  know 
I  .,u  ft  is  not  love;  for  In  ft  will  find  a  mate 
While  there  are  men,  and  fo  will  I,  and  more 

Enter  'Timantus. 

Than  one,  or  twenty! — Yonder  is  Timantus, 
A  fellow  void  of  any  worth  to  raife  himfelf, 
And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up  -,  him  will  I  make 
Mine  own. — Timantus  ! 
Tim.  Madam  ? 

Bacha. 
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Bacha.  Thou  know'ft  well 

Thou  wert,  by  chance,  a  means  of  this  my  raifing  ; 
Brought  the  duke  to  me  j  and,  tho'  'twere  but  chance, 
I  muft  reward  thee. 

I'm.  I  fhall  bend  my  fervice 
Unto  your  highnefs. 

Bacha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every  thing  j 
And  tell  me,  couldft  thou  now  think  that  thing 
Thou  wouldft  not  do  for  me  ? 

'Tim.  No,  by  my  foul,  madam. 

Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 

Go  to  my  lodging,  and  I'll  follow  thee.      [Exit  Tim. 
With  my  inftruction,  I  do  fee  already, 
This  prince,  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead  ! 
Yet  will  I  never  fpeak  an  evil  word 
Unto  his  father  of  him,  'till  I  have 
Won  a  belief  I  love  him ;  but  I'll  make 
His  virtues  his  undoing,  and  my  praifes 
Shall  be  fo  many  fwords  againft  his  bread : 
Which  once  perform'd,  I'll  make  Urania, 
My  daughter,  the  king's  heir,  and  plant  my  ifTuc 
In  this  large  throne ;  nor  lhall  it  be  withftood : 
They  that  begin  in  luft,  rnuft  end  in  blood  !     [Exif< 

Enter  Dorialiis,  AgenQj\  and  Nifus. 

Dor.  We  live  to  know  a  fine  time,  gentlemen. 

Nifus.  And  a  fine  duke,  that  thro'  his  doting  age 
Suffers  himfelf  to  be  a  child  again, 
Under  his  wife's  tuition. 

Age.  All  the  land 

Holds  in  that  tenure  too,  in  woman's  fervice : 
Sure  we  fhall  learn  to  fpin  ! 

Dor.  No,  that's  too  honeft ; 
We  fhall  have  other  liberal  fciences 
Taught  us  too  foon  :  Lying  and  flattering, 
Thofe  are  the  ftudies  now  !  and  murder  fhortly 
I  know  will  be  humanity.     Gentlemen, 
If  we  live  here  we  muft  be  knaves,    believe  it. 

Nifus.  I  cannot  tell,  my  lord  Dorialusi  tho' my' 

Qwa 
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Own  nature  hate  it,  if  all  determine  to  be  knaves, 
I'll  try  what  I  can  do  upon  myfelf,  that's  certain :' 
I  will  not  have  my  throat  cut  for  my  goodnefs  -, 
The  virtue  will  not  quit  the  pain. 

Age.  But  pray  you  tell  me, 
Why  is  the  prince,  now  ripe  and  full  experienc'd, 
Not  made  a  doer  in  the  ftate zs  ? 

Nifus.  Becaufe  he's  honeft. 

Enter  I'imantus. 

I'm.  Goodnefs  attend  your  honours  ! 

Dor.  You  mull  not  be  amongft  us  then. 

'Tim.  The  duche.fs, 

Whofe  humble  fervant  I  am  proud  to  be, 
Would  fpeak  with  you. 

.  Age.  Sir,  we  are  pleas'd  to  wait ; 
When  is  it  ? 

^im.  An  hour  hence,  my  good  lords  : 
And  fo  I  leave  my  fervice.  [Exit. 

Dor.  This  is  one 

Of  her  ferrets  that  flie  boults  bufmefs  out  withal  : 
This  fellow,  if  he  were  well  ript,  has  all 
The  linings  of  a  knave  within  him :  How  fly  he  looks  ! 

Nifus.,  Have  we  nothing  about  our  cloaths  that  he 
May  catch  at  ? 

Age.  O'  my  confcience,  there  is 
No  treafon  in  my  doublet !  if  there  be, 
My  elbows  will  difcover  it,  they're  out. 

Dor.  Faith, 

And  all  the  harm  that  I  can  find  in  mine 
Is,  that  they  are  not  paid  for;  let  him 
Make  what  he  can  of  that,  fo  he  difcharge  it. 
Come,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bacha,  Leontius,  and  Telamon. 

fiacha.  And  you  fhall  find,  Sir,  what 
A  bleffing  Heaven  gave  you  in  fuch  a  fon. 

28  Not  made  a  dore  in  the  Jlatt?~\  Corrected  in  1750. 

VOL.  IX.  H  h  Leon. 
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Leon.  Pray  gods  I  may  !  Let's  walk,  and  change  our 
fubjeft. 

Bccba.  Oh,  Sir,  can  any  thing  come  Tweeter  to  you, 
Or  ftrike  a  deeper  joy  into  your  heart, 
Than  your  fon's  virtue  ? 

Leon.  I  allow  his  virtues  ; 
But  'tis  not  handfome  thus  to  Teed  myielJf 
With  fuch  immoderate  praifes  of  mine  own. 

Bacba.  The  fubject  of  our  commendations 
Is  itfelf  grown  fo  infinite  in  goodnefs, 
That,  all  the  glory  we  can  lay  upon  it, 
Tho'  we  fhould  open  volumes  of  his  praifes, 
Is  a  mere  modefty  in  his  exprcfiion, 
And  fhews  him  lame  ftill,  like  an  ill- wrought  piece 
Wanting  proportion. 

Leon.  Yet  ftill  he's  a  man,  and  fubject  {till 
To  more  inordinate  vices  than  our  love 
Can  give  him  bleffings. 

Bacba.  Elfe  he  were  a  god  ; 
Yet  fo  near,  as  he  is,  he  comes  to  Heav'n, 
That  we  may  fee,  fo  far  as  flelh  can  point  us, 
Things  only  worthy  of  them  -,  and  only  thefe 
In  all  his  actions. 

Leon.  This  is  too  much,  my  queen ! 

Bacba.  Had  the  gods  lov'd  me,-  that  my  unworthy 

womb 
Had  bred  this  brave  man 

Leon.  Still  you  run  wrong ! 

Bacha.l  would  have  liv'd  upon  the  comfort  of  him, 
Fed  on  his  growing  hopes  ! 

Leon.  This  touches  me  ! 

Bacba.  I  know  no  friends,  nor  being,  but  his  virtues. 

Leon.  You've  laid  out  words  enough  upon  a  fubject. 

Bacba.  But  words  cannot  exprefsliirn,  Sir.    Whyr 

what  a  fhape 

Heav'n  has   conceiv'd  him  in !    oh,   Nature   made 
him  up 

Leon.  I  wonder,  duchefs 

Bacha.  So  you  mutt.*  for  lefs 

Than 
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Than  admiration  lofes  this  godlike  man. 

Leon.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 
.  Bacha.  Done  with  him  ?  Oh,  good  gods, 
What  qualities  thus  pafs  by  us  without  reverence  *9! 

Leon.  I  fee  no  fuch  perfection. 

Bacha.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  you're  a  father,  and  thole  joys 
To  you,  fpeak  in  your  heart,  not  in  your  tongue. 

Leon.  This  leaves  a  tafte  behind  it  worfe  than  phyfic. 

Bacha.  Then  for  his  wifdom,  valour,  and  good 

fortune, 

'  And  all  thofe  friends  of  honour  3°,  they're  in  him 
As  free  and  natural,  as  pafiions  in 
A  woman. 

Leon.  You  make  me  blufh,  for  all  thefe  years, 
To  fee  how  blindly  you  have  flung  your  praifes 
Upon  a  boy,  a  very  child  -,  and  worthlefs, 
Whilft  I  live,  of  thefe  honours. 

Bacha.  I  would  not  have  my  love,  Sir,  make  my 

tongue 

Shew  me  fo  much  a  woman,  as  to  praife 
Or  difpraife,  where  my  will  is,  without  reafon, 
Or  general  allowance  of  the  people. 

Leon.  Allowance  of  the  people  ?  what  allow  they  ? 

Bacha.  All  I  have  faid  for  truth;  and  they  mufl  do  it, 
And  dote  upon  him,  love  him,  and  admire  him. 

Leon.  How's  that  ? 

Bacha.  For  in  his  youth ?I  and  noble  forwardnefs 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly  ; 
A  fitnefs  to  bear  rule 

Leon.  No  more ! 

*9  What  frailties  thus  fa/s  by  us  without  reverence?]  Frailties, 
Seward  jtiftly  obferves,  is  •  the  very  reverfc  of  the  idea  required  by 
*  the  context :'  He  fubftitutes  virtues  for  that  word,  but  we  have 
adopted  Sympfon's  reading,  qualities,  which  is  much  the  bed. 

Jo  Bacha.  Then  for  all  bis  ivifdom,  valour* 

Good  fortune,   and  all  tbofe  friends  of  honour, 
They  are  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  at  paffions 
In  a  woman.]   The  meafure  here  was  quite  JoM,  and  the  fcnfe 
hurt,  by  inferring  the  all  from  the  fecond  line  into  the  fivit.  Steward. 

JI  For  in  this  youth. "\  Varied  by  Seward. 

H  h  a  Bacha. 
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Ec.cla.  And  fovereignty, 
Not  made  to  know  command. 

Leon.  I've  faid,  no  more  !  , 

Bacba.  I've  done,  Sir,  tho'  unwilling;  and  pardorf 
me ! 

Leon.  I  do ;  not  a  word  more  ! 

Bacba.  I've  giv'n  thee  poifon 
Of  more  infection  than  the  dragon's  tooth, 
Or  the  groi's  air  o'er-heated. 

Enter  1'imantus. 

Lean.  Timantus,  when 
Saw  you  the  prince  ? 

Tim.  I  left  him  now,  Sir. 

Leon.  Tell  me  truly, 

Out  of  your  free  opinion,  without  courting. 
How  you  like  him. 

Tim.  How  I  like  him  ? 

Leon.  Yes ; 

For  you  in  converfation  may  fee  more 
Than  a  father. 

Bc.ch'a.  It  works* 

Tim.  Your  Grace  has  chofen  out  an  ill  obferver. 

Lecn:  Yes,  I  mean  of  his  ill ;  you  talk  rightly. 

Tim.  But  you  take  me  wrong  !  All  I  know  by  him 
I  dare  deliver  boldly  :  He  is  the  ftorehoufe 
And  head  of  virtue,  your  great  felf  excepted, 
That  feeds  the  kingdom. 

Lecn.  Thefe  are  flatteries  ! 
Speak  me  his  vices ;  there  you  do  a  fervice 
Worthy  a  father's  thanks. 

Tim.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

If  there  be  any,  fure  they  are  the  times', 
Which  I  could  wifti  lefs  dangerous.  But  pardon  me, 
I  am  too  bold. 

Leon.  You  are  not ;  forward, 
And  open  what  thefe  dangers  are  I 

Tim.  Nay,  good  Sir  ! 

Leon.  Nay,  fall  not  off  again  j  I  will  have  all ! 

Tim. 
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•Tim.  Alas,  Sir,  what  am  I,  you  fliould  believe 
My  eyes  or  ears  fo  fubtle  to  obferve 
Faults  in  a  ftate  ?  all  my  main  bufinefs 
Is  fervice  to  your  Grace,  and  necefiaries 
For  my  poor  life. 

Leon.  Do  not  difpleafe  me,  firrah  ! 
But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  prefently. 

'Tim.  Since  your  Grace  will  have  it, 
I'll  fpeak  it  freely  j  always  my  obedience 
And  love  preferv'd  unto  the  prince. 

Leon.  Prithee  to  the  matter ! 

'Tim.  For,  Sir,  if  you  eonfider 
How  lijte  a  fun  in  all  his  great  employments, 
How  full  of  heat ,4 

Leon.  Make  me  underftand  what  I  defire  ! 

Tim.  And  then  at  his  return 

Leon.  Do  not  anger  me  ! 

Tim.  Then  thus,  Sir :  All  miflike  you, 
As  they  would  do  the  gods,  if  they  did  dwell  with  'em. 

Leon.  What  ? 

Tim.  Talk  and  prate,  as  their  ignorant  rages 
Lead  'em,  without  allegiance  or  religion. 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  have  a  care  of  your  own  perfon ! 
I  cannot  tell  j  their  wickednefs  may  lead 
^Further  than  I  dare  think  yet. 

Leon.  Oh,  bafe  people  ! 

Tim.  Yet  the  prince,  for  whom  this  is  pretended,  may 
Perfuade  'em,    and  no  doubt  will :    Virtue's   ever 

watchful  j 
But  be  you  ftill  fecur'd  and  comforted  ! 

Leon.  Heav'n  !  how  have  I  offended,  that  this  rod> 
So  heavy  and  unnatural,  fhould  fall  upon  me 
When  I  am  old  and  helplefs  ? 

Tim.  Brave  gentleman  ;*  ! 
That  fuch  a  madding  love  fliould  follow  thcc, 
To  rob  thee  of  a  father  !  All  the  court 
Is  full  of  dangerous  whifpers. 

Leon.  I  perceive  it ; 

3i  Brave  £tnt  If  man  !~\    Seward  reads,  POOR  brave  gentleman! 

H  h  3  And, 
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And,  'fpite  of  all  their  ftrengths,  will  make  my  fafety  \ 
I'll  cut  him  fhorter—  I'll  cut  him  fhorter  firft, 
Then  let  him  rule. 

Bacha.  What  a  foul  age  is  this, 
When  virtue's  made  a  fword  to  finite  the  virtuou$  ? 
Alas,  alas  ! 

Leon.  I'll  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

27w.  By  no  means,  Sir;  rather  make  more  your  love^ 
And  hold  your  favour  to  him  :  For  'tis  now 
Impoflible  to  yok«  him,  if  his  thoughts 
(As  I  muft  ne'er  believe)  run  with  their  rages 
(Pie  ever  was  fo  innocent53).     But  what  reafort 
His  Grace  has  to  withdraw  his  love  from  me, 
And  other  good  men  that  are  near  your  perfon, 
I  cannot  yet  find  out  ;  I  know  my  duty 
Has  evej  been  attending. 

Leon.  'Tis  too  plain 

He  means  to  play  the  villain  ;  I'll  prevent  him. 
Not  a  word  more  of  this  ;  be  private  !  [Exit. 

'Tim.  Madam,  'tis  done. 

Bacba.  He  can't  efcape  me.  Have  you  fpoken  with 
the  noblemen  ? 

I'm.  Yes,  madam  j  they  are  here.  I  wait  a  further 
fervice. 

Bacha.  'Till  you  fee  the  prince  **,_  you  need  no 

more  inftru<5tions. 
No  i  I  have  it!  {Exit. 


Enter  Doriajusy  Nifus,  and  Agtnor. 
Bzcba.  That  fool  that  willingly  provokes  a  woman 
Has  made  himfelf  another  evil  angel, 
And  a  new  hell,  to  which  all  other  torments 

ij  He  ne'er  njcas  fo  innocent.]  Corrected  by  Seward. 

'Til!  yet  be  the  prints."]  For  want  of  consulting  the  quarto  of 
1635  (which  exhibits  the  lection  in  our  text)  Seward  and  Sympfon 
veie  mach  puzzled  about  this  pafoge:  The  former  prints,  STILL 
^KSET  the  prince;  find  the  latter  propofes,  STILL  LET  IT  BE  the 
j»-ince.  —  Through  inattention  to  that  copy  (which  is  infinitely  the 
beii,  and  which  it  is  certain  they  were  poffeffed  of)  they  huve  made 
JfiaOy  unueceflary  variations,  which  we  forbear  to  paitkulai  ife. 

Are 
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Are  but  mere  paftime. — Now,  my  noble  lords, 
You  mufl  excufe  me,  that  unmannerly 
We've  broke  your  private  bufmefs. 

Age.  Your  good  Grace 
May  command  us,  and  that 

Bacba.  Faith,  my  lord  Agenor, 
It  is  fo  good  a  caufe,  I'm  confident 
You  cannot  lofe  by  it. 

Dor.  Which  way  does  fhe  fifli  now  ? 
The  devil's  but  a  fcol  to  a  right  woman. 

Nifus.  Madam,  v/.e  muft  needs  win  in  doing  fervice 
To  fuch  a  gracious  lady. 

Bacba.lthank  you,and  will  let  you  know  the  bufmefs, 
So  I  may  have  your  helps :  Never  be  doubtful, 
For  'tis  fo  juft  a  caufe,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  knowledge  feem  fo  honourable, 
That  I  arTure  myfelf  your  willing  hearts 
Will  ftraight  be  for  me  in  it. 

Age.  If  fhe  fhould  prove  good  now,  what  were  it  Hke,? 

Dor.  Thunder  in  January,  or  a  good  woman; 
That's  ftranger  than  all  the  menders  in  Africk. 

Bacba.  It  lhall  not  need  your  wonder;  this  it  is: 
The  duke  you  know  is  old,  and  rather  fubject 
To  eafe  and  prayers  now,  than  all  thofe  troubles, 
Cares,  and  continual  watchings,  that  attend 
A  kingdom's  fafety :  Therefore  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  fuch  a  flouriihing  eftate 
As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  murmur  of  the  people,  that  encreafe 
Againft  my  government,  which  the  gods  know 
I  only  feel  the  trouble  of,  I  prefent 
The  prince  tmto  your  loves,  a  gentleman 
In  whom  all  excellencies  are  knit  together, 
All  pieces  of  a  true  man  :  Let  your  prayers 
Win  from  the  duke  half  his  vexation, 
That  he  may  undertake  it,  whole  difcretion 
I  muft  confefs,  tho'  it  be  from  a  father, 
Yet  now  is  ftronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern  ! 
'Tis  not  my  own  defire,  but  all  the  land's  j 

H  h   .  I  know 
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I  know  the  weaknefs  of  it. 

Ntfus.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  has  won  u§ 
For  ever  to  your  loves  :  We'll  to  the  king ; 
And  fince  your  Grace  has  put  it  in  our  mouths, 
We'll  win  him  with  the  cunning'ft  words  we  can. 

Dor.  I  was  never  cozen'd  in  a  woman  before, 
For  commonly  they  are  like  apples : 
If  once  they  bruife,  they  will  grow  rotten  thro', 
And  ierve  for  nothing  but  to  aflliage  fwellings. 

Bacha.  Good  lords, 

Delay  no  time,  fince  it  is  your  good  pleafures 
To  think  my  couniel  good  !  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  prince  know  it,  whofe  affedtions 
Will  ftir  mainly  againft  it ;  befides,  his  father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  will  appear  not  in  it. 
Go,  and  be  happy  ! 

Dor.  Well,  I'd  not  be  chronicled 
As  thou'lt  be  for  a  good  woman,  for  all  the  world. 

Nifus.  Madam,  we  kifs  your  hand ;  and  fo  infpir'd, 
Nothing  but  happineis  can  crown  our  prayers  *5.  \Exe. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Lencippus  and  Ifmenus. 
Leuc.  /"Tp  H  U  S  me  has  us'd  me  :    Is't  not  a  good 

mother  ? 

Ifm.  Why  kill'd  you  her  not  ? 
Leuc.  The  gods  forbid  it  ! 
Ifm.  'Slight, 
If  all  the  women  in  the  world  were  barren, 


<we  kijs  your  hand,  and  fo  infpire. 


Kothlng  hut  bafpinefs  can  crown  our  prayers.']    The  omiflion  of 
tter  and  the  infcrtion  of  a  faife  point,  which  turn  part  of  thefe 

Sympfqn 
ward. 

Shf  had 


a  leter  an        e    ncrton  o    a   ae  pont,  wc    turn  part 

lines  into  nonfenfe,  has  pail  through  all  the  editions.     Mr.  Sympfqn 

has  fcnt  me  the  lame  correction. 
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Sh'  had  died ! 

Leuc.  But  'tis  not  reafon  directs  thee  thus. 

IJm.  Then  have  I  none  at  all  j  for  all  I've  in  me 
Directs  me.     Your  father's  in  a  pretty  rage. 

Leuc.  Why  ? 

IJm.  Nay,  it  is  well  if  he  know  himfelf : 
But  fome  of  the  nobility  have  deliver'd 
A  petition  to  him ;  what  is  in't 
I  know  not  •,  but  it  has  put  him  t*  his  trumps : 
He  has  taken  a  month's  time  to  anfwer  it, 
And  chafes  like  himfelf. 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacba,  and  I'elamon. 

Leuc.  He's  here,  Ifmenus. 

Leon.  Set  me  down,  Telamon  ! — Leucippus  \ 

Leuc.  Sir. 

Bacba.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  at  peace !  I  dare  fwear 
He  knew  not  of  it. 

Leon.  You  are  fooliih  •,  peace  ! 

Bacba.  All  will  go  ill !  Deny  it  boldly,  Sir ; 
Truft  me,  he  cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Leuc.  What  ? 

Bacba.  You'll  make  all  worfe  too  with  your  facing  itt 

Leuc.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Leon.  Know'ft  thou  that  petition  ? 
Look  on  it  well !  Wouldft  thou  be  join'd  with  me  ? 
Unnatural  child  !  to  be  weary  o'  me,  ere  Fate 
Efteem  me  fit  for  other  worlds  ! 

Bacba.  May  be 
He  knows  not  of  it. 

Leuc.  Oh,  ftrange  carriages  ! 
Sir,  as  I've  hope  that  there  is  any  thing 
To  reward  doing  well,  my  ufages, 
Which  have  been — but  it  is  no  matter  what— * 
Have  put  me  fo  far  from  the  thought  of  greatnefs, 
Thai  I  mould  welcome  it  like  a  diieafe 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I  could  not  cure. 
They  are  my  enemies  that  gave  you  this ; 
And  yet  they  call  me  friend,  and  are  themfelves 

I  fear 
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I  fear  abus'd.     I'm  weary  of  my  life ; 
For  God's  fake,  take  it  from  me  !   it  creates 
More  mifchief  in  the  ftate  than  it  is  worth. 
The  ufage  I  have  had,  I  know,  would  make 
Wifdom  herfelf  run  frantic  thro'  the  ftreets, 
And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  fhadow.     Sir, 
This  fword 

Bacba.  Alas  !  help,  for  the  love  of  Heav'n  ! 
Make  way  thro'  me  firft  •,  for  he  is  your  father  ! 

Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me  ? 

Bacba.  No,  Sir,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  mak'ft  the  beft  on't ;  but  I  fear — • 

Leuc.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ?  Who  is't  can  think 
That  I  would  kill  my  father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you  ? — Here,  Sir,  is  my  fword  ; 
I  dare  not  touch  it,  left  fhe  fay  again 
I  would  have  kill'd  you.     Let  me  not  have  mercy 
When  I  moft  need  it,  if  I  would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meaneft  fervant ! — Let  thefe  faults 
Be  mended,  madam  !  if  you  faw  how  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  them, 

Bacha.  I  told  the  duke  as  much  before. 

Leuc.  What  ?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bacha.  That  it  was  only  an  ambition, 
Nurs'd  in  you  by  your  youth,  provok'd  you  thus, 
"Which  age  would  take  away. 

Leon.  It  was  his  doing  then  ? — Come  hither,  love  j 

Bacha.  No,  indeed,  Sir. 

Leuc.  How  am  I  made,  that  I  can  bear  all  this  f 
Jf  any  one  had  us'd  a  friend  of  mine  near  this, 
My  hand  had  carried  death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence,  Telamon  ! 
Come,  my  dear  Bacha  !   I  fhall  find  time  for  this. 

Ifm.  Madam,  you  know  I  dare  not  fpeak  before 
The  king  ;  but  you  know  well,  (if  not,  I'll  tell  you) 
You're  the  moft  wicked,  and  moft  murderous  ftrumpet, 
That  ever  was  call'd  woman  ! 

Bacha.  My  lord, 
What  I  can  do  for  him,  he  (hall  command  me. 
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Leon.  I  know  thou  art  too  kind :  Away,  I  fay  ! 

[Exeunt  Leon.  Bacha,  T'im.  and  Tel. 

IJm.  Sir,  I  am  lure  we  dream  !  this  cannot  be. 

Leuc.  Oh,  that  we  did !  My  wickednefs  has  brought 
All  this  to  pafs,  elfe  I  Ihould  bear  myfelf. 

[Urania  paffes  over  the  ft  age. 

JJm.  Look  !  do  you  fee  who's  there  ?  your  virtuous 

mother's  iffue : 
Kill  her  yet !  take  fome  little  pidling  revenge. 

Leuc.  Away  !   the  whole  court  calls  her  virtuous ; 

for  they  fay, 

She  is  unlike  her  mother ;  and  if  fo, 
She  can  have  no  vice. 

Ifm,  I'll  truft  none  of  'em 
That  come  of  fuch  a  breed. 

Leuc.  But  I  have  found 
A  kind  of  love  in  her  to  me.     Alas  ! 
Think  of  her  death  ?  I  dare  be  fworn  for  her, 
She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
As  her  bad  mother's  full.     She  was  brought  up 
I'th'  country,  as  her  tongue  will  let  you  know, 

Enter  Urania. 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a  poor  uncle, 
Such  as  her  mother  had. 

IJm.  She's  come  again. 

Ura.  I  would  fen  fpeak  to  the  good  marquis, 
ty[y  brother,  if  I  but  thought  he  could  abaid  me, 

Leuc.  Sifter,  how  do  you  ? 

Ura.  Very  well,  I  thank  you. 

Ifm.  How  does  your  good  mother  ? 

Leuc.  Fy,  fy,  Ifmenus  ! 
For  fhame  !  mock  fuch  an  innocent  foul  as  this  ? 

Ura.  Feth,  a  fhe  be  no  good,  God  may  her  fo  ! 

Leuc.  I  know  you  wim  itwit;h  your  heart,  dear  filler  \ 
fhe  is  good,  I  hope. 

IJm.  Are  you  fo  fmnple, 

To  make  fo  much  of  this  ?  Do  you  not  know, 
That  all  her  wicked  rrjother  labours  for 
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Is  but  to  raife  her  to  your  right,  and  leave  her 
This  dukedom  ? 

Ura.  Ay ;  but  ne'er,  Sir,  be  afred  ; 
For  tho'  Ihe  take  th'  ungaineft  weas  Ihe  can, 
I'll  ne'er  ha't  fro'  you. 

Leuc.  I  fhould  hate  myfelf,  Ifmenus, 
If  I  ilionld  think  of  her  fimplicity 
Aught  but  extremely  well. 

IJm.  Nay,  as  you  will  ! 

Ura.  And  tho'  Ihe  be  my  mother, 
If  fhe  take  any  caurfe  to  do  you  wrang, 
If  I  can  fee't,  you'll  quickly  hear  on't,  Sir: 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Leuc.  Farewell,  good  fitter ! 
I  thank  you.  [Exit  Urania, 

Jfm.  You  believe  all  this  ? 

Leuc.  Yes,. 

Enter  Timantus. 

IJm.  A  good  faith  doth  well ;   but,  methinks, 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now  for  her  mother  to  fend  her. 
Yonder's  one  you  may  truft  if  you  will  too. 

Leuc.  So  I  wjll,  if  he  can  fhew  me  as  apparent  figns 
Of  truth  as  fhe  did.  Does  he  weep,  Ifmenus  ? 

IJm.  Yes,  I  think  fb ;  fome  good's  happen'd  I  warrant. 
Do  you  hear,  you  ?  What  honeft  man  has  fcap'd  mifery^ 
That  thou  art  crying  thus  ? 

I'm.  Noble  Ifmenus, 
Where  is  the  prince  ? 

IJm.  Why,  there  :  Haft  wept  thine  eyes  out  ? 

20».  Sir,  I  befeech  you  hear  me. 

Leuc.  Well,  fpeak  on. 

IJm.  Why,  will  you  hear  him  ? 

Leuc.  Yes,  Ifmenus  ;  why  ? 

Jfm.  I  would  hear  blafphemy  as  willingly, 

Leuc.  You  are  to  blame. 

57»;.  No,  Sir,  he's  not  to  blame, 
Jf  I  were  as  I  was. 

IJm.  Nor  as  thou  art, 
I'faith,  aw  hit  to  blame. 
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Leuc.  What  is  your  bufinefs  ? 

Tim.  Faith,  Sir,  I  am  afham'd  to  fpeak  before  you^ 
My  conicience  tells  me  I  have  injur'd  you, 
And,  by  the  earneft  inftigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  king 
Always  the  beft  and  friendlieft  offices  : 
Which  pardon  me,  or  I  will  never  fpeak  ! 

IJm.  Never  pardon  him,  and  filence  a  knave  ! 

Leuc.  I  pardon  thee. 

Tim.  Your  mother  fure  is  naught. 

Leuc.  Why  fhouldft  thou  think  fo  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  noble  Sir,  your  honed  eyes  perceive  not 
The  dangers  you  are  led  to  :  Shame  upon  her, 
And  what  fell  miferies  the  gods  can  think  on, 
Show'r  down  upon  her  wicked  head!  She  has  plotted, 
I  know  too  well,  your  death  :  'Would  my  poor  life, 
Or  thoufand  fuch  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer'd 
Like  facrifices  up  for  your  preferving ; 
What  free  oblations  would  fhe  have  to  glut  her ! 
But  fhe  is  mercilefs,  and  bent  to  ruin, 
If  Heav'n  and  good  men  Hep  not  to  your  refcue, 
And  timely,  very  timely.     Oh,  this  dukedom  ! 
I  weep,  I  weep  for  the  poor  orphans  in 
This  country,  left  without  or  friends  or  parents  ^. 

Leuc.  Now,  Ifmenus,  what  think  you  of  this  fellow  ? 
This  was  a  lying  knave,  a  flatterer  ! 
Does  not  this  love  ftill  fhew  him  fo  ? 

IJm.  This  love  ?  this  halter  !  If  he  prove  not  yet 
The  cunning'ft,  rankeft  rogue  that  ever  canted, 

36  1  weep,    1  weep  for  the  poor  orphans  i'  th'  country 

Left  with  hut  friends  or  parents."]  The  villany  of  Timantu* 
will  not  allow  him  to  talk  abfurdly  ;  his  art  impofes  on  the  prince, 
and  he  fliould  therefore  at  lealt  fpeak  fenfe.  And  indeed  how  eafy 
was  the  miltake  of  without  to  with  but?  This  being  made,  the  re 
petition  of  the  or  was  abfurd,  and  being  left  out  the  meafure  was 
fpoilt,  and  confequently  believed  to  be  no  meafure  at  all.  This  pro- 
cefs  of  the  corruption  feems  natural,  and  therefore  I  hope  I  have  only 
reitored  the  original.  Mr.  Sympfon  joins  in  corredtlug  with  but  to 
without.  Seivard. 

Quarto  1635  reads,  Left  with  but  friends,  NOT  parents. 

I'll 
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I'll  ne'er  fee  man  again  J7 !  I  know  him  to  bring1*, 

And  can  interpret  ev'ry  new  face  he  makes. 

Look  how  he  wrings,  like  a  good  ftool,  for  a  tear  ! 

Take  heed ; 

Children  and  fools  firft  feel  the  fmart,  then  weep. 

Leuc.  Away,  away  !  fuch  an  unkind  diftruft 
Is  worfe  than  a  diflembling,  if  it  be  one, 
And  fooner  leads  to  mifchief :  I  believe  it, 
And  him  an  honeft  man ;  he  could  not  carry, 
Under  an  evil  caufe,  fo  true  a  forrow. 

IJm.  Take  heed  \  this  is  your  mother's  fcorpion,. 
That  carries  flings  ev'n  in  his  tears,  whofe  foul 
Is  a  rank  poifon  thorough  :  Touch  not  at  him  5 
If  yvi  do,  you're  gone,  if  you'd  twenty  lives. 
I  knew  him  for  a  roguifh  boy, 
When  he  would  poifon  dogs,  and  keep  tame  toads  ; 
He  lay  with  his  mother,  and  infected  her, 
And  now  fhe  begs  i'  th'  hofpital,  with  a  patch 
Of  velvet  where  her  nofe  flood,  like  the  queen  of 

fpades, 

And  all  her  teeth  in  her  purfe.     The  devil  and 
This  fellow  are  fo  near,  'tis  not  yet  known 
Which  is  the  ev'ler  angel. 

Leuc.  Nay,  then  I  fee  'tis  fpite.  Come  hither,  friend ! 
Haft  thou  not  heard  the  caufe  yet  that  incens'd 
My  mother  to  my  death  ?  for  I  proteft 
I  feel  none  in  myfelf. 

'Tim.  Her  will,  Sir,  and  ambition,  as  I  think, 
Are  the  provokers  of  it,  as  in  women 
Thofe  two  are' ever  powerful  to  deflruclion  ; 

37  ril  r.ier  fee  tnan  again.]  Seward  call  this  •  abfurd/  and  fub< 
ftitutesy^rw  for  fee  :   We  think  the  expreffion  eafy  and  natural. 

38  1  know  him  to  bring, 

And  can  interpret  eifry  new  face  be  txahs.]  Unlefs  a  whole 
line  be  left  out  after  bring,  or  the  firit  part  be  made  an  imperfedl 
fentence,  which  would  be  very  improper  here,  this  ieems  quite  un 
intelligible.  I  read, /  know  him  to  b'  a  rogue,  which  is  much 

nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters  than  it  feems  in  the  pronunciation  ; 
ring  and  rogue  having  two  of  the  Cune  letters,  and  a  tliird.  «  and  », 
extremely  like  each  other.  Se-ward. 

Befide 
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Befide  a  hate  of  your  dill-growing  virtues, 
She  being  only  wicked. 

Leuc.  Heav'ns  defend  me, 
As  I  am  innocent,  and  ever  have  been, 
From  all  immoderate  thoughts  and  actions, 
That  carry  fuch  rewards  along  with  'em  ! 

'Tim.  Sir,  all  I  know  my  duty  muft  reveal; 
My  country  and  my  love  command  it  from  me, 
For  whom  I'll  lay  my  life  down :  This  night  comin°-, 
A  counfcl  is  appointed  by  the  duke, 
To  fit  about  your  apprehenfion  : 
If  you  dare  truft  my  faith,  (which,  by  all  good  things, 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you  !)  go  along, 
And  to  a  place  I'll  guide  you,  where  no  word 
Shall  fcape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  plot, 
Without  difcovering  to  you  ;  which  once  known, 
You  have  your  anfwers  and  prevention. 

IJm.  You're  not  fo  mad  to  go  ?  fhift  off  this  fellow ! 
You  fhall  be  rul'd  once  by  a  wife  man.  Ratfbane  ! 
Get  you  gone,  or 

Leuc.  Peace,  peace  for  fhame  !    thy  love  is  too 

fufpicious ; 

'Tis  a  way  ofFer'd  to  preferve  my  life, 
And  I  will  take  it.     Be  my  guide,  Timantus, 
And  do  not  mind  this  angry  man !  thou  know'ft  him. 
I  may  live  to  requite  thee. 

'Tim.  Sir,  this  fervice 
Is  done  for  Virtue's  fake,  not  for  reward, 
However  he  may  hold  me. 

IJm.  The  great  pox  on  you !  but  thou  haft  that  curfe 
So  much,  'twill  grow  a  blefling  in  thee  fhortly. 
Sir,  for  Wifdom's  fake,  court  not  your  death  !  I  am 
Your  friend  and  fubjeft,  and  I  lhall  lofe  in  both; 
If  I  lov'd  you  not,  I  would  laugh  at  you,  and  fee  you 
Run  your  neck  into  the  noofe,  and  cry,  a  woodcock! 

Leuc.  So  much  of  man,  and  fo  much  fearful  ?  fy! 
Prithee  have  peace  within  thee  !  I  (hall  live  yet 
Many  a  golden  day  to  hold  thee  here, 
Deareft  and  neareit  to  me.    Go  on,  Timantus ! 

I  charge 
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I  charge  you  by  your  love,  no  more,  no  more  ! 

\Exeunt  Leuc.  and  T/;/7. 

Ifm.  Go,  and  let  your  own  rod  whip  you !  I  pity  you  j 
And,  dog,  if  he  mifcarry,  thou  lhalt  pay  for't : 
I'll  iludy  for  thy  punifhment,  and  it  lhall  laft 
Longer  and  fharper  than  a  tedious  winter, 
'Till   thou   blafphem'ftj    and  then   thou  dieft  and 
damn'ft.  [Exit* 

Enter  Leontius  and  Velamon. 
"Leon.  I  wonder  the  duchefs  comes  not. 
Tel.    She  has  heard,   Sir,    your  will  is  to  fpeak 

with  her : 

But  there  is  fomething  leaden  at  her  heart, 
(Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal !)  that  ev'n  keeps  her 
From  converfation  with  herfelf. 

Enter  Bach  a. 

Bacha.  Oh,  whither 
Will  you,  my  crofs  affections,  pull  me  ?  Fortune, 

Fate, 

And  you  whofe  powers  direct  our  actions, 
And  dwell  within  us,  you  that  are  angels 
Guiding  to  Virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
So  ftrong  a  hand  to  evil  ?  wherefore  fuffer'd 
A  temple  of  your  own,  you  deities, 
Where  your  fair  felves  dwelt  only,  and  your  goodnefs, 
Thus  to  be  foil'd  with  fin  ? 

Leon.  Heav'n  blefs  us  all ! 

From  whence  comes  this  diftemper  ?   Speak,   my 
fair  one ! 

Bacba.  And  have  you  none,  Love  and  Obedience, 
You  ever  faithful  fervants,  to  employ 
In  this  ftrange  ftory  of  impiety, 
But  me  ?  a  mother  ?  Mult  I  be  your  trumpet39, 
To  lay  black  treaibn  open40?  and  in  him 

'9  Muft  I  be  your  ftrumpet  r]  Was  ftie  frightened  at  the  idea  of  being 
zjlrumpet  to  Love  and  Obedience  ?  Surely  trumpet  is  the  true  reading. 
40  To  lay  black  treafsn  upon.]  Corre&ed  in  1750. 

In 


C  U  P  I  D'S    REVENGE.      457 

In  whom  all  fweetnefs  was  ;  in  whom  Oiy  love 
Was  proud  tQ  have  a  being  ;  in  whom  Jufdce, 
And  all  the  gods,  for  our  imaginations  4!> 
Can  work  into  a  man,  were  more  than  virtues  ? 
Ambition,  down  to  Hell,  where  thou  wert  foiler'd  ! 
Th'haft  poifon'd  the  beft  foul,  the  pureft,  whitest, 
And  meerefl  innocence  itfelf  4%  that  ever 
Man's  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to. 

Leon.  This  is  ftill  ilranger  !  lay  this  treafon  open, 
To  my  correction. 

Bacba.  Oh,  what  a  combat  Duty  and  Affection 
Breed  in  my  blood  ! 

Leon.  If  thou  conceal'ft  him,  may, 
Befide  my  death,  the  curfes  of  the  country, 
Troubles  of  confcience,  and  a  wretched  end, 
Bring  thee  unto  a  poor  forgotten  grave  ! 

Bacba.  My  being,  for  another  tongue  to  tell  it  ! 
Oh,  eafe  a  mother,  foine  good  man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  king  and  country43  !  I  am  full 
Of  too  much  woman's  pity  :  Yet,  oh,  Heav'n, 
Since  it  concerns  the  fafety  of  my  fovereign, 

*'  For  our  imaginations.]  Sympfon  would  read  imitations  inftead  of 
imaginations  :  We  think  the  text  beft.  If  the  paflage  is  at  all  corrupt, 
we  ftiould  perhaps  read  OR,  not  FOR  our  imagination!  . 

4l  And  meereft  innocent!!.]  Mr.  Theobald  had  prevented  me  in 
this  corre&ion. 


43   My  being  :  For  another  tongue  to  tell  it, 
Ceafe,  a  mother  !  fame  good  man  that  daret 
Speak  for  bis  kifig  and  country  :  I  am  full 
Of  too  much  woman  s  pity.~\   Few  emendations  have  given  me  Co 
much  pleafure  as  that  of  this  pafftge.    The  corruption  lay  in  the  lofs 
only  of  about  a  fifth  part  of  a  letter,  and  yet  it  utterly  Ipoil'd  both 
metre  and  fenfe,  where  both  were  very  beautiful.     It  cott  me  two  or 
three  turns  before  I  could  hit  upon  it,  but  when  mention'd  it  carries 
immediate  conviction.    Inltead  of  Ceafe  a  mother,  it  is  only  turning 
the  C  into  an  O. 

O  !  eafe  a  mother  fame  good  man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  king  and  country.  St-marJ. 

Seward's  variation  heie  is  ingenious  and  p'aufible,  though,  perhaps 
the  paffage  will  noj  appear  corrupt,  when  the  points  are  altered,  thus  : 
My  being,  for  another  tongue  to  tell  it, 
Ceafe!   A  mother?  Some  good  man,  &c. 

VOL.  IX.  I  i  Let 
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Let  it  not  be  a  cruelty  in  me. 

Nor  draw  a  mother's  name  in  queftion 

'Mongft  unborn  people,  to  give  up  that  man 

To  law  and  juftice,  that  unrighteoufly 

Has  fought  his  father's  death  !  Be  deaf,  be  deaf,  Sir  I 

Your  fon  is  the  offender  :   Now  have  you  all  j 

'Would  I  might  never  fpeak  again  1 

Leon.  My  fon  ? 

Heav'n  help  me!  No  more  I  I  thought  it; 
And  fmce  his  life  is  grown  fo  dangerous, 
Let  them  that  gave  him,  take  him  !  he  fhall  die, 
And  with  him  all  my  fears. 

Bacha.  Oh,  ufe  your  mercy  ! 
You've  a  brave  fubject  to  befiow  it  on. 
I  will  forgive  him,  Sir  •,  and  for  his  wrong 
To  me,  I'll  be  before  you. 

Leon.  Durft  his  villainy 
Extend  to  thee  ?  • 

Bacha.  Nothing  but  heats  of  youth,  Sir. 

Leon.  Upon  my  life  he  fought  my  bed. 

Bacha.  I  muft  confefs  he  lov'd  me 
Somewhat  beyond  a  fon ;  and  fall  purfu'd  it 
\Vith  fuch  a  luft,  I  will  not  fay  ambition, 
That  clean  forgetting  all  obedience,. 
And  only  following  his  firft  heat  unto  me, 
H€  hotly  fought  your  death,  and  me  in  marriage. 

Leon.  Oh,  villain  ! 

Bacha.  But  I  forget  all  j  and  am  half  afham'd 
To  prefs  a  man  fo  far. 

Enter  Timantits. 

'Tim.  Where  is  the  duke  ! 
For  God's  fake,  bring  me  to  him  ! 

Leon.  Here  I  am. 

Each  corner  of  the  dukedom  fends  new  affrights  forth! 
What  wouldft  thou  ?  Speak  ! 

Tim.  I  cannot,  Sir ;  my  fear 
Ties  up  my  tongue. 

Leon.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  Take 

Thy 
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Thy  courage  to  thee,  and  boldly  fpeak  !  Where  are 
The  guard  ?  In  the  gods'  name,  out  with  it ! 

'Tim.  Tre?,fon,  treafon ! 

Leon.  In  whom  ? 

Bacha.  Double  the  guard  ! 

Tim.  There  is  a  fellow,  Sir - 

Leon.  Leave  ihaking,  man  ! 

'Tim.  'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  wonder. 

Leon.  Well? 

'Tim.  There  is  a  fellow,  Sir, 
Clofe  in  .the  lobby :  You  o'  the  guard  ^ 
Look  to  the  door  there  ! 

Leon.  But  let  me  know  the  bufmefs. 

Tim.  Oh,  that  the  hearts  of  men  fhould  be  fo  harden'd 
Againft  fo  good  a  duke  !  For  God's  fake,  Sir, 
Seek  means  to  fave  yourfelf :  This  wretched  flave 
Has  his  fword  in  his  hand ;  I  know  his  heart : 
Oh,  it  hath  almoft  kill'd  me  with  the  thought  of  it ! 

Leon.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  the  Guard. 

Tim.  F  th'  lobby,  Sir,  clofe  in  a  corner : 
Look  to  yourfelves,  for  Heaven's  fake  !  methinks, 
He's  here  already.  Fellows  of  the  guard,  be  valiant ! 

Leon.  Go,  Sirs,  and  apprehend  him  :  Treafon  fhall 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  gates. 

Tim.  'Tis  done.  \Guard  bring  the  prince  in. 

Bacha.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it  to  thy  beft  content. 

Leon.  Are  thcfe  the  comforts  of  my  age  ?  They're 

happy 

That  end  their  days  contented  with  a  little, 
And  live  aloof  from  dangers !  to  a  king 
Every  content  doth  a  new  peril  bring. 
Oh,  let  me  live  no  longer !  Shame  of  Nature, 
Baftard  to  Honour,  traitor,  murderer, 
Devil  in  a  human  fhape  !  Away  with  him  ; 
He  fhall  not  breathe  his  hot  infection  here. 

Leuc.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon.  Am  I  or  he  your  duke  ?  Away  with  him 

I  i  2  To 
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To  a  clofe  priibn !  Your  highnefs  now  {hall  know, 
Such  branches  muft  be  cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leuc.  Whatever  fortune  comes,  I  bid  it  welcome ; 
My  innocence  is  my  armour :  Gods  preferve  you !  [Exit. 

Bacha.  Fare  thee  well ! 
I  fhall  ne'er  fee  fo  brave  a  gentleman. 
'Would  I  could  weep  out  his  offences  ! 

2Vi».  Or 
I  could  weep  out  mine  eyes  ! 

Leon.  Come,  gentlemen! 
We  will  determine  prefently  about  his  death ; 
We  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our  fafety. 
I'm  very  lick  j  lead  me  unto  my  bed !  [Exe. 

Enter  Citizen  and  bis  Boy. 

Cit.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  my  fox  from  the  cutler's**: 
There's  money  for  the  fcow'ring :  Tell  him  I  ftop 
A  groat  fmce  th'laft  great  miiiier,he  had  in  ftone  pitch 
For  th'  bruife  he  took,  with  the  recoiling  of  his  gun. , 

Boy.  Yes,  Sir. 

Cit.  And  (do  you  hear  ?)  when  you  come,,  take 
down  my  buckler, 

And  iweep  the  cobwebs  off,  and  grind  the  pick  on't, 
And  fetch  a  nail  or  two,  and  tack  on  the  bracers  : 
Your  rniitrefs  made  a  pot-lid  on't,  I  thank  her, 
At  her  maid's  wedding,  and  burnt  off  the  handle. 

Boy.  I  will,  Sir.  \_Exit. 

Cit.  Who's  within  here  ?  Ho,  neighbour  I 
Not  ftirring  yet  ? 

Enter  Second  Citizen. 

1.  Cit.  Oh,  good  morrow,  good  morrow  I 
What  news,  what  news  ? 

1  CiL  It  holds,  he  dies  this  morning. 

2  Cit.  Then  happy  man  be  his  fortune  !  I'm  refolv'd. 

1  Cit.  And  fo  am  I,  and  forty  more  good  fellows, 
Thatwillnotgivetheirheadsforthewafhing,  I  take  it. 

2  Cit.  'Sfoot,  man,  who  would  not  hang  in  fuch 

good  company, 

**  Mj,  fox;]  /.  e.  My  jkccrJ.  "See  note  36  on  King  and  No  King. 

And 
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And  fuch  a  caufe  ?  A  fire  o'  wife  and  children  ! 
'Tis  fuch  a  jefb,  that  men  fhould  look  behind  'em 
To  th*  world,  and  let  their  honours,  their  honours, 
neighbours,  flip. 

I  Cit.  I'll  give  thee  a  pint  of  baftard  and  a  roll, 
For  that  bare  word. 

1  Cit.  They  fay,  that  we  tailors  are 
Things  that  lay  one  another,  and  our  geefe  hatch  us  : 
I  '11  make  fome  of 'em  feel  they  aregeefe  o'th'game  then. 
Jack,  take  down  my  bill  -,  'tis  ten  to  one  I  ufe  it. — 
Take  a  good  heart,  man  !  all  the  low  ward  i$  ours, 
With  a  wet  finger. — 

And  lay  my  cut-finger'd  gauntlet  ready  for  me, 
That  that  I  us'd  to  work  in,  when  the  gentlemen 
Were  up  againft  us,  and  beaten  out  of  town, 
And  almoft  out  of  debt  too;  for,  a  plague  on  'em, 
They  never  paid  well  fmce  !  And  take  heed,  firrah, 
Your  miftrefs  hears  not  of  this  bufmefs; 
She's  near  her  time  :  Yet,  if  fhe  do,  I  care  not ; 
She  may  long  for  rebellion,  for  fhe  has 
A  devilifh  fpirit. 

1  Cit.  Come,  let's  call  up  the  new  ironmonger  ! 
He  is  as  tough  as  fteel,  and  has  a  fine  wit 

In  thefe  refurrections.    Are  you  ftirring,  neighbour  ? 

3  Cit.  [within.']  Oh,  good  morrow,  neighbours! 
I'll  come  to  you  prefently. 

2  Cit.  Go  to  ! 

This  is  his  mother's  doing ;  file's  a  polecat ! 

1  Cit.  As  any  is  in  the  world. 

2  Cit.  Then  fay  I've  hit  it;  and  a  vengeance  on  her, 
Let  her  be  what  fhe  will ! 

1  Cit.  Amen  fay  I ! 

Sh'  has  brought  things  to  a  fine  pafs  with  her  wifdom, 
Do  you  mark  it  ? 

2  Cit.  One  thing  I  am  fure  fhe  has,  the  good  old 

duke ; 

She  gives  him  pap  again,  they  fay,  and  dandles  him, 
And  hangs  a  coral  and  bells  about  his  neck, 
And  makes  him  believe  his  teeth  will  come  again  ; 

I  i  3  Which, 
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Which,  if  they  did,  and  I  he,  I  would  worry  her 
As  never  cur  was  worried46  !   I  would,  neighbour, 
'Till  my  teeth  met  I  know  where  ;  but  that's  counfcl. 

Enter  'Third  Citizen. 

3  Cit.  Good  morrow,  neighbours  !   Hear  you  the 
fad  news  ? 

1  CV/.Yes  ;  'would  we  knew  as  well  how  to  prevent  it! 
3  Cit.  I  cannot  tell:  Methinks,  'twere  no  great  matter, 

Jf  men  were  men  ;  but  - 

2.  Cit.  You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  calling,  neighbour? 

3  Cit.  No,  furely  ;  for  I  know  your  fpirit  to  be  tall  : 
Pray  be  not  vex'd  ! 

2  Cit.   Pray  forward  with  your  counfel. 
I'm  what  I  am,  and  they  that  prove  me  (hall 

Find  me  to  their  coft  —  Do  you  mark  me,  neighbour  ! 
To  their  coft,  I  fay. 

1  Cit.  Nay,  look  how  focn  you're  angry  ! 

2  Cit.  They  fhall,  neighbours  j  yes,  I  fay  they  mail. 

3  Cit.  I  do  believe  they  fhall. 
i  Cit.  I  know  they  fhall. 

i  Cit.  Whether  you  do  or  no,  I  care  not  two-pence  ! 
I  am  no  beaft  j  I  know  mine  own  ftrength,  neighbours  : 
God  blefs  the  king  !  Your  companies  is  fair. 

1  Cit.  Nay,  neighbour,  now  ye  err;  I  muft  tell  you  fo, 
An  ve  were  twenty  neighbours. 

3  Cit.  You  had  befl 
Go  peach-,  do,  peach  ! 

2  Cit.  Peach  ?  I  Icorn  the  motion. 

3  Cit.  Do,  and  fee  what  follows  !   I'll  fpend  an 

hundred  pound 
(An't  be  two,  I  care  not),  but  I'll  undo  thee. 

2  Cit.  Peach  ?  oh,  difgrace  !  peach  in  thy  face  !  and  do 
The  worft  thou  canft  !  I  am  a  true-man,  and  a  free-man! 
Pef.cb  ? 

i  Cit.  Nay,  look,  you  will  fpoil  all. 


curr  <iv«s  'worried.'}  As  this  is  fenfe  1  don't  change  it, 
b'Jt  cat  is  a  much  more  common,  as  well  as  more  proper  companion, 
than  curr  to  a  ihrevy.  $(<ward. 


CUPID'S    REVENGE.     503 

2  Cit.  Peach  ? 

1  Cit.  Whilft  you  two  brawl  together, 
The  prince  will  lofe  his  life. 

3  Cit.  Come,  give  me  your  hand  ! 

1  love  you  well.     Are  you  for  the  action  ? 

2  Cit.  Yes ; 

But  peach  provokes  me  !  'tis  a  cold  fruit;  I  feel  it 
Cold  in  my  ftomach  dill. 

3  Cit.  No  more !   I'll  give  you  cake  to  digeft  it. 

Enter  Fourth  Citizen. 

4  Cit.  Shut  up  my  mop,  and  be  ready  at  a  call,  boys  I 
And  one  o'  you  run  o'er  my  old  tuck  with  a  few  afhes 
.('Tis  grown  odious  with  toafting  cheefe),  and  burn 
A  little  juniper  in  my  murrion  (the  maid  made  it 
Her  chamber-pot);  an  hour  hence  I'll  come  again, 
And,  as  you  hear  from  me,  fend  me  a  clean  fhirt ! 

3  Cit.  The  chandler  by  the  wharf,  an  it  be  thy  will  .-I 

2  Cit.  Goffip,  good  morrow  ! 

4  Cit.  Oh,  good  morrow,  goflip  ! 
Good  morrow,  all !   I  fee  ye  of  one  mind, 

Ye  cleave  fo  clofe  together.     Come  •,  'tis  time'! 
I  have  prepar'd  an  hundred,  if  they  (land. 

1  Cit.  'Tis  well  done  :  Shall  we  fever,  and  about  if? 

3  Cit.  Firft,  let's  toth'  tavern  !  and  a  pint  apiece 
Will  make  us  dragons., 

2  Cit.  I  will  have  no  mercy, 
Come  what  will  of  it. 

4  Cit.  If  my  tuck  hold,  I'll  fpit 

The  guard  like  larks  with  fage  between  'em, 

2  Cit.  I  have 

A  foolilh  bill  to  reckon  with  'em,  will  make 
Some  of  their  hearts  ache,  and  I'll  lay  it  on  ! 
No#v  mall  I  fight,  'twill  do  you  good  to  fee  me. 

3  Cit.  Come,  I'll  do  fomething  for  the  town  to  talk  of 
When  I  am  rouen :  Pray  God  there  be  enough 

To  kill,  that's  all !  \E.xeunt> 


I  i 
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Enter  Dorialus,  Nijus  >  and  Agenor. 
Age.  How  black  the  day  begins ! 
Dor.  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look 
Upon  .fuch  a  deed  as  mall  be  dcirie  this  morning  ? 
Nijus.  Does' the  prince  fuller  to-day  ? 
Dor.  Within  this  hour,  they  lay. 
Age,  Well,  they  that  are  moft  wicked  are  mod  fafe. 
'Twill  be  a  ftrange  juftice,  and  a  lamentable  : 
Gods  keep  us  from  the  too-foon  feeling  of  it ! 

Dor.'  1  care  noc  if  my  throat  were  next  •,  for  to  live 

ftill, 

And  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the  mambles. 
Nijus.  Yet  we  rr,u ft  do't,  and  thank  'em  too,  that 

our  lives 
May  be  accepted. 

Age.  Faith,  I'll  go  ftarve  myfclf, 
Or  grow  diieas'd,  to  (ha me  the  hangman ;  for 
I'm  lure  he  fhall  be  my  herald,  and  quarter  me. 
Dor.  Ay,  a  plague  on  him,  he's  too  excellent  at  arms. 
Nijus.  Will  you  go  fee  this  fad  fight,  my  lord  Agenor? 
Age.  I'll  make  a  mourner. 

Dor.  If  1  could  do  him  any  good,  I  would  go; 
The  bare  fighr  elle  would  but  afflict  my  fpirit : 
My  prayers  fhail  be  as  nea>-  him  a?  your  eye's* 
As  ye  find  him  fettled,  rcmem-ber  my  love  and  fervice 
To  his  Grace, 

Nijus.  We  will  weep  for  you,  Sir.  Farewell !  [Exe. 
Dor.  Farewell ! 

To  all  our  happinefs,  a  long  farewell ! 
Thou  angry  Power,  whether  of  heav'n  or  hell, 
That  lay'ft  this  lharp  correction  on  our  kingdom 
For  our  offenees,  infinite  and  mighty  ! 
Oh,  hear  me,  and  a:  length  be  pleas'd,  be  pleas'4 
With  pity  to  draw  back  thy  vengeance, 
Too  heavy  for  our  Weaknefs;  and  accept 
(Since  it  is  your  difcretion,  heav'nly  wifdorns, 
To  have  it  ib)  this  facrifice  for  all, 
That  now  is  flying  to  your  happinefs, 

Only 
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Only  for  you  mod  fie  j  let  all  our  fins 

\_A Jhout  within. 

Suffer  in  him  ! — Gods,  what's  the  matter?  I  hope 
'Tis  joy  :  How  now,  my  lordd  ? 

Enter  Agenor  and  Nifus. 

Nifus.  I'll  tell  you  with  that  little  breath  I  have : 
More  joy  than  you  dare  think  ^  the  prince  is  fafe 
From  danger. 

Dor.  How  ! 

Age.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was :  His  hour  was  como 
To  iofe  his  life «,  he,  ready  for  the  ftroke, 
Nobly,  and  full  of  faint-like  patience, 
Went  with  his  guard  ;  which  when  the  people  faw, 
Compafiion  firft  went  out,  rrtingled  with  tears, 
That  bred  defires,  and  whiipers  to  each  other, 
To  do  ibme  worthy  kindnefs  for  the  prince ; 
And  ere  they  underftood  well  how  to  do, 
Fury  ftep'd  in,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 
Thrufting  on  every  hand  to  refcue  him, 
As  a  white  innocent.     Then  flew  the  roar 
Thro'  ail  the  ftreets,  of  Save  bim,fave  him,  Jane  him! 
And  as  they  cried,  they  did  ;  for  catching  up 
Such  fudden  weapons  as  their  madnefs  fhew'd  them, 
In  fhort,  they  beat  the  guard,  and  took  him  from  'em, 
And  now  march  with  him  like  a  royal  army. 

Dor.  Heav'n,  Heav'n,  I  thank  thee !  what  a  flave 

was  I 

To  have  my  hand  fo  far  from  this  brave  refcue  ! 
'Thad  been  a  thing  to  brag  on  when  I  was  old. 
Shall  we  run  for  a  wager  to  the  next  temple, 
And  give  thanks  ? 

Nifus.  As  fall:  as  wifhes.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Tfmenus ;  the  people  within  fiop. 
Leuc.  Good  friends,  go  home  again  !  there's  not  a 

man 
Shall  go  with  me. 

Jfm.  Will  you  not  take  revenge  ? 

I'll 
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I'll  call  them  on. 

Leut.  All  that  love  me,  depart  ! 
I  thank  you,  and  will  ferve  you  for  your  loves; 
But  I  will  thank  you  more  to  fuffer  me 
To  govern  'em.     Once  more,  I  do  beg  ye, 
For  my  fake,  to  your  houfes  ! 

Omnes  [within].  Gods  preferve  you  ! 

ffm.  And  what  houfe  will  you  go  to  ? 

Leuc.  Ifmenus,  I  will  take  the  warieft  courfes 
That  I  can  think  of  to  defend  myfelf, 
But  not  offend. 

IJm.  You  may  kill  your  mother,  and  ne'er  offend 

your  father, 
Or  any  honeft  man48. 

Leuc.  Thou  know'ft  I  can 
'Scape  now  ;  that's  all  I  look  for.     I  will  leave  - 

IJm.  Timar.tus,  a  pox  take  him  !  'would  I  had  him 

here  ! 

Fd  kill  him  at  his  own  weapon,  fmgle  fcithes. 
We've  built  enough  on  him.  Plague  on't,  I'm  out  of 
All  patience  !  difcharge  fuch  an  army  as  this, 
That  would  have  follow'd  you  without  paying  ?  Oh, 
gods  ! 

Leuc.  To  what  end  mall  I  keep  'em  ?  I  am  free. 

IJm.  Yes,  free  o'th'  traitors  •,  for  you  are  proclaim'4 
one. 

Leuc.  Should  I  therefore  make  myfelf  one? 

IJm.  This  is  one  of 

Your  moral  philofophy,  is  it  ?  Heav'n  blefs  me 
From  lubtilties  to  undo  myfelf  with  !  but  I  know, 
If  Reaibn  herielf  were  here,  ihe  would  not  part 
With  her  own  fafety. 

J^euc.  Well,  pardon,  Ifmenus  !  for  I  know 
My  couries  are  moil  juft  ;  nor  will  I  ftain  'em 
With  one  bad  action.     For  thyfelf,  thou  know'ft, 
That  tho'  I  may  command  thee,  I  (hall  be 

43  You  may  kill  your  ?nc'!;ert  andnier  offend  your  father,  an 
Liuieft  tr.anJ}  Former  editions.  Both  fenfe  ajid  meafure  require  ths 
tinendrition. 


A  ready 


C  U  P  I  D'S    REVENGE.     507 

A  ready  fervant  unto  thee,   if  thou  need'fl ; 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Ifm.  Of  whom  ? 

Leuc.  Of  thee. 

Ifm.  Heart,  you  fhall  take  no  leave  of  me ! 

Leuc.  Shall  I  not  ? 

Ifm.  No,  by  the  gods,fhall  you  not !  Nay,  if  you  have 
No  more  wit  but  to  go  abfolutely  alone, 
I'll  be  in  a  little. 

Leuc.  Nay,  prithee,  good  Ifmenus, 
Part  with  me ! 

Ifm.  I  wo'n't,  i'faith !  ne'er  move  it 
Any  more ;  for  by  this  good  light,  I  wo'not ! 

Leuc.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly; 
Ifmenus,  you  muft  leave  me. 

•Ifm.  Yes,  if  you  can 
Beat  me  away  j  elfe  the  gods  refufe  me, 
If  I  will  leave  you  till  I  fee  more  reafon ! 
You  fha'n't  undo  yourfelf. 

Leuc .  But  why  wilt  not  leave  me  ? 

Ifm.  Why,  I  will  tell  you  :  Becaufe  when  you  are 

gone, 

Then — Life,  if  I  have  not  forgot  my  reafon, 
Hell  take  me !  you  put  me  out  of  patience  fo. 
Oh !  marry,  when  you  are  gone,  then  will  your  mother 
— A  pox  confound  her — fhe  ne'er  comes  in  my  head, 
But  fhe  fpoils  my'memory  too.  There  are  a  hundred 
reafons. 

Leuc.  But  fhew  me  one. 

Ifm.  Shew  you  ?  what  a  flir  here  is  ! 
Why,  I  will  fhew  you  :  Do  you  think— well,  well, 
I  know  what  I  know;  I  pray  come,  come !  'Tis  in  vain, 
But  I  am  fure— Devils  take  'em  !    what  do  I  meddle 

with  them  ? 

You  know  yourfelf — Soul,  I  think  I  am — 
Is  there  any  man  i'th'  world — As  if  you  knew  not  this 
Already  better  than  I !  Pifh,  pifh,  I'll  give  no  reafon  ! 

Leuc.  But  I  will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou  fhouldft  ftay : 
J  have  not  one  friend  in  the  court  but  thou, 

On 
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On  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  truft  to  fend  me 
Any  intelligence ;  and  if  thou  lov'ft  me, 
Thou  wilt  do  this ;  thou  need'ft  not  fear  to  flay, 
For  there  are  new-come  proclamations  out, 
Where  all  are  pardon'd  but  myfelf. 

IJm.  'Tis  true ; 

J\nd  i'th'  fame  proclamation  your  fine  fitter 
Urania,  whom  you  us'd  fo  kindly)  is  proclaim'd  heir 
Apparent  to  the  crown. 

Leuc.  What  the',  thou  may 'it  flay  at  home  without 

danger  ? 
Ifm.  Danger  ?  hang  danger !  what  tell  you  me  of 

danger  ? 
Leuc.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  not  do't,  I  think  thou 

dar'ft  not. 

IJm.  I  dare  not  ?  If  you  fpeak  it  in  earneft,  you  are 
A  boy. 

Leuc.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  fee  you  do't. 
IJm.  Why,  fo  you  fhall  •,  1  will  flay. 

Leuc.  Why,  God-a-mercy 

Jft».  You  know  I  love  you  but  too  well ! 
Leuc.  Now  take  thefe  few  directions,  and  farewell! 
Send  to  me  by  the  warieft  ways  thou  canft : 
I  have  a  foul  tells  me  we  fhall  meet  often. 
The  gods  protect  thee  ! 

IJm.  Pox  o'  myfelf  for  an  afs> 
I'm  crying  now!  God  be  with  you  !  if  I  never 
See  you  again,  why  then — Pray  get  you  gone ; 
For  grief  and  anger  wo'not  let  me  know 
What  I  fay.     I'll  to  the  court 
As  faft  as  I  can,  and  fee  the  new  heir  apparent. 


ACT 
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ACT         V, 


Enter  Urania  (in  toy's  tfoatk$)  and  her 
Vra.  T  T  7  H  AT,  haft  thou  found  him* 

V  v        Maid.  Madam,  he's  coming  in. 
Ura.  Gods  blefs  my  brother,  wherefoe'er  he  is  ! 
And  I  befaech  you  keep  me  fro'  the  bed 
Of  any  naughty  tyrant,  whom  my  mother 
Would  ha'me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  I/menus. 

IJm.  What  would  her  new  Grace  have  with  me  ? 

Ura.  Leave  us  awhile.  My  lord  Ifmenus,  \_Ex.Maid, 
I  pray,  for  the  love  of  Heav'n  and  God, 
That  you  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I  know 
You  can  do  weel. 

IJm.  Where's  her  fain  Grace  ? 

tThz.You  know  me  weei  inough,  but  thatyou  mockj 
I'm  fhe  myfen. 

IJm.  God  blefs  him  that  fhall  be 
Thy  hufband  !  if  thou  wear'ft  breeches  thusfoon, 
Thou'lt  be  as  impudent  as  thy  mother. 

Ura.  But  will  you 
Tell  me  this  one  thing  ? 

IJm.  What  is  it  ?  if  it 
Be  no  great  matter  whether  I  do  or  no, 
Perhaps  I  will. 

Ura.  Yes,  faith,  'tis  matter. 

IJm.  And  what  is't  ? 

Ura.  I  pray  you  let  me  know  where  the  prince  my 
brother  is. 

IJm.  I'faith,  you  fhan  be  hang'd  firft  ! 
Is  your  mother  fo  foolifh  to  think  your  good  Grace 
Can  fift  it  out  of  me? 

Ura.  If  you  have  any  .mercy 

Left 
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Left  in  you  to  a  poor  wench,  tell  me  ! 

IJm.  Why, 

Wouldft  not  thou  have  thy  brains  beat  out  for  this> 
To  follow  thy  mother's  fteps  fo  young  ? 

Ura.  But,  believe  me,  fhe  knows  none  of  this. 
IJm.  Believe  you  ? 

Why  do  you  think  I  never  had  wits  ? 
Or  that  I  am  run  out  of  them  ?  How  fhould  it 
Belong  to  you  to  know,  if  I  could  tell  ? 

Ura.  Why,  I  will  tell  you  ;  and  if  I  fpeak  falfe, 
Let  the  de'il  ha'  me  !  Yonder's  a  bad  man, 
Come  from  a  tayrant  to  my  mother,  and  what  name 
They  ha'  for  him,  good  feith,  I  cannot  tell. 
IJm.  An  ambaflador  ? 

lira.  That's  it :  But  he  would  carry  me  away, 
And  have  me  marry  his  matter;  and  I'll  daye 
Ere  I  will  ha'  him. 

IJm.  But  what's  this  to  knowing 
Where  the  prince  is  ? 

Ura.  Yes ;  for  ye  know  all  my  mother  does 
Agen  the  prince,  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

IJm.  Pray,  (I  know  that  too  well)  what  then  ? 
Ura.  Why, 

I  would  go  to  the  good  marquis  my  brother, 
And  put  myfelf  into  his  hands,  that  fo 
He  may  preferve  himfelf. 

IJm.  Oh,  that  thou  hadft  no  feed  of  thy  mother  in 

thee, 
And  couldft  mean  this  now ! 

Ura.  Why,  ifeth  I  do ; 
'Would  I  might  never  ftir  more  if  I  do  not ! 

IJm.  I  fhall  prove  a  ridiculous  fool,Pll  be  damn'd  elfe : 
Hang  me,   if  I  don't  half  believe  thee  ! 

Ura.  By  my  troth, 
You  may. 

IJm.  By  my  troth,  I  do  !  I  know  I'm  an  afs  for't, 
But  1  can't  help  it. 

Ura.  And  won  you  tell  me  then.? 
IJm.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  elfe  i'th'  world ; 

For 
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For  I  think  thou  art  as  good  a  creature  as 
Ever  was  born. 

Ura.  But  ail  go  i'this  lad's  reparel ; 
But  you  mun  help  me  to  filver. 

Ifm.  Help  thee  ?  why,  the  pox  take  him 
That  will  not  help  thee  to  any  thing  i'th'  world  ! 
I'll  help  thee  to  money,  and  I'll  do't  prefently  too  : 
And  yet — Soul,  if  you  fhouldplay  the  fcurvy  harlotry, 
The  little  pocky  baggage  now,  and  cozen  me, 
What  then  ? 

Ura.  Why,  an  I  do,  would  I  might  ne'er 
See  day  again ! 

Ifm.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  do  not  think 
Thou  wilt :  I'll  prefently  provide  thee 
Money  and  a  letter.  [Exit. 

Ura.  Ay,  but  I'll  ne'er  deliver  it. 
When  I  have  found  my  brother,  I  will  beg 
To  ferve  him  •,  but  he  fhall  ne'er  know  who  I  am  j 
For  he  muft  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  mother : 
I'll  fay  I  am  a  country  lad  that  want  a  fervice, 
And  have  ftraid  on  him  by  chance,  left  he  difcovermc. 
I  know  I  muft  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I  ha'  to  fpend,  fhall  be  in  ferving  him. 
And  tho'  my  mother  feek  to  take  his  life  away, 
In  ai  day49  my  brother  fhall  be  taught 
That  I  was  ever  good,  tho'  fhe  were  naught.    [Exit. 

Enter  Bacba  and  Timantus ;  Bacba  reading  a  letter. 

Bacha.  Run  away  ?  the  devil  be  her  guide  ! 

I'im.  Faith,  fhe's  gone  ! 
There  is  a  letter ;  I  found  it  in  her  pocket. 
'Would  I  were  with  her!  fhe's  a  handfome  ladyj 
A  plague  upon  my  bafhfulnefs  !  I  had  bobb'd  her 
Long  ago  elfe. 

Bacba.  What  a  bale  whore  is  this,  that,  after  all 
My  ways  for  her  advancement,  fhould  fo  poorly 
Make  Virtue  her  nndoer,  and  chufe  this  time, 
The  king  being  deadly  fick,  and  I  intending 

4?  la  ai  day ;]  /,  e.  In  one  day. 

A  prefenf 
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A  prefent  marriage  with  fome  foreign  prince, 
To  ilrengthen  and  fecure  myfelf !  She  writes  here. 
Like  a  wife  gentlewoman,  Ihe  will  not  flay  j 
And  the  example  of  her  dear  brother  makes  her 
Fear  herfelf  5°,  to  whom  Ihe  means  to  fly. 

2702.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Bacba.  Now  poverty  and  lechery,  which  is  thy  end, 
Rot  thee,  where'er  tUou  goeft,  with  all  thy  gpodnefs! 

27;».By'rlady  they'll  bruife  her,an  fhe  were  of  brafs ! 
I'm  fure  they'll  break  ftone  walls:  I've  had  experience 
O'  them  both,  and  they  have  made  me  defperate. 
But  there's  a  meflenger,  madam,  come  from  the  prince 
With  a  letter  to  Ifmenus,  who  by  him 
Returns  an  anfwer. 

Bacba.  This  comes  as  pat  as  wiihes  : 
Thou  fhalt  prefendy  sway,  Timantus. 

Tim.  Wither,  madam  ? 

Bacba.  To  the  prince  -f  and  take  the  meflenger  for 
guide ! 

Tim.  What  fhall  I  do  there  ?  I  have  done  too  much 
Mifchief  to  be  believ'd  again  ;  or,  indeed,  to  'fcape 
With  my  head  on  my  back,  if  I  be  once  known. 

Bacba.  Thou'rt  a  wea,k  {hallow  fool !  Get  thee  a 

difguife ; 

And  withal  j  when  thou  com'fl  before  him,  have  a  letter 
Feign'd  to  deliver  him  j  and  then,  as  thou 
Haft  ever  hope  of  goodnefs  by  me,  or  after  me, 
Strike  one  home  ftroke  that  lhall  not  need  another ! 
Dar'ft  thou  ?  fpeak  !  dar'ft  thou  ?  If  thou  falleft  off, 
Go  be  a  rogue  again,  and  lie  and  pandar 
To  procure  thy  meat !  Dar'ft  thou  ?  fpeak  to  mq ! 

Tim.  Sure  I  fhall  never  walk  when  I  am  dead, 
I  have  no  fpirit.     Madam,  I'll  be  drunk, 
But  I  will  dp  it;  that  is  all  my  refuge.  \Exit. 

Bacba.  Away  !  no  more  !  Then  I  will  raife  an  army 
Whilft  the  king  yet  lives,  if  all  the  means  and  power 
I  have  can  do  it  j  I  can't  tell. 

50  Fear  herjeif.']  beward  reads,  Fear  for  herfelf  \  but  the  text  is 
good  fenfe,  accoiuing  to  the  idiom  prevailing  in  our  Auihcrs*  time. 

JLnter 
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Enter  IJmenus  and  the  three  lords. 

•    IJm .  Are  you  inventing  ftill  ?  we'll  eafe  your  fludies. 

Eacha.  Why,  how  now,  fancy  lords  ? 

IJm.  Nay,  I'll  fhake  you !  yes, devil,  I  will  fhake you! 

Eacha.  Do  not  you  know  me,  lords  ? 

NiJ.  Yes,  deadly  fin,  we  know  you :  'Would  we 
did  not ! 

IJm.  Do  yon  hear,  whore?  a  plague  o'God  upon  thee! 
The  duke  is  dead. 

Eacha.  Dead  ? 

IJm.  Ay, 

Wildfire  and  brimftone  take  thee  !  Good  man,  he  ; 
Is  dead,  and  paft  thofe  miferies,  which  thou, 
Thou  fait  infection  like,  like  a  difeafe 
Flungeft  upon  his  head.  Doft  thou  hear  ?  An  'twere 
Not  more  refpecl:  to  womanhood  in  general 
Than  thee,  becaufe  I  had  a  mother,  who — 
I  will  not  fay  (he  was  good,  fhe  liv'd  fo  near 
Thy  time — I  would  have  thee,  in  vengeance  of 
This  man,  whofe  peace  is  made  in  Heav'nby  this  time, 
Tied  to  a  poft,  and  dried  i'th'  fun  -,  and  after 
Carried  about,  and  fhewn  at  fairs  for  money, 
With  a  long  ftory  of  the  devil  thy  father, 
That  taught  thee  to  be  whorifh,  envious,  bloody. 

Eacha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

IJm.  You  fleering  harlot,  I'll  have  a  horfe  to  leap  thee, 
And  thy  bafeifluefnall  carry  fumpters51.  Come,lordsj 
Bring  her  along !  We'll  to  the  prince  all,  where 
Her  hell-hood  fhall  wait  his  cenfure  -,  and  if  he  fpare 
Thee,  fhe-goat,  may  he  lie  with  thee  again !  and  befide, 
May  ft  thou  lay  upon  him  fome  nafty  foul  difeafe, 
That  hate  ilill  follows,  and  his  end  a  dry  ditch  ! — 
Lead,  you  corrupted  whore,  or  I'll  draw  a  goad 
Shall  make  you  ikip  ;  away  to  the  prince  ! 

Eacha.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  hope  yet  I  fhall  come  too  late  to  find  him.  [Exeunt. 

s1  Sl.all  carry  fumpters.]   A  fumpter  horfe  is  that  which  carries  the 
prov-fions  and  baggage.        '  •£• 

VOL.  IX.  K  k  Cornets. 


5H     C  U  P  I  D'S     REVENGE. 

Cornets  5i.     Cupid  dejcends. 

Cupid.  The  time  now  of  my  revenge  draws  near*, 
Nor  fhall  it  lelTen,  as  I  am  a  god, 
With  all  the  cries  and  prayers  that  have  been, 
And  thofe  that  be  to  come,  tho'  they  be  infinite 
In  need  and  number  "  !  \_AJcends. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Urania. 

Leuc.  Alas,  poor  boy,  why  doft  thou  follow  me? 
What  canft  thou  hope  for  ?  I  am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Ura.  In  good  feth,  I  fhall  be  weel  and  rich  enough 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you  ! 

Leuc.  Why  doft  thou  chufe  out  me,  boy}  to  undo 

t-hee  ? 

Alas,  for  pity,  take  another  mafler, 
That  may  be  able  to  deferve  thy  love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter !  me  thou  knoweft  not, 
More  than  my  mifery;  and  therefore  canft  not 
Look  for  rewards  at  my  hands  :  'Would  I  were  able, 
My  pretty  knave,  to  do  thee  any  kindnefs ! 
Truly,  good  boy,  I  would,  upon  my  faith ; 
Thy  harmlcfs  innocence  moves  me  at  heart. 
Wilt  thou  go  fave  thyfelf?  Why  doit  thou  weep? 
Alas,  I  do  not  chide  thee. 

Ura.  I  cannot  tell ; ' 

'  If  I  go  from  you,  Sir,  I  fhall  ne'er  draw  day  more  ; 
Pray,  if  you  .can,  (I  will  be  true  to  you) 
Let  me  wait  on  you  !  If  I  were  a  man, 
I  would  fight  for  you :  Sure  you  have  fome  ill-willers  $ 
I  would  flay  'em, 

Leuc.  Such  harmlefs  fouls  are  ever  prophets. 

*•  Cornets..  Cupid  from  abo--ve  ^  Seward,  feeing  '  no  propriety* 
in  the  cornets  l  belonging  to  Cupid,'  places  that  dire&ion  at  the  end 
of  the  foregoing  Icene ;  but  why  difplace  the  cornets  here,  fince  he 
inlerts  the-n  on  Cupid's  other  appearances  ?  We  have  made  this  di 
rection  like  the  former. 

i?  Cupid,  Tie  time  KQIU,  &c,]  This  fpecch,  till  Seward  very  pro 
perly  introduced  it  here,  \vas  placed  at  the  end  of  the  play,  notwith- 
the  direction  quoted  in  the  laft  note  ftood  where  it  now  does. 

Well, 
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Well,  take  thy  wifh  54  j  thou  lhalt  be  with  me  frill : 
But,  prithee  eat,  my  good  boy  !  thou  wilt  die, 
My  child,  if  thou  faft  one  day  more ;  thefe  four  days. 
Th'haft  tafted  nothing:  Go  into  the  cave, 
And  eat  j  thou  fhalt  find  fomething  for  thee, 
To  bring  thy  blood  again,  and  thy  fair  colour. 

Ura.  I  cannot  eat,  God  thank  you  !  but  I'll  eat 
Tomorrow. 

Lsuc.  Thou't  be  dead  by  that  time. 
Ura.  I  fhould  be 
Well  then  j  for  you'll  not  love  me. 

Leuc.  Indeed  I  will. — 

"This  is  the  prettieft  pafiion  that  e'er  I  felt  yet ! — ; 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  earneftly  upon  me  ? 
Ura.  You've  fair  eyes,  mailer. 
Leuc.  Sure  the  boy  dotes  ! — 
Why  doft  thou  figh,  my  child  ? 

Ura.  To  think  that  fuch 

A  fine  man  fhould  live,  and  no  gay  lady  love  him. 
Leuc.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 
Ura.  Yes  fure,  till  I  die ;  and  when 
I  am  in  Heaven,  I'll  e'en  wifli  for  you. 

Leuc.  And  I'll  come  to  thee,  boy. — This  is  a  love 
I  never  yet  heard  tell  off. — Come,  thou'rtfleepy,  child; 
Go  in,  and  I'll  fit  with  thee. — Heav'n,  what  portends 

this  ? 

Ura.  You're  fad,  but  I'm  not  fleepy :  'Would  I  could 
Do  aught  to  make  you  merry ;  lhall  I  fmg  ? 

Leuc .  If  th6u  wilt,  good  boy.  Alas,  my  boy,  that  thou 
Shouldft  comfort  me,  and  art  far  worfe  than  I ! 

Enter  1'imantus,  dijguijed. 

Ura.  La',  mafter,  there  is  one ;  look  to  yourfelf! 

Leuc.  What  art  thou  that  into  this  difmal  place, 
Which  nothing  could  find  out  but  mifery, 
Thus  boldly  ftep'ft  ?  Comfort  was  never  here  j 
Here  is  no  food,  nor  beds,  nor  any  houfe 

5*  Well,  I  take  thy  -wijh.'}  The  meaiure  and  fenic  both  require  us 
to  expunge  the  /.  Se<wa>-d. 

K  k  2  Built 
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Built  by  a  better  architect  than  beafts ; 
And  ere  you  get  a  dwelling  from  one  of  them, 
You  muft  fight  for  it :  If  you  conquer  him, 
He  is  your  meat;  if  not,  you  muft  be  his. 

'Tim.  I  come  to  you  (for,  if  I  not  miftake, 
You  are  the  prince)  from  that  rnoft  noble  lord 
Ifmenus,  with  a  letter. 

Ura.  Alas,  I  fear 
I  Ihall  be  difcover'd  now. 

Leuc.  Now  I  feel 

Myfelf  the  pooreft  of  all  mortal  things: 
Where  is  he  that  receives  fuch  courtefies 
But  he  has  means  to  fhew  his  gratefulnefs 
Some  way  or  other  ?  I  have  none  at  all ! 
I  know  not  how  to  fpeak  fo  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  but  to  thefe  trees. 

'Tim.  His  letters  fpeak  him,  Sir. 

Ura.  Gods  keep  me  but  from  knowing  him  till  I  die! 
Ah  me  !  fure  I  cannot  live  a  day. 

\_Leucippus  opening  the  letter,  the  whilft  'Timantus 

runs  at  him,  and  Urania  fteps  before. 
Oh,  thou  foul  traitor  ?  Flow  do  you,  mafter  ? 

Leuc.  How  doft  thou,  my  child  ? — Alas !  look  on 

this ; 

It  may  make  thee  repentant,  to  behold 
Thofe  innocent  drops  that  thou  haft  drawn  from  thence. 

Ura.  'Tis  nothing,  Sir,  an  you  be  well. 

'Tim.  Oh,  pardon  rne  ! 
Know  you  me  now,  Sir  ? 

Leuc.  How  couldft  thou  find  me  out  ? 

Tim.  We  intercepted 
A  letter  from  Ifmenus,  and  the  bearer 
Directed  me. 

Leuc.  Stand  up,  Timantus,  boldly ! 
The  world  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty 
Of  divers  treafons  to  the  ftate  and  me  : 
But  oh,  far  be  it  from  the  innocence 
Of  a  juft  man,  to  give  a  traitor  death 
Without  a  trial !  Here  the  country  is  not 

To 
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To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee  ^  ;  therefore  take 

A  nobler  trial  than  thou  doft  deferve, 

Rather  than  none  at  all :   Here  I  accufe  thee, 

Before  the  face  of  Heav'n,  to  be  a  traitor 

Both  to  the  duke  my  father  and  to  me, 

And  the  whole  land.     Speak  !  is  it  fo,  or  no  ? 

'Tim.  'Tis  true,  Sir  :  Pardon  me  ! 

Leuc.  Take  heed,  Timantus, 
How  thou  doft  caft  away  thyfelf !  I  muft 
Proceed  to  execution  haftily 
If  thou  confefs  it :  Speak  once  again  !  is't  fo,  or  no  ? 

'Tim.  I  am  not  guilty,  Sir. 

Leuc.  Gods  and  thy  fword 
Acquit  thee!  here  it  is.  [Gives  him  his  fword. 

Tim.  I'll  not  ufe  any  violence 
Againft  your  highnefs. 

Leuc.  At  thy  peril  then  ! 

For  this  muft  be  thy  trial ;  and  from  henceforth 
Look  to  thyfelf! 
[Timantus  draws  bis  fword,  theyfgbt,  Timantus  falls. 

Tim.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fight. 

Leuc.  Up,  up  again,  Timantns ! 
There  is  no  way  but  this,  believe  me.     Now  if— 
Fy,  fy,  Timantus  !  is  .there  no  ufage  can 
Recover  thee  from  bafenefs  !  "Wert  thou  longer 
To  converfe  with  men,  Fd  have  chid  thee  for  this. 
Be  all  thy  faults  forgiven  ! 

Tim.  Oh,  fpare  me,  Sir  !  I  am  not  fit  for  death. 

Leuc.  I  think  thou  art  not ;  yet  truft  me,  fitter  than, 
For  life.     Yet  tell  me,  ere  thy  breath  be  gone, 
Know'ft  of  any  other  plots  againft  me  ? 

Tim.  Of  none. 

Leuc.  What  courfe  wouldft  thou  have  taken,  when 
thou  hadft  kill'd  me  ? 

Tim.  I  would  have  ta'en  your  page,  and  married  her. 

5*  To  purge  tbce  or  condemn  tbee;  therefore 

A  nobler  trial  than  thou  dojl  defer<ue.  ]  Here  a  verb  is  evidently 
left  out,  being  equally  necd&ry  to  the  fenfe  and  meaiure.  Swan/. 

Leuc. 
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Leuc.  What  page  ?  [Urania  Jwoons. 

Tim.  Your  boy  there [Dies. 

Leuc.  Is  he  fall'n  mad  in  death  ?  what  does  he  mean  ? 
Some  good  god  help  me  at  the  worft !  How  doit  thou  ? 
Let  not  thy  mifery  vex  me ;  thou  fhalt  have 
What  thy  poor  heart  can  wiih :  I  am  a  prince, 
And  I  will  keep  thee  in  the  gayeft  cloaths, 
And  the  fineft  things,  that  ever  pretty  boy 
Had  given  him. 

Ura.  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Feth,  I  am  dying ;  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

Leuc.  Butftirupthyfelf :  Look  what  a  jewel  here  is, 
See  how  it  gliders !  what  a  pretty  mow 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  ear !  ha,  fpeak  ! 
Eat  but  a  bit,  and  take  it. 

Ura.  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Leuc .  I  prithee  mind  thy  health !  why,  that's  well  faid ; 
My  good  boy,  fmile  ftill. 

Ura.  I  mall  fmile  'till  death, 
An  I  fee  you  !  I  am  Urania, 
Your  fifter-in-law. 

Leuc.  How ! 

Ura.  I  am  Urania. 

Leuc.  Dulnefs  did  feize  me  !  now  I  know  thee  well: 
Alas,  why  cam'ft  thou  hither  ? 

Ura.  Feth,  for  love  : 

I  would  not  let  you  know  'till  I  was  dying; 
For  you  could  not  love  me,  my  mother  was 
So  naught. 

Leuc.  I  will  love  thee,  or  any  thing ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  me  as  ibon  as  I  know  thee  ? 
Speak  one  word  to  me  !  Alas,  fhe's  paft  it ! 
She  will  never  fpeak  more. — 
What  noife  is  that  ?  it  is  no  matter  who 

Enter  IJmenus  with  the  lords. 

Comes  on  me  now. — What  w^rfe  than  mad  are  you 
That  feek  out  forrows  ?  if  you  love  delights, 
Begone  from  hence ! 

IJm. 


CUPID'S     REVENGE.    519 

IJm.  Sir,  for  you  we  come, 
As  Ibldiers  to  revenge  the  wrongs  you've  fuffer'd 
Under  this  naughty  creature:  Whatfhall  be  done  with 

her? 
Say ;  I  am  ready. 

'Leuc.  Leave  her  to  Heav'n,  brave  confin  ! 
They  fhall  tell  her  how  fh'  has  finn'd  againft  'em  -, 
My  hand  mall  ne'er  be  flain'd  with  fuch  bafe  blood. 
Live,  wicked  mother  !  that  reverend  title  be 
Your  pardon  !  for  I'll  ufe  no  extremity 
Againft  you,  but  leave  you  to  Heav'n. 

Bacha.  Hell  take  you  all !  or,  if  there  be  a  place 
Of  torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither ! 
And  'till  the  devils  have  you,  may  your  lives 
Be  one  continu'd  plague,  and  fuch  a  one 
That  knows  no  friends  nor  ending  !  may  all  ages 
That  fhall  fucceed  curfe  you,  as  I  do  !  and 
If  it  be  ponTole,  I  afk  it  Heav'n, 
That  your  bafe  iffues  may  be  ever  monfters, 
That  muft,  for  fhame  of  Nature  and  fucceflion, 
Be  drown'd  like  dogs !  'Would  I  had  breath  to  poifon 
you 56 ! 

Leuc*  Would  you  had  love  within  you,  and  fuch  grief 
As  might  become  a  mother  !  Look  you  there ! 
Know  you  that  face  ?  that  was  Urania : 
Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  thofe  unhappy  mothers, 
That  labour  with  fuch  horrid  births  as  you  do  ! 
If  you  can  weep,  there's  caufe  •,  poor  innocent, 
Your  wickednels  has  kill'd  her;  I'll  weep  for  you. 

IJm.  Monftrous  woman  ! 
Mars  would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  fhe  cannot. 

Leuc.  Here  lies  your  minion  too,  Hain  by  my  hand: 
J  will  not  fay  you  are  the  caufe ;  yet  certain, 
I  know  you  were  to  blame :  The  gods  forgive  you  ! 

IJm.  See,  fhe  Hands  as  if  Ihe  were  inventing 
Some  new  deftrudion  for  the  world. 

Leuc.  Ifmenus, 

56  Would  I  bad  breath  to  poifon  you.']  Some  editions  (Seward's 
junong  the  number)  read, 

Would  1  had  breath  to  pleafe  jou. 

Thou'rt 
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1  hou'rt  welcome  yet  to  my  fad  Company. 

Jfm.  I  come  to  make  you  fomewhat  fadder,  Sir. 

Leuc.  You  cannot;  I  am  at  the  height  already. 

Jfm.  Your  father's  dead. 

Leuc.  I  thought  fo;  Heav'n  be  with  him  \ 
Oh,  woman,  woman,  weep  now  or  never  !   thou 
Hail  made  more  forrows  than  we've  eyes  to  uuer. 

Eacba.  Now  let  Heav'n  fall !  I'm  at  the  wcrfl  of  evilsj 
A  thing  fo  miferably  wretched,  that 
Ev'ry  thing,  thelaftof  human  comforts,  hath  left  me  ! 
I  will  not  be  fo  bafe  and  cold  to  live, 
And  wait  the  mercies  of  thefe  men  I  hate : 
No,  it  is  jufl  I  die,  fince  Fortune  hath  left  me. 
My  fteepdefcent  attends  me57:  Hand,  ftrike  thou  home  I 
I've  foul  enough  to  guide  -,  and  let  all  know, 
As  I  ftood  a  queen,  the  fame  I'll  fall, 
And  one  with  me  !  \Stabs  the  prince >  tbenJjerfelf. 

Leuc.  Oh! 

Jfm.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Leuc.  Nearer  my  health  than  I  think  any  here. 
My  tongue  begins  to  falter :  What  is  man  ? 
Or  who  would  be  one,  when  he  fees  a  poor 
\\Veak  woman  can  in  an  initant  make  him  none  ? 

Dor.  She's  dead  already. 

IJm.  Let  her  be  damn'cf 
Already,  as  me  is  !   Poft  all  for  furgeons  ! 

Leuc,  Let  not  a  man  ftir  !   for  I  am  but  dead. 
I've  fome  few  words  which  I  would  have  you  hear, 
And  am  afraid  I  fhall  want  breath  to  fpeak  'em  : 
Firl't  to  you,  my  lords  j  you  know  Ifmenus  is 
Undoubted  heir  of  Lycias8  •,  I  do  bcfeech  you  all, 
.When  I  am  dead,  to  mew  your  duties  to  him. 

Lords.  We  vow  to  do't. 

Leuc.  I  thank  you.     Next  to  you, 
Coufin  Ifmenus,  that  mail  be  the  duke, 
I  pray  you  let  the  broken  images  59 
Of  Cupid  be  re-edified  !   I  know 

5?   My  ftep  defcent  attends  me.]    Correfied  in    1750. 
*8   Undoubtedly  heir.']    Varied  by  Seward. 
't  J  pray  you  let  the  broken  image  of  Cw/.V.j   Altered  in  1750. 

Ail 
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All  this  is  done  by  him. 

Ijm.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Leuc.  Laft,  I  befeech  you  that  my  mother-in-law 
May  have  a  burial  according  to- [Dies. 

Ijm.  To  wjiat,  Sir  ? 

Dor.  There's  a  full  point ! 

Ijm.  I  will  interpret  for  him  :  She  ftiall  have  burial 
According  to  her  own  deferts,  with  dogs  ! 

Dor.  I  would  your  majefty  would  hafte  for  fettling 
Of  the  people. 

Ijm.  I'm  ready. 

Age.  Goj  and  let  the  trumpets  found 
Some  mournful  thing,  whilft  we  convey  the  body 
Of  this  unhappy  prince  unto  the  court, 
And  of  that  virtuous  virgin  to  a  grave  ! 
But  drag  her  to  a  ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 
Accurs'd,  whilft  one  man  has  a  memory  !      [Exeunt. 


I N  the  courfe  of  Mr.  Seward's  Notes  on  this  Play,  he  remarks, 

that  '  Had  this  whole  plot,  a  father  marrying  his  fon's  whore,  the 
fon's  penitence  and  diftrefs,  and  her  plots  for  his  deftru&ion, 
been  wrought  into  a  tragedy,  without  the  idle  machinery  of 
Cupid  and  his  Revenge,  it  would  have  afforded  fufficient  matter 
to  fuch  geniufes  as  our  Authors  :'  And  afterwards  fays,  '  I  cannot 
take  leave  of  this  play  without  again  regretting  the  farcical  in 
termixture  of  the  machinery  of  Cupid,  from  whence  it  takes  its 
name.  Without  this,  and  the  ridiculous  death  of  the  princefs, 
what  a  noble  tragedy  would  our  Authors  have  left  us  ?  The 
chara.dler  of  the  king  from  his  ridiculous  dotage  on  his  children, 
to  a  itill  more  ridiculous  dotage  on  a  wanton  wife  ;  the  misfortunes 
of  a  virtuous  young  prince  from  taking  one  vicious  ftep,  and  en 
deavouring  to  conceal  it  by  a  falfity,  are  finely  defcrib'd ;  but  how 
is  the  juft  moral  arifing  from  thence  fpoil'd,  by  making  this  only 

'  Cupid's  Revenge  !  ' 

In  our  opinion,  the  Plot  and  the  Machinery  are  equally  ridiculous ; 

and  we  cannot  avoid  exprcffing  our  concern,  that  fo  much  admirable 

poetry  mould  be  bellowed  on  fo  abfurd  a  drama. 


END  OF  THE  NINTH  VOLUME. 
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